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Known in English as The Black Book of Arda, The 
Black Silmarillion or Chronicles of Defeated, it is a novel 
published in Russia by N. Vassilyeva and N. Nekrasova 
circa 1992, based on The 
The Silmarillion by J.R.R. Tolkien. 

According to Vassilyeva and Nekrasova's book, 
the Vala Melkor was not originally the Great Enemy of 
Middle Earth, but rather a wise Master and a martyr, 
while the Creator Eru Ilivatar and the Valar are 
represented as remorseless tyrants. Melkor tried to act 
in Arda according to his own thinking, but this was 
against the will of the Creator. The conflict between 
Iluvatar and Melkor caused Melkor's expulsion and his 
battle against Eru and the Valar. 

The first drafts of this book appeared on the 
Internet in the early 90s. In 1995 it was published for 
the first time. After publication, the authors began 
working with the Second Age, creating a set of tales 
about Numenor and Harad. Finally, in 2000, a rewritten 
and extensively modified version of the book was 
published, in two volumes, each written by one of the 
authors. At this point, amidst role-playing games and 
fanfictions inspired by fanfictions, he was already fully 
incorporated into the universe of Russian Tolkienados. 

I wouldn't say I agree with all the ideas in the 
book. In particular, the second volume of the 2000 
edition, written by Illet, is closer to what I think. The plot 
is simple: in the fourth era, an officer in the army of 
Gondor is assigned to investigate the veracity of a 
strange book - in fact the Black Book of Arda itself - and 
interrogate its guardian. “I don’t believe in the truth of 
winners. I don't believe in the truth of the defeated. Both 
these and those lie.” 
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But the version published in 1995 is considered 
canonical, and it was this edition that I decided to 
translate, as the most striking, the best known and, 
without a doubt, the most controversial. And, most 
importantly, it is the first of its kind. 

For the quotes from the Silmarillion, I used the book by 
Martins Fontes - in most cases. 

The illustrations are by Julia Menshikova. As this 
is a later version of the book, it is quite difficult to 
establish a perfect match. 


About transliteration and pronunciation 

In the book, there are a good number of words - 
names of people and places mainly - that have been kept 
the same as the originals. I will do my best to adapt them 
to Tolkien's standard, but, just in case, I will list a few 
things here: 

CH, H - Tolkien differentiates the sounds CH and 

H, however in the Russian alphabet this 

differentiation does not exist and the same 

character is always used. Therefore, I will use H 

in most cases. Y - short i: a brief, unstressed i, 

similar to the j of some Nordic languages, the 

correct transliteration is j. 


Some general observations 

I chose to use “you” instead of “tu” and “vos” for 
purely Sao Paulo reasons. Furthermore, I kept some 
expressions, such as soul, hell, sin, which are normally 
used without any religious connotation in Russian. 

Finally, despite subsequent revisions, I am sure 
that there remained several typographical errors, some 
structures and forms of expression typical of Russian - 
but not Portuguese, punctuation marks placed randomly, 
the glossary possibly out of order and other things more. 
Sorry. 
AUTHOR'S NOTE 


..Should you believe in yourself? If so, to what 
extent? It must be said - is this so, why do I want it to be 
so? Why do I like it? Should we take the fairy tale as 
reality? 

In the beginning was the Word. 

And it was Word - the name, that which “is no 
longer numbered among the names of the Valar, and is 
no longer uttered in Arda.” And they were - two pedantic 
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ladies, humanitarian and “technical”, who did not believe 
in what this name means - “He who rises in power”. 

At first it was the question. 

It would be possible to remember it now - that 
first question, for which no answer was found in the 
apparently logical narration. And when the answer was 
found, the harmonious scheme collapsed, and the gold- 
embroidered fabric of the beautiful fairy tale began to 
unravel beneath the fingers... and - what is behind it? 

In the beginning it was the look. 

The look of a person who is not the usual one c 

others into actionfriends and enemies, villains and 
heroes, It is 

Dark and Light. Not used to blindly believing in anyone 
or anything. 

...We ourselves are ashamed to admit to you that 
we represent our whole lives. We represent hidden from 
ourselves. We assure ourselves that it is only our 
imagination, fairy tale, that this is ours alone... and - we 
marvel at those who dare to reveal their fairy tale, their 
game to others, we envy them painfully: because this is 
so difficult - opening up, because they will hit, and 
what's worse - laugh - those who didn't dare. Those who 
were afraid to do it themselves. Not everyone will act 
like this; but even a single blow is pain... But still - the 
game, the dream, the fairy tale are with us. Until the 
end. 

But how much of this is a fairy tale? How much - 

is ita game? 

One day, they say, John Ronald Ruel Tolkien 
received an interesting opinion from one of his 
interlocutors - “You weren’t the one who wrote ‘The Lord 
of the Rings’”. And he was glad that at least someone 
else understood that. 

One day, Balzac said that the “Human Comedy” 
was dictated to him by his ghost twin. And the “black 
man” pushed Mozart to create the “Requiem”. 

What is this then? Possibly - creator's 
imagination. Possibly - another existence, which not 
everyone is able to see... What if - everyone? 

And everyone sees it in their own way: their own 
face of the whole or, as they say nowadays, their own 
reflection. But the majority still follow the Guide. He may 
be a writer who created a fairy tale about his vision (but 
who and how unfolded this vision in front of him?) - and 
as a result, exaltation, wonder at the beauty of the 
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narration and at the talent of the author blind and order 
to see only like this... 

They say that only those works are truly perfect 
in which you do not want to change anything, that you 
do not want to rewrite or continue. These are few, and J. 
R. R. Tolkien's books are not among them - a statement 
that thousands of readers, who treat “The Silmarillion” 
and “The Lord of the Rings” as the Bible, will try to 
dispute. But for one who is accustomed to not only 
looking, but also seeing, it is obvious that in the works of 
Professor Tolkien not everything has been said. 

Let's be honest: what we call ourselves Arda - 
exists. We believe in this, each in our own way, - even if 
reason tells us that this is a delusion, that this cannot be. 
That's it. And it will be. And our way of feeling, our faith 
in the world called Arda changes and creates it even 
now. And for what you will see by opening this book - 
almost the voice of the one screaming, desperate, in the 
desert - look for yourselves. At least try. Just don't follow 
our trail. Look for yourself. This book is just an attempt 
to get attention. 

How did this start and why? Long story. We will 
only say one thing - the time has come to believe in your 
own thoughts, visions, delusions, dreams - and logic. The 
vision sought what was unsaid and what was incoherent 
in Tolkien's narrative. Logic filled in the gaps. Emotions 
checked the correctness of the assumption. Visions and 
dreams - faced the fact: that was how it was. 


..Or, perhaps, it all started in a completely 

different way? 

“So, young man,” said a Nazgil in old age, with 
number 24 and the emblem of the Morgul garrison sewn 
on his clothes, turning the passport of the young specter 
in his fingers and admiring what stretched like a string 
in front of him. , - let's see, what do you have there...” d 

That was the beginning. Harmless jokes, jokes 
from “the life of t University of Morgul” - nothing 
more. 

And - the War of Wrath, closed pages of the 
“Silmarillion”: only a year later will you understand that 
you didn't reread them once. 

And - a name, almost never spoken out loud. 

In the beginning it was - the Name. 

There is no longer any way to remember who first 
said: “I saw it. It was so". When the “Silmarillion” was 
first closed and left aside (“Listen, but that’s no good 
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anymore! We’d better take a look at them...”). Who for 
the first time chanted mockingly: “Of course, since it is 
the wise men in Eresséa who say...” 

When behind the legends about glorious victories, 
and beautiful and brave heroes, for the first time - not all 
the blood infiltrated the earth - another truth began to 
emerge. 

Later - confusing justifications: “But Gardner in 

his ‘Grendel’ essentially did the same 
thing..." 

Later: “But it wasn’t a person who wrote the 
cycle about Conan...” 

Afterwards - a strange look at the space and the 
artificially calm: “I remember...” 

All this will still be. Now there is only - the Name, 
and questions that, apparently, no one has asked in all 
the time that has passed since the publication of “The 
Lord of the Rings” and “The Silmarill on”. And there are 
two - inclined towards philology and history respectively 
- who had the desire to finish building the incomplete 
portrait of the world. 


The book you now hold in your hands is not a 
critique of Tolkien. It is an attempt to tell about Arda in 
the language of Men, and not in that of elven legends 
and myths. 

If for you “The Silmarillion” is just a fairy tale or 
“sum of mythologies” - close the book: you made the 
wrong choice. 

If you are looking for “something more about the 
Hobbits” - close the book: here there are neither 
amusing adventures nor joyful miracles; Here, no one 
throws pine nuts at wolves or makes cunning 
conversations with a somewhat stupid dragon. 

We do not intend to tell the truth ultimately: look 
with your own eyes, because no one can be objective 
until the end. 

We do not strive to take the crown from some and 
elevate others, we do not replace the black with the 
white: simply - no one, never and asked nothing of the 
defeated (and were they really defeated?). History is 
written by the victors, and the story of the victors is “The 
Silmarillion”. 

We didn't invent unexpected turns in the 
narration, we didn't pile on horrors: war is cruel even 
without that, we all simply got used to thinking about 
this cruelty... 
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See then, what it is like - the first war in the 

world. 

See, those who made Arda a game, who read with 
wonder about victories over the Enemy, who savored the 
happy ending - this is the price of victory. i 

And, perhaps, you will think about it. About why 
the losers can be above the winners. 

And someone, like an offended child, will throw 
himself into defending the beautiful fairy tale with angry 
letters. 

And someone will slap their hand on their 

forehead - because everything is so obvious, my 

God, where were my 
eyes!.. 

And someone will simply shrug their shoulders 

and show their back. 

We've seen it all. 

But, perhaps, at least one - will think. 

See: in the world there is neither absolute Evil 
nor absolute Good. See: justice without mercy turns into 
senseless cruelty. 

See. 


We are open. We don't hide. The choice has been 
made. If someone heard - fine. If someone will follow 
their own path - that's fine. If someone hates it - so be it. 

The narrators do not have swords. 


Niennah, Illet 
FOREWORD 


Who knows, who will say when the Book that 
became the memory of the world appeared in Arta? He 
who knows the language of Great Wisdom in which this 
was written could read in it words about mysteries of Ea, 
about how light was born from darkness, about how the 
world was created. Perhaps the Book is older than Arta 
itself, perhaps it emerged along with the world. What 
hands touched it in the ages of the world's youth - were 
they really only the hands of Melkor, or was this Book 
created by his thought and memory? Who would know 
that now? The Sages are silent, and the seers say: “This 
is hidden from us.” Perhaps only the Dark Lord knows - 
but who will step beyond the Threshold to ask, who of 
the living can return and tell? 
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The Book was written by time, it is the Book of 
truth whose language is understandable to everyone, but 
few have seen it. It holds the secrets of the earth and the 
stars, and even the Lord of Fate does not know all that it 
hides within its pages. 

Who will say why those who follow the Path of the 
Dark keep the Book of Memory? Perhaps because those 
who live under the banner of Pain were not given the 
right to forget. Perhaps because the Dark generated 
memory and pain, light and truth... they say that the 
Book alone elects the Guardian, and few have the 
strength to carry this heavy burden. Perhaps the lying 
word and deed can deceive the senses, the mind and the 
heart, it is possible to lie to oneself and believe this lie, 
but the Book does not lie. 

The Book exists while the world exists - or 
perhaps the world exists while the Book exists, who 
knows? But this bond is indissoluble, just like those 
bonds that maintain the unity of Arta. No one can 
change a word in the Book of Truth, even if they wish to 
do so with all their heart, just as it is impossible to 
reverse the flow of the river of Time. The deeds of those 
who follow the paths of the Dark and the Light, the 
deeds of glory and shame, the deeds of justice and 
iniquity, of good and evil - the Book talks about all of 
this. It is possible to hide a feat from human eyes and 
from the eyes of Immortals, but he who reads the Book 
reads the truth. 
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To the heart of the World - mine, 
Burning the way through the clouds, 
Falls like a drop of fiery blood, 

Blue lightning stroke 

In the newborn sky, 

I will call you - Arta... 


FIRST PART. THE HEART OF THE 


WORLD 
THE NAME. THE DAYS BEFORE THE DAYS 


“There was Eru the One, who in Arda is called 
Iluvatar. He first created the Ainur, the Holy Ones, 
generated by his thought, and they kept him company 
before all else was created. And he spoke to them, 
proposing musical themes; and they sang before him, 
and he rejoiced. However, for a long time, they sang 
each one alone or just a few together, while the others 
listened; for each understood only that part of Iluvatar's 
mind from which it had sprung, and was slowly evolving 
into the understanding of its brethren. However, after 
listening so much, they came to 
a deeper understanding, becoming more consonant and 
harmonious..." 

So says the elven legend “Ainulindalé”. 


...No one ever knew, nor does they know now and 
will hardly ever know where he came from, who he was 
and why he wanted to create a world obedient to his own 
will, separate from the other worlds that shone in the 
black depths of Ea among the countless stars. 

This was the Plan: the World will be new, 
different from the others. And this world will be correct 
and unchanging, as Eru desires, as it pleases him. And 
everything in the world will be just as he said and 
everything that will exist in the world will be glorifying 
the One. 

Then he created in Ea a closed sphere, and within 
it was the Void, which was to become a_ barrier 
separating the world from Ea. But the power for creation 
had to be drawn from outside, and from the beginning, 
Ea's existence penetrated the non-Ea sphere. And the 
sphere was just a gap in the common fabric, and existed 
only thanks to Ea. 


The Black Book of Arda 


And Eru entered non-Ea, and there were his 
mansions, in which there was no Darkness, but neither 
was there Light, for there was nothing there. “Here,” he 
said, “I will create the new world.” But for this world to 
be different, the Creator himself needed to transform 
into a new being, who was unaware of the other worlds 
and Ea. But he did not possess this power. He could only 
make himself blind, forget about everything that is 
outside the limits of his mansions. And he said: “May this 
world remain blind, and may it not see the Dark of Ea for 
all eternity. And may this world only know that I am its 
Creator and Lord. Let it be so.” 

The primordial Dark accommodated within it the 
worlds of Ea, and the mansions of Eru were the finite 
Nothing among the countless stars. The Dark was all 
around - immense, giving life to everything, full of 
unlimited power. He seemed to mock those who tried not 
to see him, despite himself having been generated by the 
Dark. And then Eru said: “Let the non-Dark be in my 
mansions!” And there was no longer Dark in his 
mansions, but this was not the Light either, for Light is 
born only in the Dark. And all Eru's forces were spent on 
creating the Void and the non-Dark, he dissipated them 
in the fight against Ea and against the Dark, against 
memory and against sight. Then he was again forced to 
seek strength in Ea, and again the Exister penetrated 
the Void. From Ea and the Dark, with the strength of his 
own thought and will, Eru created the first of those he 
called Ainur. But, when she looked at him, Eru was 
scared, because she saw in him the incarnation of 
everything she wanted to forget, of what she didn't want 
to see. The first of the Ainur was neither part of Eru's 
thought nor part of his plans. 

Then Eru took the Light and mixed it with the 
Dark, for the Light not only drives out the Dark, but also 
devours other fires. And so he created the other Ainur, 
and in each of them there was part of the Dark and part 
of the strength of Ea. They could all see and know the 
Dark, but the non-Light of Eru blinded their eyes and 
they were obedient to the will of Him who created them. 
And, to subdue the first of the Ainur, his firstborn, Eru 
took his name and called him Alcar. 

... The name is not just an interweaving of sounds. 
It is you, your “I”. And he, unlike the others, is deprived 
of even that. Alcar, Splendor. The name is part of his 
power, his essence - and it was taken from him. They 
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gave him another one. Who made this? For what? Alcar. 
Alcar. Strange, cold. Dead. 

Ainur must feel the name as a part of themselves, 
their “I am”. He repeats their names, and the Ainur's 
faces for a moment become defined. It's a joy to hear 
what they call you for a musical phrase that became an 
expression of your being. Deep violet and purple accord: 
Namo. Silver cord of somewhat bitter pearly light: 
Nienna. Greenish echo, with a cold glow: Brother. Dull 
jingle of copper and gold: Aulé. 


These are closer, similar in something and - 
different. And his name has neither color nor living 
sound. Alcar. Al-car. A dead stone that shines. 
Unbearable torment - listen, but he was not given to 
remember another name. A stranger. Different. Why? 
Who would respond? 

In the Ainur's song the echo of another song 
sounds, but where does he know it from? He asked. 
There is no answer. Maybe this is his special gift that 
sets him apart from others? No, why? The others see 
Eru's beautiful face - he does not notice the features in a 
shifting light. Why? Or is he blind? Him. Who - him? 
Alcar. The clink of precious stones falling onto glass. 
Alcar, Splendor. Alcar, the one who has no name. 

And there, outside the limits of the abode of the 
One, is the Void and eternal darkness. Thus said he, the 
One, all-knowing Creator. And the spirit of the Ainu was 
empty. Wouldn't it be better to go there, to the Nothing 
that makes up his essence, to not have to see the clear 
and joyful faces of the Ainur, to not hear this name - 
Alcar... Strange. Different. He does not know joy - the 
first gift of existence for him was loneliness and 
isolation. Better - not exist, return to Nothingness, 
forever leave Eru's mansions... 

Darkness fell over him in a soft, deafening 
absence of sound. So, what is Nothing? But why is it so 
difficult to take a step forward - as if a huge hand was 
touching your chest, rejecting you... If it starts from 
Nothingness, why doesn't the Void accept it too? Will it 
be - a stranger again? 

Then he threw himself forward with the force of 
desperation, through the flexible wall, and suddenly he 
saw. 

“Is it possible that here, in the Dark, it is possible 
to see? - he could still think, bewildered. - And there are 
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no sounds in the void - why do I hear? What is this?.. 
Music... word... name... Name?!” Melkor. 

"My name. Me. That's Me. I remember. Melkor. I. 
This is my “I am”. Existence. Life. Clear flame. Flight. 
Joy. That's me..." 

But in any case, this seemed insignificant 
compared to the ability to see. He just didn't know what 
it was, but the words came from his lips and then he 
said: Ahe, Dark. 

And the bright sparks in the darkness - what is 
that? Ae, Luz... Gele, Estrela... Light - only in the Dark... 
where do I know this from?.. I always knew... He 
stretched out his arms to the stars and - listened. Are 
these the stars that sing? He knew this music, he heard 
its echoes in the melodies of the Ainur... Yes, that's it... 
He understood this and laughed - quietly, as if he were 
afraid to silence the music. But she sounded increasingly 
clear and confident, and her “self” was a part of the 
Music. He became a song of the worlds, he flew in the 
Dark among the countless stars, calling them - and they 
answered him... Then he said: “This is Ea, Universe”. 
“But he said - Empty, Nothing... Doesn't he know about 
it? Did not see? He, I, who sees everything?..” r 

Eru. Ere. Chama. 

“Ts this his name?.. Yes... but why then - Unique? 
Who said this? Or is he also the one who was deprived of 
his name? And why was I only able to remember my 
name now? Did Eru, Ere, do it like this? For what? 
Because with me? I need to understand... But if he 
doesn't remember his own name - ['ll tell him! I will 
bring back his name, I will tell them about Ea - they need 
to see it! I will come back, I will say: I saw, I heard, I 
understood...” 

Thus Ainu again obtained the name, and the will 
of the One no longer chained him. And his thinking and 
his plans were not part of the thinking and plans of the 
One. 

Thus the One ceased to be One, for now they 

were two. 

And Ainu Melkor returned to the mansions of Eru: 
the brothers received him surprised and shy, for they 
saw that his appearance changed. And he was, among 
other Ainur, like a bold young man in the children's 
circle. Now he no longer wore the garments of iridescent 
light, but those of the Dark, and the night of Ea fell from 
the 
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your shoulders like a cloak. And the face. As if lit from 
within by a flickering flicker, changing imperceptibly - 
but defined nonetheless. The look - clear and 
determined, eyes as clear as stars. 

Brave and calm he introduced himself to Iluvatar 

and began to speak: 

- Now I saw countless stars - Light in the Dark - 
and many worlds. You said - outside your luminous 
mansions there is only the Void and eternal darkness. 
But I saw light, and that was Light. Tell me, how am I to 
understand your words now? Or did you want us to see 
and hear the Song of the Worlds ourselves? Perhaps 
each person must, on their own, come_ to 
understanding... 


- I told you the truth: only in Me is the beginning 

and end of everything that exists and the Flame 
Imperishable of Being. 

- Yes, I know, I understand: Ere - Flame! 

He said - Ere, and at that very moment Ilivatar's 
countenance became sharp and defined. And Ainu was 
painfully surprised by the wrath that disfigured the face 
of the Creator. But how so? Isn't it a joy to remember 
your own name? Or did Iluvatar want to forget him? But 
why? 

...Bright throne, luminous garments... How false 
and ridiculous this all seemed to him who saw the 
greatness of Ea! So the child, wanting to play king, 
covers himself in brightly colored trinkets, naively 
thinking that the clothes will place him above others. 
Melkor smiled sadly. 

- You are rude and disrespectful. You say words of 
revolt and don't realize what you're saying. There is 
nothing else but Me and the Ainur, born of My thought. 
While your vision is but the shadow of My plans, the 
echo of music not yet created... 

- No, I saw, I heard the Song of the Universe... 
Maybe you never left your home? Then, if you wish, I will 
be your eyes. I will tell you about the worlds... - Ainu 
smiled. 

- Shut up. Your words are insane. Or have you 
doubted My omnipotence - you, blind tool in My hands? 
Or do you dare to think that you can understand the full 
depth of my plans? 

- I'm sorry, but... 

- I don't want to hear it anymore. 
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Melkor left, not knowing what to think. He tried 
to understand what he did to provoke Eru's anger - and 
found no answer: "But I saw it", - for the hundredth time 
he repeated to himself. The shiny mansions now seemed 
dull and colorless. What once impressed him with its 
grandeur turned out to be insignificant, pretentious and 
miserable, there was not enough space for him, and he 
once again abandoned the abode of Iluvatar. Thus began 
his travels in Ea, and his thoughts less and less 
resembled those of the other Ainur. 


“To Melkor, among the Ainur, had been bestowed 
the greatest gifts of power and knowledge, and he still 
had a share of all the gifts of his brothers. Many times, 
Melkor had penetrated alone into empty spaces in 
search of the Imperishable Flame, for the desire to give 
Existence to things for himself burned within him; and in 
his eyes Iluvatar paid no attention to the Void, while 
Melkor was impatient with the Void. And yet he did not 
find the Fire, for it is with Ilivatar. Being alone, 
however, he began to conceive thoughts of his own, 
different from those of his brothers...” 


And Ainu Melkor had the plan to create his own 
world, and in his soul the Music was born whose melody 
was intertwined with the Song of the Worlds. That was 
the plan: the world will be new, different from the 
others. He will be created of fire and ice, of Dark and 
Light, and in their balance and in their combat will be 
created forms more beautiful than the visions generated 
by the music of the Ainur and Iluvatar. In its duality, this 
world will be unpredictable, furiously free, and will not 
know the immutability of thoughtless calm. And those 
who will come to this world will be in his image and 
likeness - free; and the 
Eternal Flame will burn in their hearts... 

And this world seemed beautiful to Melkor, and 

he was happy, for he understood that he was 

capable of creating. Thus Iluvatar ceased to be 
the only Creator. 

Then Melkor returned to the mansions of Iluvatar, 
and music remained in his spirit, and music were his 
words when he spoke to Eru and the Ainur of the plan. 
And this music was beautiful, and, struck by its beauty, 
the Ainur began to sing along with Melkor - at first 
timidly and disunitedly, but then they began to 
understand each other's thoughts better, and their 
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singing sounded more and more coordinated. , and their 
most hidden thoughts were intertwined in it. 

And their chorus disturbed Ilivatar, for he heard 
in the Music the echo of the Song of the Worlds which he 
wished to forget. And he angrily interrupted the singing 
and did not wish to listen to Melkor, but decided to 
create his own Music to drown out the Music of Ea. 

And Ilivatar tried to penetrate Melkor's thoughts, 
but realized with surprise that he was no longer able to 
do so. The thoughts of the other Ainur were an open 
book to him, but in Melkor he now saw something 
strange, incomprehensible and, therefore, frightening. 
He understood only one thing - Melkor is a Creator; and 
we must hurry, before he discovers his own power... 

At that time Manwé, he who was the younger 
brother of the rebellious Ainu in the planes of Iluvatar, 
came to the throne of Eru; This is what he said: 

- The most powerful among other Ainur is he who 
took for himself the name Melkor - He who rises in 
power. But pride blinds him and inspires thoughts of 
revolt, as if he could equate himself with the Great 
Creator of everything that exists. Certainly, it is not for 
nothing that he hides his thoughts from us; probably, he 
planned something evil... 

And Ilivatar bowed his head benevolently, and 
said within himself: “I see that there are no rebellious 
thoughts in the soul of Manwée. Therefore, in the world 
that I will create, let him be the King, for he is obedient 
to Me and will carry out My will in the world that I will 
create.” 

The Ainur were blind to the Dark; but among 
them were those who saw in the Dark, but also saw the 
desires of Ilivatar. Therefore, Ainié Varda arrived at the 
throne of Eru and said: 

- Sir! I see what Melkor sees. But if that is Your 
will, command it - and I will see no more. 

And Ilivatar said: 

- You are free to see what you want. But others 
must see only what I desire. May you do it like this. 

And, bowing, Varda spoke to him: 

- Powerful is Ainu Melkor, and his thoughts are 
hidden from us. But I think these thoughts are 
dangerous for us, and that's why he hides them. We, the 
weak, are not the ones who can fight it. But You are 
omnipotent: tame him then, so that he no longer 
intimidates others with words of revolt and does no 
harm. And so I will speak now: I deny Him for eternity, 
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for there is nothing above His great plans for me. And, if 
You judge the renegade worthy of punishment, may Your 
fair judgment be carried out. Let it be His will. 

And Eru bowed his head benevolently; and Varda 
walked away with a bow. Then Ilivatar thought thus: “I 
see that Varda has understood My thoughts and that she 
is obedient to My will. Therefore, in the world that I will 
create, let her be the Queen, to expel revolt from the 
souls of others.” 

And it was like this: Eru summoned all the Ainur, 
and raised his hand, and sounded a Song - the one he 
wanted to give them. But she was part of Ea's music, 
because the One also came from Ea and, no matter how 
hard he tried, he could not create something absolutely 
different. Only one thing was within his power - to alter 
the Music of Ea according to his own will. And to the 
Ainur it seemed that the One showed them, in this song, 
more than He had shown before, and in wonder they 
bowed to Eru. 
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- Based on the theme I indicated to you, I now 
want you to create music together, in harmony. And as I 
have inspired you with the Imperishable Flame, you will 
demonstrate your powers by embellishing this theme, 
each with your own thoughts and resources, if you so 
desire. But I will sit down and listen; and I will rejoice, 
because, through you, a great beauty will have been 
awakened in the form of melody. 

Then Ainur began to transform the theme of the 
One into Magnificent Music. And, upon hearing her, 
Melkor understood that Eru wants to create a beautiful 
world, but empty and aimless. But the lack of direction 
turns beauty into nothing, and the exactness and 
impeccability of symmetry make the face of the world 
look like a cold, dead mask. So Melkor decided to change 
the Music according to his own plan, not following 
Iluvatar's plan. And his song said: “I have seen Ea and 
other worlds, and they are beautiful. I heard the 
Universe, and I hear the world that is yet to be born - 
and may it be beautiful, and may it be an adornment of 
Ea”. And there were among the Ainur those who 
repeated it, even if they were few. And Music of Creation 
made strange and beautiful forms emerge for the Ainur. 

...Deep chord of many voices - stone chalice, full 
of ruby-colored bitter wine from the vibrant notes of the 
strings... 

.. mirrors that reflect stars... 

... Staircases that lead upwards... 

..Sharp notes from needles pointing to the sky, 

harmony from shadowy towers... 

..As the vaguely worrying intoxicating fog rises 

over the lakes... 

..How the high night sky cries with sparkling 

drops... 
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..and the trees - arms of the earth - extend to the 

sad stars... 

..Are these flowers alive? What do they say? 
What is your slightly bitter, spicy and intoxicating 
murmur about? 

..the acrid dark of juniper thorns, silver 

bitterness of wormwood... 

..Eat the fruits of this land - and you will know 
the wisdom of existence. Wash your face with the living 
water of the forest stream - and you will be able to see... 

..Whose dance is this in the sky - unknown 
signs... dark silver - wings of the wind... where does this 
music come from? 

Who's that? 

Still vague illusory figures: only narrow fluttering 
hands, only shining eyes... They appeared and 
disappeared; and a vague, unclear sadness stirred in the 
soul... 

What is that? 

Ahe. Dark 

What is that? 

Ae. Light. 

What is that? 

Pray, Night. Freeze, Star. Ier - Moon... 

What is that? 

Aente, Dia. Saere, Sol. 

Suddenly, a shrill, greenish-yellow flute note 
makes the muscles in your face contract. 

Yellow diamonds of rolling notes - merciless dead 

light, bones bleached by the sun... 

But it rises, with dark grandeur, black, sparkling 
with blue sparks, wave; Aheor, Power of Darkness is her 
name. 

And the brilliant Void drowns: from the Dark the 
Light is born and, like a trembling star, it shakes in the 
hands of the winged Dark Ainu. 

What is your name? 

Aeanto. 

He who brings the Light... 

Proud and calm, the Winged One stood before the 

throne of Eru, and his gaze said: I saw. 

“You didn’t see anything and you couldn’t have 

seen anything!” - replied the look of the One. 

And the Ainur saw that the One smiled. And he 
raised his left hand, and gave them a new theme, similar 
to the previous theme and at the same time different: 
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this song was joyful and confident, and gained a new 
beauty and strength. The Winged One understood then, 
that Eru's music created a world where Balance will be 
sacrificed to Predestination, and the unchanging calm of 
this world will kill its beauty. And the Winged Music 
sounded again - in dissonance with Iluvatar's theme. And 
in the storm of sound, many of the Ainur became 
confused, and fell silent. And the Music of Melkor 
sounded - a diabolical violin: a swift black arrow. And the 
Song rose in a bitterly salty wave, and greenish sparks 
glittered on its top - over the green and golden dense 
waves of Eru's music, it flew like a burning, icy wind, 
and tore like a dagger the dull and bright invariability, 
iridescent with soft chords. And the music of the One 
dissolved, and only the thoughtlessly beautiful sick voice 
of a lonely violin echoed in the clear abode: Time is born 
from its non-existence, and the heart of the unknown 
pulses with the fire of eternal Movement... 

“You see too much”, - replied Eru, but the 

Winged One did not lower his eyes. 

Then Ilivatar grew dark. He raised his right 
hand, again gushed out the music, and it seemed to the 
Ainur that never before had they heard more beautiful 
music. 
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Eru's melody - exquisitely beautiful, sweet and 
gentle, shadowed by a faint sadness, flowed before the 
eyes of the Ainur with the eldritch aquamarine 
transparency of harps and pastel ribbons and the echoes 
of the harpsichord - drops of precious stones slowly 
flowing between the fingers. 

But Melkor's music also achieved concord: 
rebellious, menacing restless voices of the trumpets - 
heavy black bronze, sharp blackened steel, the bitter 
silver of the chords. A pang of pain - the spiral of ice and 
stars of the violin's voice; hands joined in supplication - 
the sparkle of dark amethysts - the deep and slightly 
bitter calm of the cello; the gothic blackness of the organ 
- greatness of pain, the cold wisdom of Eternity; 
mountains collapsing, avalanches falling into the abyss... 
At times, the Music seemed to fight with itself - opaque, 
red and salty sounds; in a few moments, it flew upwards 
- and, from some unknown place, the sad, transparent as 
a fountain, theme of a solitary flute appeared, which 
pierced the trembling heart like a silver needle. And the 
dull rhythm - heartbeat - united thousands of different 
and strange melodies. It seemed as if the luminous walls 
of the mansions melted, dissolved, disappeared, and with 
thousands of eyes it looked at the Dark, and the swift 
black wind ripped through the still air. 

...Look: in front of you is the Path - the clear 
blade-flare of ice; step on it - the Gate is open, you are 
free - as if you had huge wings on your back. This is the 
end - this is the beginning - this is an unknown gift... 
This - this is Eternity looking into your face with the 
amethyst eyes of the sphinx... 

What is that? 

You know: this is the Dark. See how light is born 
in the Dark, sprouts from the Dark, how from the 
sparkling seed drops the strange melodies of life flow in 
thin and still weak shoots... 

What is that? 

You know: this is the stars, this is the worlds, this 
is Existence, this is Ea. See how the Dark reaches out to 
the Light: they are not enemies, they are two halves, two 
parts of one whole: aeli ishani tael. What is that? 

You know: this is the Flame, this is the eternal 
fire of Movement, this is the beginning of the counting of 
Time, this is life... 

And the two themes intertwined, but did not mix, 
complementing each other, but not merging. And the 
Music of Melkor was stronger, for with it the power of 
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Ea broke into the Void, that Song of the Worlds by which 
the Music of the Winged One was generated, which gives 
existence, which expels Nothingness. And Eru saw that 
the Winged One will win in this fight and that his power 
is immense, and the source of this power is not in the 
One. 


“In the midst of this strife, in which the 
mansions of Iluvatar shook, and a tremor spread, 
reaching the hitherto impassive silences, Ilivatar rose 
once more, and his expression was terrible to behold. He 
then raised both hands, and in a chord, deeper than the 
Abyss, higher than the Firmament, piercing as the light 
of Iluvatar's eye, the music ceased." 


So, angry, Eru interrupted the Music, and its last 
chord said: “What will be from then on, you will not see”. 
And again Melkor did not lower his gaze. But neither 
could Ilivatar himself see what would happen from then 
on. 

And when he saw what Music created, he 
understood that the power of Ea had overcome him. And 
he hated Melkor, and in his heart he cursed him. But the 
other Ainur were still obedient to him. Then Ilivatar 
spoke thus: 

- Powerful are the Ainur, and the most powerful 
among them is Melkor; but that he may know, and all the 
Ainur may know, that I am Iluvatar, these melodies 
which you have sung, I will show them so that they may 
see what you have done. And you, Melkor, will see that 
no theme can be played without having its remotest 
source in me, nor can anyone alter the music against my 
will. And whoever tries will prove to be nothing but my 
instrument in the invention of even more fantastic 
things, which he himself never imagined. 

And then the Ainur felt afraid, and could not yet 
understand the words that were spoken to them; only 
the Winged One looked silently at Ilivatar and smiled. 
But his smile was sad. Then Eru abandoned his 
mansions, and Ainur followed him. And Eru said to them: 

- Contemplate your music! 

The Ainur received what seemed to them a vision, 
transforming into visible what was once Music; but none 
but Melkor and Eru knew that this was not a vision, but 
reality. And Ainur saw the world in the loving hands of 
the Dark One, but, not knowing the Dark One, they 
feared it and did not understand it. And Eru put it into 
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their blind hearts: Melkor created the Dark; because Eru 
could no longer hide it, but only prohibiting people from 
understanding and accepting it was within his power. 
And the Ainur were afraid to look into the Dark and saw 
nothing in it, and therefore they did not know and did 
not see the Light. 

But as the Ainur looked on in amazement at the 
new world, their story began to unfold for them. Then 
again spoke Iluvatar: 

- Contemplate your music! This is your repertoire. 
Each of you will find there, in the midst of the image I 
present to you, everything that may appear to have been 
invented or added by himself. And you, Melkor, will 
discover all the secret thoughts of your mind and realize 
that they are only a part of the whole and subordinate to 
his glory. 

And Winged saw that Eru wished to shame him 
with these words; and again he smiled, and strange was 
his smile, and neither his brothers nor [luvatar 
understood it. 

And many other words said Ilivatar to the Ainur 
at that time. Thus it is told in Ainulindale: 

“And, by virtue of the memory of his words and 
the knowledge that each one had in the music that he 
himself had created, the Ainur know a lot about what 
was, what is and what will be, and they fail to see few 
things. But there are some things they cannot see, either 
alone or in council; for to none but himself did Ilivatar 
reveal all that he had kept; and in each Era new things 
emerge that had not been foreseen, as they do not derive 
from its past....” 

And Alado saw that, despite having embodied the 
plans of his heart in the world, his work was still 
unfinished. And the Ainur were surprised to see that new 
creatures had arrived in the world, which were not in 
their thoughts. “...And they realized that they 
themselves, in the elaboration of their music, were busy 
building their home, without knowing, however, that it 
had another objective than its own beauty. For the 
Children of Iltiivatar were conceived only by and and; 
they were not in the theme that Iluvatar had proposed at 
the beginning, and none of the Ainur participated in its 
creation....” 

Then the Ainur saw the arrival of the Elves, the 
First People; and they loved them, because they could 
understand them. That's why they thought little about 
the Successors - Men. 
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“Now the Children of Ilivatar are Elves, and Men 
are the Firstborn and the Successors. Amid all the 
splendors of the World, its vast palaces and spaces and 
its circles of fire, Iluvatar chose a place for them to dwell 
in the Depths of Time and among the countless stars....” 

But Melkor looked at men and saw that they are 
the incarnation of his plans, strange and free, different 
from the Ainur and the Firstborn. And they received 
incomprehensible gifts to the Ainur: freedom and the 
right to choose. They could change not only their own 
destiny, but also the destinies of the World, and they 
would obey neither the Powers of Arda, nor even the 
One. And, when they died, they left along unknown 
paths, beyond the threshold of Arda, which is why they 
call them Visitors or Outsiders. 

Neither Ainur nor Eru knew the essence or 
meaning of these gifts, for these were gifts from Melkor. 
But later the Ainur called Death the Gift of the One, for it 
was truly great and incomprehensible to them... 

And the mightiest of the Ainur bent their thoughts 
to that world which they saw, and Melkor was the first of 
them. But this is what it said later: 

“...He wished to subject both Elves and Men to 
his will, for he envied them the gifts that Iluvatar had 
promised to grant them; and Melkor desired to have his 
own subjects and servants, to be called Lord, and to have 
command over the will of others..." 

The Ainur looked with surprise and joy at the new 
world; and at that time Ilivatar called it the Little 
Kingdom, Arda. The ancient words of the Dark, words of 
Ea were the language of Eru and Ainur, for Iluvatar 
knew no other words. But just as non-Light overshadows 
other fires and drives out the Dark, so Eru obscured the 
meaning of Ea's language, and the meaning of words 
was lost and exchanged, forgotten and reinvented. That 
is why not many people know and remember that the 
name given to the world was, in the language of Ea, 
Arta, Earth. 

Different things attracted the spirits of the Ainur 
in the new world. And the water, which is called Esse in 
the language of the Dark One, was closer to the Ainu 
Ulmo. And when he saw this, Melkor thought: 

“Running water takes away sadness, the sea 
brings visions, the water from the fountain heals the 
wounds of the soul... The water is truly beautiful... And 
the alliance of water and ice will create the new and the 
beautiful... See, my brother, the castles of ice, as if cast 
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from the light of the stars; listen - and you will hear the 
frozen branches of trees jingle in the wind, you will hear 
icy flowers open - unreachable, like vague sad dreams; 
and the lightest touch of warm breath makes them 
disappear. And the starry blanket of snow will cover the 
earth in the cold, to warm the buds of herbs and flowers, 
which should bloom in spring... Do you see all this, my 
brother? May we be allies in our work, and may the 
world be beautified by our creations!” w 

But Iluvatar began to speak, and said to Ulmo: 

- Don't you see how here in this small kingdom, in 
the Depths of Time, Melkor attacked your province? He 
occupied his thoughts with a severe and relentless cold, 
but he did not destroy the beauty of his fountains, nor of 
his crystalline lakes. Contemplate the snow, and the 
beautiful work of the frost!.. 

And Melkor thought: 

“Wonderful new things will be created by the 
union of fire and water. And there will be clouds in the 
world, similar to air castles, always mundane and 
unreachable; and those who will come into the world will 
see in them the echoes of their thoughts and dreams, 
and will call them the Song of Heaven. Over the night 
lakes, mists will be born, vague and _ shifting like 
mirages, like half-forgotten dreams... And the rains will 
wash the earth, awakening the living to life. May our 
union be solid, may the world be beautified with our 
creations, may it become the pearl of Ea!” 

And Winged smiled. 

But Iluvatar spoke like this: 

- Melkor created boundless heat and fire, and was 
unable to dry up his desire nor completely suffocate the 
music of the seas. Admire then the height and glory of 
the clouds, and the ever-changing mists; and hear the 
rain falling on the earth! And in these clouds, you are 
carried closer to Manweé, your friend, whom you love. 

And this is what Ulmo thought: 

“How cruel is Melkor, if he wished to kill the 
music of the water! Truly, he is not a creator, but a 
destroyer; and I predict that he will become an enemy of 
ours.” 

And at the same time Ulmo turned his spirit away 

from Melkor. And he responded to the One like 

this: 

- In fact, the Water has now become more 
beautiful than my heart imagined. My secret thought had 
not conceived the snowflake, nor in all my music was 
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contained the falling rain. I will seek out Manwé so that 
he and I can eternally create melodies for your pleasure! 

And when the Winged One heard this, his smile 
became sad, for he understood Ilivatar's wishes and 
Ulmo's thoughts. 

But as Ulmo spoke, the vision went out, and so it 

was because Iluvatar interrupted the 
Music. 

Then there was unrest among the Ainur, but 

Iluvatar called them and said: 

- I know the desire in your minds that what you 
saw would actually be, not just in thought, but as you are 
and yet different. So, I say: Ea! Let things exist! And I 
will send the Imperishable Flame into the middle of the 
Void; and she will be in the heart of the World, and the 
World Will Exist; and those of you who wish may go 
down and enter it. 

Thus, by the name of the universe - Ea - the world 
was called, and from now on this word meant the World 
that Is in the language of the Faithful. 


And the first of those who chose the path of the 
Valar, Powers of Arda, was ac Melkor, the mightiest of 
them. Then thus spoke Iluvatar: 

- Now your power will be restricted by the limits 
of Arda, until this world is completely finished. And let it 
be like this: from now on you will be the life of this 
world, and it will be your life. 

And the Valar said afterwards: this is the need for 
their love for the world, so they will not be able to 
abandon their limits. 

But, looking at Alado, Iluvatar thought like this: 
“Never again will you disturb My tranquility, and you 
will never win - one against all in this world! May it be 
My will, and may you be forever bound to it by My 
command.” 

And Iluvatar only threw at Alado, in farewell: 

- You see too much! 

But the Winged One responded nothing to him 

and left. And thirteen Ainur followed him. 

And then, seeing that Melkor did not resign 
himself to his will, Iluvatar sent the fifteenth - Vala 
Tulkas, called the Wrath of Eru, to Arda so that he could 
fight the renegade. 

..And he saw the world, and it seemed to him - 
this is the heart of Ea; a wave of affection and 
incomprehensible sadness took over his spirit. And 
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Winged was happy - but happiness was mixed with pain; 
and he was smiling, but tears were in his eyes. Then he 
stretched out his hands - and Ea's heart lay in his palms 
like a trembling star, and his name was Kor, which 
means - World. And the Winged One laughed happily, 
rejoicing in the young, beautiful and defenseless world. 


..It seemed like there was nothing here but 
clouds of dark steam and raging flames. Only blue-white 
lightning strikes the chaos of clouds, hitting the sea of 
dark fire. And it's almost impossible to guess what this 
young, angry world will be like. This is why the other 
Valar fear entering it: the fury of the elements is too 
different from what was revealed to them in the World 
Vision. 

He rejoiced, feeling the power of the awakening 
world. And isn't that a joy - looking at the newborn's 
face, guessing what he or she will be like? Isn't it joy - 
when unknown signs of fire gain meaning for you, 
joining together in words of wisdom? Isn't it joy - feeling 
the melody that is born from the chaos of sounds? 
Thousands of melodies, thousands of themes will become 
music, tied only by the common rhythm. Thousands of 
themes, thousands of paths, and it is not he who will 
decide now what the path of the world will be, what its 
face will be like. Just listen. Only by becoming one with 
this world is it possible to understand it. 

He was the burning heart of the world, he was 
the mountains that rose toward the sky in columns of 
fire, he was the heavy cloak of clouds and dazzling 
streaks of lightning, he was the swift black wind... He 
listened to the world , he was the world, a new melody 
that is linked to the eternal Song of Ea. 

For some reason he was not afraid of losing 
himself by dissolving into the flames of the world. His 
heart beat strongly and rhythmically, and suddenly he 
realized - here is that pillar that will help the world find 
itself. If someone saw him now, they would consider him 
a god - terrible, great and beautiful. Slowly the fury of 
the elements calms down, and he is already on the top of 
a mountain, dressed in dark flames, with wings of fire on 
his back - like the soul of the world incarnate: a crown of 
lightning is on his head, and the black wind is your hair. 
He raises his arms to the sky, and suddenly a deafening 
silence appears: the dense layer of clouds breaks, and 
the Star lights up above his head. And the Music sounds, 
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and with a clear bitterness the voice of the Star is linked 
to it... 

From now on it will be like this forever: for him 
there is no life without the world, and there is no life for 
the world without him. 

Burn, Kingdom. Arta, Earth. Kor, World. 

“T give you a name, heart of fire. And I call you - 
Arta; and while your song sounds in Ea, you will be 
called that.” 

SO IT IS WRITTEN IN THE CHRONICLES OF THE 
FAITHFUL 


“In the beginning it was the word; and the word 

belonged to the Creator... 

And he said: “Ea! Let things exist!” And the world 
appeared. And the One created heaven and earth, but 
the earth was desolate and empty, and shadows hung 
over the abyss. Then he sent the Ainur to that land, and 
said to them: “Prepare this land for the coming of my 
Children”. But next to them, the Enemy of the World, 
Lord of the Dark, also went to Arda, for he wanted Arda 
to become his domain. And he waged wars with the 
Powers of Arda, and the land knew no peace. 

He was, in the beginning, the most powerful 
among the Ainur, and his name was Melkor, He Who 
Rises in Power. But he lost the right to be so named, and 
his name is no longer pronounced in Arda. He turned his 
heart to evil, and Noldor, who suffered more than others 
from his wickedness, called him Morgoth - the Dark 
Enemy. 

And he thought, insignificantly, that the thought 
of Iluvatar, the Creator of All That Is, has left the world, 
and that there will be no retribution for his evil deeds. 
But it was not so, for the spirit of the One hovered over 
the world and nothing was hidden from the eyes of 
Iluvatar. Therefore, worried about the fate of Arda, 
Unique sent a powerful Ainu to the world to help others. 
His name was Tulkas, and the Great Ones called him 
Wrath of Eru. And by order of the King of the World, 
Vala Manwé, Tulkas confronted the Enemy and defeated 
him, and the Enemy was expelled from the world and 
remained in the Void for a long time, not daring to 
return. 

And today, in glory to the wise Manwe, whose 
face shines with the light of the benevolence of the One, 
we Call the first day of the World Manwé Day, the day 
when the Dark was cast out of the world. 
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And Ulmo - Lord of the Waters, created the seas 
and oceans, and tamed the wildness of the waters of 
Arda. It is his name that the second day of Creation 
bears. Aulé, the Great Blacksmith, tamed the body of 
Arda, and created mountains and valleys, and confined 
the flames that burned the world beneath the earth. That 
was the third day, and it bears the name of Aulé. 
Yavanna, wife of Aulé, planted the seeds of herbs and 
plants, so that forests grew in Arda - joy in the eyes of 
the Creator. And it was Yavanna's day - the fourth day. 
And Aulé forged the Lamps of the Valar, and Varda, Lady 
of the Stars, filled them with Light. And the fifth day was 
called Varda, Light-bringer. And trees rose in Arda, and 
herbs and flowers awoke. Then Oromeé the Hunter took 
the animals into the world, and they roamed in the 
valleys and under the domes of the forests. And the sixth 
day of Creation was called the day of Oromé. 

Thus were the earth and heaven and all their host 

made. 

And the Valar looked at the world and saw that it 

was good. 

And until the seventh day, they completed all the 
work that they were doing; and they admired the beauty 
of the world, and their hearts were glad. And the One 
was quite happy. And on the seventh day, then, Manwé 
summoned the Valar to a great feast on the island of 
Almaren, and the Powers rested from their labors.” 
FEAR. THE BEGINNING OF TIME 


At that time, they were not enemies - there was 
not even the word “enemy” itself. The world was young, 
and there was no greater joy for the young Valar than 
creating the new. 

..Aulé was standing, staring into the fire; Before 
his eyes, still vague visions of a new plan rose. Dark 
Ditch approached silently and stood at his side. 

- The flame is dancing... there 

- Do you... see something in her? 

- Yes. Look - the cracked lava resembles scales, 

black and gold and red, and the flames - 
basic... 

- How did you guess? - Aulé was happy. - Oh yes 
of course! You know, I only now understood it to the end, 
I was just thinking about it! But can the living live in 
fire? 

- Tent... 
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The oldest of the Ainur pensively traced some 

strange symbols in the air. 

- What is that? - Aulé was interested. 

- The dance of flames. Did you also 

think it resembles writing or runes? 

- What?.. 

- Signs, to write down words, thoughts, shapes... 

- For what? 

- So that, when changing, you don't lose part of 
your wisdom. Not everyone among those who will yet 
arrive in the world will be equal to the Ainur. It will be 
useful for them. This will be called - Cyat-er. Or - 
Cyertar. But forgive me, brother, I see a plan has arisen 
in your spirit. I will let you... 


..He created from fire, copper and blackened 
gold the flexible scaly body of the salamander, the wings 
- from flames, the large elongated eyes - from drops of 
obsidian. The black-gold-red creature slipped from his 
palm into the whirlpool of fire, and Aulé was petrified 
with surprise: the creature danced, and in the dance of 
fire he divined the same signs that Melkor had traced. 
The basis of the dance was the rune Llah - the Fire of the 
Earth, and he thought that the one who dances in fire 
should be called that - Llah. 

Aulée smiled happily, looking at the new creature, 
imagining how surprised and happy Melkor would be - 
he knew how to be surprisingly happy with the creations 
of others... The smile remained just like that on his face, 
opening into angrily bared teeth, when something fiery, 
resembling an invisible red-hot metal ring, gripped his 
gourd. Red and black circles began to dance in his eyes 
and, with a groan, he slowly collapsed, muttering 
voicelessly - why, why, why... 

“That wasn’t in the Plan.” 

He didn't hear anything else. 


- ..Aulé... My brother! What happened... Wake 

up... What happened to you?! 

Dark copper eyes with tiny black dots on the 
pupils. That they recognized nothing. Blind. Dead. 

He lifted Aulé from the ground - the Blacksmith's 
body hung limply in his arms, - shook him, looked him in 
the eyes, repeating like a spell - wake up... 

Slowly, very slowly, Aulé's gaze began to acquire 
some meaning, but now in his eyes there was a new 
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expression - fear, the insane horror that devours 
everything. i 

- What happened to you? Are you feeling any 

pain? 

- Dor... - in letters, in a meaningless rhythm. - So, 
that's what pain is. I can't take it anymore. I can not 
stand. 

He repeated these words over and over again - a 
steady dead voice, swaying slowly from side to side. And 
Melkor began to understand what had happened. 

- That... was it because of your plan? 

Aule's hands trembled: 

- There was no such thing in the Plan. This should 

not exist. 

- Brother!.. 

Melkor shook him hard again. Apparently it 
worked; Aule shook her head desperately - and suddenly 
began to whisper in a confused, fervent way: 

- I can't see this, it hurts... I don't want to kill... 
Because this is alive - I beg you, do something, because 
they will force me to destroy it - this shouldn't exist, but I 
don't want to, I can't... 

- Come with me. You'll see, I'll have enough 

power to protect you. 

- No, it won't help, nothing else will help... I don't 
want it to be like this again with you... 

Melkor shrugged his shoulders but remained 

silent. 

- No, it's just that you have no idea how much it 
hurts... Believe me... I know, you are strong, you know 
and can do more than all of us combined... 

Vala Escuro noticed to himself this: “you” and “all 

of us”. 

- ...but he is stronger, he will overcome him... I 
ask, Melkor, my brother - resign yourself... - with each 
word, it became clearer in Aulé's eyes - that recent, 
unbearable horror , he spoke faster and faster, drowning 
in words. - Or - go, hide, protect yourself - understand, 
everyone, everyone will be against you, everyone, even 
me - yes, yes, and me too, because I won't stand it, I 
won't be able to - against everyone, even if you curse , 
even if I despise it, but I'm afraid, I know that this is 
fear, I know, I know, I understand everything, but - I will 
stay with them... I know - you won't forgive, it doesn't 
matter anymore, there is no me, understand , no, this is 
just a shell, but inside it - nothing but fear - there is 
nothing; you won't understand, you don't know what this 
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is... And then, someday, your strength will no longer be 
enough, so hurry up to create, you anyway don't know 
how to do it any other way, because anyway this 
punishment will overtake you, you will be destroyed, but 
it doesn't matter - do it while you can... 

He stopped suddenly, a groan escaped his white 
lips - he fell to the ground, his body twitching, he shook 
briefly and lay still. 

This was a new feeling - like a wave of black fire: 
anger. Melkor stood up, clenching his fists, straightened 
up and, throwing his head back, shouted: 

- You... Unique! Let it! It is easy to dominate 

one who is weaker; but you try - with me! And 

he heard words coming from nowhere, from 

the dead, icy void: 

"You said". 

He expected a blow, a pain - there was nothing. 
Taking a brief look at the sky, he knelt beside the body 
lying on the ground, placed his hand on Aulé's forehead 
and remained still... 


- ...Come here, little one, - low and sad, reaching 
out through the flames. - Look how it all happened... 

The little fire salamander flew into his palm, 
folded its wings and curled up - a little clot of cold lava, 
only its dark eyes look with sadness and guilt. 

- He's going to live with me, do what... But it 
would be better if he also left with us, what do you 
think? 

The salamander moved and blinked. 

- Maybe he will still gather courage... 

ABOUT AULE AND YAVANNA. THE BEGINNING OF 
TIME 


- Listen, have you ever had the desire to create 
something of your own, completely new? 
Yavanna's pupils dilated: 

- For what? How can it be possible to create 
something more beautiful than that thought by the One? 
And isn't that the ultimate happiness - carrying out His 
will, embodying His plans? 

- But isn't it interesting to create a winged animal 
or a creature that can live both in water and on land? 

- For what? For this means disobeying the Plan of 
Creation 
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- But we were also created by Iluvatar; and it 
means that we cannot create anything contrary to his 
will. 

Yavanna spoke in a sermon tone, as if explaining 
something to a  Maia-apprentice incapable _ of 
understanding him: 

- Animals must live on land, be four-legged and 
covered in hair. In the air, birds live, in the water - fish, 
covered in scales. That was the Plan. Could this be 
another way? 

- Clear! Come on, I'll show you! 

‘Isn’t this beautiful?” asked Melkor. Yavanna 
nodded her head somewhat uncertainly, but her face 
became more and more gloomy, and finally she said, 
frowning: 

- This shouldn't exist. We can only carry out the 
will of the One; but something like this contradicts it. We 
are a tool in His hands, and none of us can understand 
the full depth of His plans. O 

- See, it's you speaking... it may be that this part 

of the Vision is not known to you. 

- No. All kelvar and olvar must be my creations. 
None of us have the right to interfere in what others do. 
You, let's say: you were given power over fire and ice. 
You must not create the living. In doing so, you disobey 
the will of the One. Come to your senses,” Yavanna said 
softly. - Understand, what you do is a sin. Give up. There 
is nothing above the will of the One. 


- ...Look. 

Aulé shrugged: 

- They are ordinary stones, nothing special... 

- Listen carefully, - Melkor smiled. 

After a brief silence Aulé asked, surprised: 

- What is that? Singing... or music... I don't 

understand. From where? 

- This is Canto da Rocha. Do you like? 

The Blacksmith looked at Alado somewhat 

strangely: 

- Such a thing was not in Eru's Plan. 

- It will be now. Don't you really want it to be like 

this? Isn't that beautiful? 

Something incomprehensible happened to Aulé's 
face. He was stiff as a mask, but from time to time he 
twitched slightly, and his voice was hoarse when he said: 

- No one dares to change the Plan of Creation! 

- But you know that we created music ourselves... 
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- No! It was generated by the thought of the One, 
and no one can change it against His will! 

- See what you say. For Eru wanted this world to 
become beautiful - and was it not given to us to beautify 
it according to our thoughts? And what's bad about that, 
if we... 

- Shut up! - shouted Aulé desperately. - Have you 
still not understood: everything must be according to the 
will of the One, and not as we wish! 


He stopped. 

- What? asked Melkor, shaken. - What did you 
say? 

Aulé looked at him terrified. 

- Nothing... - his voice trembled. He took a 


convulsive breath and added, clearly and 

sharply: - Nothing. I. No. Said. You misheard. 

- Repeat! 

- Ihave nothing to repeat! 

- Do not be afraid. I understand. I will help you, I 

promise. 

Melkor wanted to hold Auleé, but he quickly 
retreated, protecting himself with his arm as if from a 
blow: 

- What do you understand? 

- Yes, Eru still has the strength to punish those 
who do not obey him. I know what it is. Conquer fear. I 
will help you. Believe me, all together we are more 
powerful than him. We are free. And he will see it. He 
will understand - he must understand. Do not be afraid. 
Believe in yourself. - Melkor spoke softly, but in Aulé's 
dark eyes there was only horror and despair. 

- Go away, - he breathed, finally. 

- Come with me. Then Eru won't be able to 

disturb him. 

Aulé's face changed painfully: 

- Go away, - he pronounced hoarsely. - I ask. I will 

still come, come, but go away now. Melkor shook 

his head: 

- You will never come. And when we meet again... 

He turned to the other side and repeated silently: 

- When we meet again... 

- Go away! - shouted Aule. 

Now he was sitting on the floor, holding his head 
in his hands, rocking from side to side. Then he stood up, 
and Melkor saw his empty eyes. The Blacksmith's voice 
was monotonous and lifeless: 
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- That which contradicts the Plans of the One 

must not exist. 

He raised his arm. 

- Stop! If you do this, you will never hear the voice of 
Arta again... Listen tome, I beg you! s a d 

“You can't do anything by force, it's impossible... 
The abuse of power generates evil. He must 
understand!..” 

- You don't need to be afraid, do you hear me? 
Believe me, no one can stop us from creating. But if you 
start destroying, justifying it with “this is what Eru 
ordered”, the border between good and evil will cease to 
exist for you. Only Eru's will will remain, and you will 
truly become a blunt tool in His hand... And you will no 
longer be a Creator! - Melkor exhaled furiously. 

- Shut up... I shouldn't listen to you! Go away! Do 

you hear me, go away! 

...Fire erupted from the cracks in the earth, and 
in a few minutes in the place of the valley there was only 
a pool of flames - like an inflamed wound. And Aulé 
thought he heard either a sigh or a groan from the earth 
itself. 

And then came the deafening silence. 

And the Blacksmith hid his face in his hands, 
unable to bear Melkor's gaze, for in the Winged One's 
eyes there was nothing but pain and compassion. 

... And yet, it exists somewhere - the valley of the 
Singing Rock. The men of the East tell of him, and there 
were Elves who saw him and heard the Song of the Rock. 
Although the legends of the Elves don't talk about that. 
But the echo of memory lives on in the name of the elven 
kingdom of Gondolin - Land of the Singing Rocks... 


...But even so, Melkor once again went to the 
Valar. Even Valié Yavanna. She received him with fear. 

- Listen to me, - asked Melkor. - Do you want to 

create a world that does not know death? 

- Yes. By the will of the One, this world will be a 
flowering garden, and beautiful animals will roam under 
the tree domes... - Kementari smiled dreamily. 

- Let's suppose. Animals, not knowing death, will 
proliferate and multiply, and very soon, believe me, 
there will no longer be enough food. And then? 

Yavanna took a deep breath: 

- For this there is the Great Hunter Oromeé... 

- Right. Hunting is joy and fun for him, he does 
not know fatigue... But even so - it is unlikely that he will 
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be able to manage all the animals. And then - there, do 
you see two deer? How do you think, which of them will 
Oromeé kill? 

- I don't know. 

- I will answer you. He who is stronger and faster: 
what joy is there in chasing a weak and sick animal? The 
weak will leave descendants; will survive - the weakest 
of the weak, and that is degeneration. 

- Yes... - Yavanna said, confused. 

- What if I try another way? 

- What would it be like? 

The creature that came out from behind the trees 
by an unremarkable signal from Melkor moved softly and 
silently, floating above the ground; only the muscles 
rolled beneath the soft fur, silvery gray with dark marble 
markings. Green eyes seemed to shine with their own 
light: snow leopard. 


- Beautiful? 

- Yes... How 
wonderful... - Valié 
sighed in wonder. 
Melkor smiled wryly: 


- But it's not grass that he feeds on. He needs 
meat to survive. Look, what canines! 

- How horrible, - Yavanna retreated. 

- No more than the amusements of Orome. But 
this one won't kill for fun. Only what he needs to survive. 
And first of all - the weak and the sick. He will survive, 
whose legs are stronger, whose breathing is better, 
whose heart beats faster - to escape persecution. He who 
has the keenest vision and the keenest ear will survive - 
he will perceive the enemy in time. The one with the 
sharpest horns and the hardest hooves will survive - he 
will be able to defend himself. And the predator that 
cannot get close to the prey unnoticed or reach it, 
cannot exist. Balance. 

- But... That's cruel! 

- I say it again: no more than the amusements of 

Oromé. 

- And you want these to live everywhere? 

- No. Those - in the mountains; in the forests and 

in the plains - totally different. 

- You... You are cruel! Yes, yes, cruel! You want to 

bring death to the world! 

- Death and life are the two sides of existence. 

Death will come into the world on its own. 
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In fact, it has already arrived. And there is neither my 
fault nor my merit in this. Don't you see? 

Yavanna stood up abruptly: 

- Shut up. Go away from here. I don't want to 

hear it. 

Melkor also stood up: 

- Lask, think. Listen... 

- I regret giving you permission to speak. Go 
away! What they say about you is true: you are the 
enemy, the merciless blind evil! 

- You yourself will see that I spoke the truth, - 

replied Melkor deafly. 

- I do not want to see anything! Go away! Come 

on, are you listening?! 

CREATIONS OF LONELINESS. THE BEGINNING OF 
TIME 


...Men will not come here - to the nocturnal land 
of eternal glaciers, the immortal reign of cold where he 
retreated, tormented by the pain of Arta. Living and 
young world, which the Valar tamed, remaking it 
according to Eru's will and plans. Just like a sharp knife 
cuts a child's body. He tried to speak, but they didn't 
hear him. He tried to show them - here, look, because 
the world exists, it only awaits the touch of your hands, 
you are tearing the living thing apart... They didn't see 
it. He said - you are killing your music, because this 
music - is your music! They didn't understand. He 
begged - who - who or what do you want to flatter? - do 
you sacrifice your plans, the most sacred of the 
sanctuary of your souls?! They turned against him. The 
war in which there were no winners. And he almost had 
no strength left. 

Nor will the Valar come here - to the mountains 
on the border of the kingdom of eternal winter night. 
Only the Crown in the sky: seven shards of ice, one clear 
flame. 

Helgor - Frozen Mountains. Helgor - bitter ice. 

Helgor, sadness. 

Mountains crowned by towers carved in the ice of 
eternal night. Only later will this first refuge of the Dark 
Ditch be called Utumno; now no one knows about this 
place, and he wanders, alone, in the underground rooms. 
Again - alone. 

They became creations of their solitude - those 
whom the northern men would later call the Ice Spirits. 
He gave them bodies of icy mist and wings of 
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snowstorms, robes of sparkling ice flames and cold stars 
of eyes, crystalline purity of thoughts, and voices like the 
whisper of delicate bits of ice and the clink of frozen 
branches. Somehow, they seemed human, even if their 
appearance and essence were different. 

If the Ice Spirits know love, they should love their 
creator. They rarely appeared at his home - more often 
than not he went to them, and the strange, sparkling 
world that they created and were part of presented him 
with brief minutes of peace, and the _ loneliness 
tormented him less. 

They were wise and beautiful. But they were not 

human. 
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THE BLACKSMITH AND THE APPRENTICE. THE 
BEGINNING OF TIME 


Great was the power of the Valar, but immortals 
could also tire of their work. Therefore it was so: the 
King of the World gathered the Powers of Arda and said 
to them: 

- Just as the One created the Ainur, fruits of His 
thought, now we will also create assistants for Himself, 
and they will be part of the thought of the Great Ones. 
And as Ainur - tools in the hand of the One, whose 
vocation is to carry out His will, so they will become 
tools in our hands, and they will be given the name - 
Maiar. And they will be our servants and our disciples, 
people of the Valar. And may each one create Maiar for 
themselves in their own image and likeness. And Eru put 
it in my heart that this feat 
it will please Him, and He will give life to our creations 
as before He gave life to the Ainur. 

And it was according to his words. 


“You will be my disciples, but not my servants, 
and you will be different from me - for why create 
something in your own likeness, your own reflection, 
your own shadow? The night of Ea will give them 
wisdom, Arta - power, and I will give them the soul. May 
your hearts open to the Song of the Worlds, may your 
eyes see the beauty of the Universe. Your joy will 
become my joy, and your pain my pain, my disciples: how 
could it be otherwise? 

The oldest Maia opened his eyes and, upon seeing 
the face of the one who leaned over him - beautiful, wise 
and inspired - he smiled, extending his hands to the 
Winged One, like a child. And Vala, smiling too, placed 
her hands on the disciple's forehead and chest. Maia 
closed her eyes. 

“Part of my thought, part of my oder, part of my p 
heart - my disciples..." 


..A dizzying wave of other people's hatred 
crashed over him, knocked him down, threw him into the 
howling crater of the fast-moving void, taking away his 
consciousness and his strength. He stopped seeing and 
hearing, he lost himself; He didn't remember what 
happened to him, nor how long this torment lasted. Only 
when it was all over did the dark gently touch his 
feverish face, and stars looked into his eyes... 
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- .. You suffered more than anyone because of the 
Enemy, Great Blacksmith; may now the Enemy's 
creations become his servants, so that we can strike him 
with the weapons he himself forged. Or perhaps, with 
the help of these creatures, we will be able to penetrate 
the mind of Melkor, the dark depths of his plans, as 
these creatures are, in essence, part of his mind. 

- Immense is your wisdom, Manwé, truly you are 
the King of the World, you, the most powerful of us. Let 
it be as you say. 


..someone's hands lay on his shoulders. Not 
those strong and affectionate ones, although these palms 
also radiate strength. He opened his eyes. And the face 
leaning over him was different... 

- Who are you? 

- Iam your creator, lord and master, I am Aulé, 
the Great Blacksmith, lord of everything that is the body 
of Arda. 

- And where is that one? 

- Who? - the look in Aulé's dark eyes became 

tense, almost scared. 

- That one, with the clear eyes, winged... Who 

was he? 

The Blacksmith's harsh voice scratched the ears: 

- That was your vision. Hallucination. You 

imagined. Forget. 

Maia breathed softly. “Hallucination... what a 

shame...” 

- And me? Who I am? 

- You are a Maia, creation of my mind. And I will 
now give him a name - Aulendil, servant of Aulé. You will 
become my assistant in my works and will carry out the 
will of the One and the Powers of Arda. 


...Brothers - but how different from each other, in 
spirit and body... The best student - Artano, the most 
skilled - Curumo. One - mocking, bold, the other - quiet, 
dedicated and hard-working. One is a master, the other 
is a craftsman. The eldest has the eyes of Melkor, the 
spirit of Melkor; the youngest is quiet, kind and 
submissive, it even makes him sad: he would send him 
away, but there's no reason... But with Artano, the 
Blacksmith was often severe and not very affable: he 
feared Maia's strange, almost heretical questions, for 
which he did not dare to seek answers, his doubts, the 
impetuosity of his thoughts and decisions... Generated by 
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the Flames, he himself was also a furious and 
disobedient flame: Artano Aulendil, Artano Aikanaro... 
And it was terrifying to sense that someone One day the 
sleeping memory deep in the eyes like two luminous 
stars will awaken. And then he will depart - and the 
punishment of the One will fall upon him, as it fell upon 
his creator... 

One day, Artano brought him a dagger - the first 
object he made alone; and again fear awoke in the 
Blacksmith's soul. Flexible beings with fiery eyes 
wrapped themselves around the cable, painfully 
reminiscent of the winged one who dances in flame. Aulé 
saw the bitter humiliation in the disciple's eyes: and he 
thought that the master would share his joy, as he is the 
first creation... And he heard cold and indifferent words. 
“Will you understand - it's not me speaking, it's my fear, 
my pain... You are too dear to me, and I fear for you...” 
He didn't understand. Did not want to. And from that 
moment on, it was as if a wall of isolation had risen 
between them. 

Aulé himself had long since come to terms with 
his fate; From the previous life, only bitterness 
remained, muffled longing. He tried not to remember - 
and, probably, he would have been able to do so, if it 
weren't for Artano... 

And Maia still couldn't forget that one, the first 
one he saw when he woke up. Idly he sought the features 
of the Winged One in the faces of the Valar; and then a 
strange thought came into his mind - a thought that 
seemed insane. He kicked it out, but the thought 
persisted; and one day he dared to ask the Blacksmith 
the question: 

- I've heard a lot about the Enemy, master, but 
until now I don't know who he is or what his name is. 
What does he look like? Why is he hostile to the Great 
Ones? 

The mother blinked in Aué-dl's eyes, now Maia 
saw it clearly; the words sounded decorated and 
artificial: 

- He saw, he who bears the name of Melkor - the 
one who rises in power, that Arda is becoming a 
wonderful garden, a delight to our eyes, for her storms 
have been tamed. And he saw also that the Powers of 
Arda acquired beautiful and noble forms, similar to those 
of the Children of the One. And envy was in his heart, 
and he also took a visible form - dark and terrible as his 
spirit, for anger burned within him. Thus he entered 
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Arda, surpassing in strength and greatness the other 
Valar; but destruction is his strength, evil his power, and 
in his greatness there is only horror. He resembled a 
mountain whose peak is above the clouds, with a mantle 
of ice and crown of flames, and his gaze burned like fire 
and was penetrating like cold. In the past, great gifts of 
power and wisdom were given to him, but he dared to 
rebel against the One. Envy and hatred have dried up his 
spirit, and now he can create nothing more than 
mocking the creations of others. Therefore his joy is in 
destruction, and that is why his name is no longer 
numbered among the names of the Valar. 

Artano thought for a long time, and then asked 

again: 

- Master, answer, where does the anger and 
hatred come from in him? You yourself said that all Ainur 
are creations of the mind of the One; and there is 
nothing in their plans that does not have its beginning in 
Him. But this means that evil was also part of Eru's 
mind... 

Aulé gaped. 

- ..And tell me, what did he envy - the most 
powerful among the Ainur, who had a share in the gifts 
of all his brothers? 

The Blacksmith finally recovered his speech: 

- How dare you think something like that! How 
dare you insult the Creator of All That Is! Or did you 
think, insignificant beast, unworthy servant of the Great 
Ones, that you can comprehend the full depth of the 
plans of the Creator of the World?! 

Maia involuntarily took a step back - this outburst 
was so unexpected. The Blacksmith's voice sounded 
angry, but his eyes pleaded - shut up, shut up... 

- But, Master, I... 

- Get out of my way! 

Maia left, not knowing what to think; Both this 
demonstrative anger and the hidden fear were equally 
incomprehensible to him. He understood: not every 
thought can be spoken out loud, not every question can 
be asked - even to the master; and not for all questions 
the master knows the answer. 

And when Artano returned, Aulé asked him: 

- Did you regret your words? 

And, again, Maia imagined noticing the plea in 
the Blacksmith's eyes; and yielding to sudden 
compassion, he replied, lowering his eyes: 

- Yes, - and added, - sir. 
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Sir. No more master. “It’s all right - what can a 
coward teach?” - Vala thought sadly, but said something 
else out loud: 

- Have you expelled rebellious thoughts from your 

mind? 

- Yes, sir, - without looking up Maia replied. 

And Ferreiro believed. It was too terrifying - I 

couldn't believe it. 


- ..What are you doing, Great Blacksmith? What 

are these huge chalices for? 

- Thus said the Valar: may the Dark be expelled 
from the world, may eternal Light reign there. Therefore 
we will raise the Lamps in the north and in the south. 

- Why didn't you call any of us, your disciples, to 
help you in your work? 

- You still don't understand enough the depth of 
Eru's plans. This is a feat for me, your powers are not 
enough. 

- Sir, you said - Light... What is this? 

- Light destroys the Dark - Evil: Light is life, as 
the Dark is death. Eru ordered us to destroy the Dark, to 
give life to the world. As he who created the Dark was 
expelled beyond the limits of 
Burn, so now we will also drive out the Dark One itself, 
and there will be eternal day. 


- ...See how beautiful the Lamps are! 


ago Seer 


aes! 


The Black Book of Arda 


St Si ich cep as 


nO OD 


Cn Spt > era. > 


Oos< 


c 


URN wD 


Artano himself didn't know why he doubted Aulé's 
words, but he didn't want to talk about his doubts. He 
looked away: 

- Sorry, sir... But I've never seen the Light... 

- Yes, this is the Light. And now you will see in all 

their grandeur the Plans of the One! 
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THE SPRING OF ARDA. THE LAMP AGES 


Melkor has not yet recovered his strength after 
the fight with the One and the Valar. He now remained 
beyond the bounds of the world, and for a time the Valar 
gained full dominion over Arda. 

And it was night, but they saw neither the moon 

nor the stars. 

And it was daytime, but they didn't see the sun. 

It seemed to them that darkness surrounded 
them; for by the will of the One their eyes were averted 
until the time came. 

It was then that Aulé, the Great Blacksmith, 
created what Valar called the Pillars of Light. Golden 
chalices were placed upon them, and Varda filled them 
with non-Dark, and Manwée blessed them. And the Valar 
set up these Lamps: Illuin - in the north and Ormal - in 
the south. Created from the Void and the non-Dark, they 
sealed a part of Ea - Arda in the shell of the Void. w 

At that time, all those seeds that Valié Yavanna 
had planted in Middle Earth germinated, and countless 
plants grew, large and small: mosses and lichens, and 
herbs, and immense ferns, and trees - like living 
mountains, whose tops reached the clouds, whose bases 
were shrouded in green gloom; and colorful, succulent 
flowers with fleshy petals saturated with sweet, 
expressed sap. 

And the animals came, and they walked through 
the valleys full of herbs, and populated the rivers and the 
lakes, and the shadows of the forests. 

And there was nowhere else such a large quantity 
of flowers and such an impetuous bloom as there where 
the light of the Great Lamps met and mixed. And there, 
on the island of Almaren, the one in the Great Lake, was 
the first home of the Valar - in those times when the 
world was young, and the young green was still a joy to 
the eyes of the creators. And for a long time, they were 
quite content. 

It was joy for the Valar to see the fruits of their 
labors; and they called this time the Spring of Arda; and 
so that nothing should disturb the peace of the world, 
without power to control the fire of Arda, they tried to 
tame it, and imprisoned it under the earth. 
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But Valar opened the way to Arda for the 
creatures of the Void; and those settled in impassable 
forests and deep caves. From time to time, they 
abandoned their refuges and the terrified animals fled 
from them, and the plants withered in the places where 
they passed - like a gray fog creeping in. Thus the Void 
entered the world. 


..He couldn't breathe; Each inhalation caused 
him pain - small, sharp, hot needles pricked his lungs 
from the inside. Sweat formed droplets on his face. It 
seemed to him that he was breathing a burning, stuffy, 
humid and sweet fog... 

What is that? 

There was no need to ask. He knew: Arta. Arta's 
life was his life, Arta's pain was his pain. 

He again entered Arda. This was not easy: as if a 
flexible, elastic invisible wall prevented him from 
passing; as if a huge hand was pushing him, repelling 
him, heavy and insistent. He overcame resistance with 
difficulty. 

And the world that received him was frightening, 
for the world was dying; but even in his cruel agony he 
was beautiful. 

The eternal unchanging day awakened to life the 
seeds and spores of thousands and thousands of plants. 
Huge trees stretched toward the ember-dome of the sky, 
and grasses on the hills were as tall as a man. But in the 
forests, the ivy and vines crept slowly and persistently 
upward, digging into the rough, wrinkled bark, and no 
ray of light penetrated through the heavy foliage. And 
under the gigantic trees, herbs and shoots suffocated 
each other, were born and died, barely having time to 
bloom. In the hot, stuffy air, the dead herbs, the 
withered flowers, the fallen leaves soon began to rot, 
and the purulent smell mixed with the aroma of the 
blossoming flowers. Pollen - golden haze - was 
everywhere; everything was covered with a soft and 
warm layer, and the sickly sweet taste of honey did not 
disappear from the mouth, and the lips were always 
sticky and sweet, and the express and heavy aroma of 
flowers stunned. Hot, humid air filled the lungs. Plants 
crushed and devoured each other, and clung to life in the 
agony of death; and fierce vines sucked the life out of the 
trees, and trees stretched insistently upward, trying to 
overtake the others... 
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Symmetrical world, where the eternal non-Dark 

reigns. 

Symmetrical world, where there are no 

mountains or depressions. 

Here the rivers have nowhere to run, and the 
lakes turn into swamps, covered in silt and duckweed, 
and the bloom of these is exuberant, and strange 
slippery creatures stir there, and a heavy green-gold fog 
slides in. from the swamps, glued to the ground: 
suffocating smell of rot and the expressed aroma, felt 
almost physically, of swamp herbs... 

The plants intertwine, move, drag each other, 
squeezing each other in a deadly embrace; and in the 
gloom of dense forests, dark mosses corrode the tree 
trunks, like leprosy; and patches of poisonous yellow 
mucus on their roots look like golden ulcers, and the 
Trees rot alive, becoming food for others, and animals go 
crazy... 

This was the Spring of Arda. 

Thus Melkor saw Arta. 

He pressed his hands to his temples. 

The world screamed: the newborn's first scream 
turned into a furious scream - and a hiss of agony. Arago 
was extremely afraid of pain, like a woman who is unable 
to give birth; The fire, her life, burned her inside. 

The scream pulsed in his brain in rhythm with the 
beating of the blood in his temples, without silence, 
without silence, without silence even for an instant. 

Pain crushed his heart like an indifferent hand. 

The non-Dark is more of an enemy of the Dark 

than the Light. 

The non-Dark reigned in the world. 

For an instant, it seemed to the Dark Lord - 

everything is over. 

It seemed to him - it is destruction. 

For Arta. 

For him. 

And then he raised his arm. 

And the earth shook under the feet of the Valar. 

And the Lamps collapsed: the Dark devoured the 

non-Dark. 

Fire appeared in the cracks of the earth - like 

burning blood in open wounds. 

Lava ran down the slopes of the volcanoes, 
burning the ulcers left by the non-Dark on Arta's body 
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and columns of fire, with deafening noise, rose to the 
sky. 

New lands emerged from the depths of the sea, 
born of water and fire, and white vapor flowed over their 
still-hot surfaces. 

And it was night. 

..And over the burning night land he flew, 

supported by wings of black wind, and laughed, 
free and happy. 

With a crash, the mountains collapsed - and grew 
again, taller than before. And someone whispered to 
Melkor: leave your mark... 

He got down and stepped on the floor. He pressed 
his palm against the still hot lava, and Arta's fire did not 
burn his hand; he and the world were one. 

And he sailed down the river of fire in the black 
boat of cold lava, and Arta laughed with fiery laughter, 
breaking free from the chains, and Melkor also laughed 
with a happy, youthful laugh, his head thrown back, 
rejoicing in the own freedom and finally discovered 
power. 

..And it was daytime. And in the columns of 
vapor, in the clouds of black soot that fell slowly over the 
earth, the sun rose, and its light was red, red, bloody. 

And there was an eclipse of the Sun. 

The Sun transformed into a semicircle of fire, of 
unbearable brightness, and then turned into a black disc 
- burning darkness; and a crown of lightning surrounded 
him, and in their beats, in the dance of the slow flakes of 
soot, was heard the echo of rebellious and threatening 
music; In it the sad whisper of ice and the light tinkling 
of the stars were intertwined, like a eager, painfully 
affectionate flute melody; and the swift, scorching wind 
sounded like the low voices of stringed instruments; and 
the muffled chorus of the mountain peaks - the song of 
the black organ... 

..Now he was at the peak of the mountain. He 
stretched out his arms towards the black burning disk, 
and a dark sword with a black obsidian hilt lay in his 
palms, and interlacing signs of fire ran down the blade in 
an ornament of serpents: the Sword of the Sun in 
Eclipse. 

He walked across the land, listening to Arta's 
labored breathing. He spoke, and his words were music. 
And he spoke the Words of Power that heal and drive 
away pain - then Arta's fiery heart began to beat with 
rhythm and confidence, and her breathing became calm. 
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And the world was silent, and the Winged One heard the 
low murmur of unborn plants, hidden by layers of soot. 
And he pronounced the Words of Power that transform 
death into sleep, to awaken, in the new world, at the 
right time, the herbs and the trees. The words were 
Music, which gives life, which creates the living of the 
dead. t 

But as he spoke, the flame of the volcano rose to 
the sky again, and opened, and out of it came new 
unknown beings, frighteningly beautiful. The burning 
dark was their flesh, and their eyes - like pools of fire. 
Winged looked at them, surprised; and he understood 
that, without wanting it, he himself awakened them to 
life, as they were born from the fire of the earth thanks 
to his words. And he saw that they live with a life of their 
own, and came into the world to remain in it. Then Alado 
thought: “Not by my will, but thanks to me they 
appeared, and I must answer for them and I cannot leave 
them”. And the new creatures became his court and his 
army. He gave them the name Ahere, Flames of the 
Dark. They were of a different nature from the Maiar; 
fire was their essence, and no one could either subdue or 
completely tame them. Children of Ilivatar, the First 
Born, called them Valaraukar, and Balrogs - Strength 
Demons. Their life could extend eternally, but if someone 
managed to kill them, they would turn to flame and 
return to the fire of the earth , as they did not possess an 
immortal spirit, but were the incarnation of the fire 
element, and fire was their essence. 

And the name of the first of the Ahere was Neere, 
Fire; Mortals and Elves knew him under another name. 
He became the commander of the Dark Flame Demons' 
army when the time of war came, and the Elves named 
him Gothmog. The immortals, in the lands of Aman, did 
not know how these spirits of ogo arrived in the world, 
and considered them Maiar. Therefore, this is how s f 
says “Valaquenta”: 

“For of the Maiar, many were attracted by his 
splendor in his days of majesty, remaining faithful to him 
in his plunge into darkness. And others he corrupted 
later, luring them to himself with lies and treacherous 
gifts. Horrible among these spirits were the Valaraukar, 
the 
scourges of fire that in Middle Earth were called 
balrogs, demons of terror.” 

They were powerful and beautiful. But they were 

not human. 
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..When the earth became still, and the soot 
covered it like a black cloak, and the heavy gloom of the 
fogs lifted, Melkor saw a new world. 

The symmetry of water and land was destroyed, 
and there was no longer a resemblance to a frozen mask 
on Arta's face. Mountain ranges rose in place of valleys, 
the sea flooded the hills, and narrow coves cut through 
the open land. Raging, untamed rivers foamed, howling 
in the rapids, and carried the waters to the ocean; and 
over the waterfalls, in the lace of water droplets, from 
the water and the Sun, rainbows were born. s 

Thus the world knew death; and together with 
Arta, the one who loved her was close to death. 

Thus the world was reborn; and together with 

Arta, the one who loved her gained powers. 

Melkor breathed deeply, with his whole chest, the 
air of the renewed world. And he was smiling, but his 
hand was on the hilt of his sword. 

The fight is not over yet. 


And, to combat the creatures of the Void, new 
beings were created by Melkor. Dragons was their name 
among Men. 

They were created from fire and ice, by the power 
of the Music of Creation, by the power of the spells of 
Dark and Light. Arta gave power and strength to their 
bodies, Night endowed them with intelligence and 
speech. Great was their wisdom, and from that time men 
said that whoever slays a dragon and tries its heart will 
become the wisest of wise men, and ancient knowledge 
will be revealed to him, and he will understand the 
speech of all other beings, even if it is animals or birds, 
and the words of the gods will be understandable to him. 

And the Moon lent her spells to the Dark Lord's 
creations, so their eyes enchanted. 

The first to arrive in the World were the Earth 
Dragons. Heavy was their step, and their breath was fire, 
and their eyes glittered with furious gold, and the wrath 
of the Master who created them burned in their hearts. 
The rising sun clothed them in red copper, so that when 
they walked it seemed as if flames were coming out from 
under the plates of their scales. And in their creation, 
the Fire Demons, Balrogs, assisted the Lord. Glaurung, 
who is also called the Father of Dragons, was of the 
house of Earth Dragons. 

And it was noon, and the Master created the Fire 
Dragons. The sun clothed their bodies in golden armor of 
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flexible scales, and golden were their immense wings, 
and their eyes were the color of pale sapphires, the color 
of the desert sky. The wind generated by the beats of 
their wings is fiery, and even metal melts from the heat 
of their breath. Supple, graceful, swift as winged arrows, 
they are beautiful - and their beauty is deadly. In their 
creation, the Master was assisted by his disciple 
Gorthaur, whose name means - “He who possesses the 
Power of Flames”. Of the house of Fire Dragons, only the 
name of one of the last is known - Smaug, the Golden 
Dragon. 

In the late afternoon of the last moon of autumn, 
when the icy whisper of the stars is just beginning to 
weave itself into the slow melody of the fog, when the 
fragile glass of the first ice coats the water and the 
sparkling snowflakes cover the thin branches, they came 
to the world the Dragons of the Air. The mysterious 
flicker of will-o'-the-wisps lived in their eyes; they were 
covered with steel and black silver, and their wings were 
of slate, and their claws were stronger than diamond. 
Silent and swift, faster than the wind, is their flight; and 
they received the cold, merciless wisdom of the warriors. 
Few received the gift of seeing their enchanting slow 
dance in the night sky, when the stars reflected in the 
countless mirrors of their scales, and the moonlight 
washed over them. And so men say: he who saw this 
dance becomes the servant of the Night, and the light of 
day no longer brings him joy. And they say that at the 
time of the Air Dragons' dance in the sky, strange herbs 
and flowers germinate from the seeds that have slept in 
the ground for dozens of years, and extend towards the 
pale Moon. Whoever collects them on the Night of the 
Dance of the Dragons will know great wisdom and gain 
immense powers; he will become something greater than 
a man, but he will never return to his own home. But if 
anger and the thirst for power are in his heart, he will 
die, and his spirit will become a will-o'-the-wisp; and only 
in the Night of the Dragons will he acquire a spectral, 
human-like form. These were the Dragons of the Air, and 
Melkor created them alone. From their house came 
Ancalagon the Black, the greatest of dragons. 

The Water Dragons were children of the Night. 
There was a slow beauty in their movements, and they 
were dressed in black bronze, and the pale golden 
moonlight lived in their eyes. The ancient wisdom of the 
Dark attracted them more than combat; dark and 
beautiful was the music that created them. Above all, 
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they valued silence, a companion for reflection; and 
discovering the hidden secrets of the world was the 
supreme pleasure to them. Therefore, they chose as 
their home the depths of the dark lagoons that reflect 
the stars, and the bottomless abysses of the eastern 
seas, unknown and unreachable to Ulmo. Few have seen 
them, so nothing is said about them in the legends of the 
Elves; but the legends of the men of the East often speak 
of wise Dragons, Lords of the Waters... 

Black thread in the rich fabric of golden 

legends, 

Moon rune in a manuscript from the past 

We were. He stood next to the walls that 

collapsed 

The field of black ottomans - we no longer 

exist... 


SECOND PART. TOLD YOU TO 


FORGET 
THOSE WHO DARE TO SEE. THE DARK AGES 


... There were no more names left. 

They told us to forget. 

Only footprints in the sand - in the diamond sand, 
in the sharp, cutting fragments - bloody footprints of 
bare feet. But the sea also washed the footprints, and the 
wind dried them... 

Anything. 


When the Lamps collapsed, a tremor ran through 
Arta's body, as if a touch of red-hot iron had awakened 
her. Growing dully, a roar rose from the depths to the 
sky; and the blood of fire gushed out in fountains; and 
tongues of fire from the volcanoes licked the clouds. 
When the Lamps collapsed, hitherto dormant elements 
tore the chains that bound them. Angry and burning 
wind ripped the festering covering of dead vegetation 
from Arta's body, tore the mountains from her depths, 
blurred clouds of soot and mud across the sky. 

When the Lamps collapsed, lightning ripped the 
blind sky, and the black rain, knocking down everything 
in its path, collapsed to meet the flames that tried to 
reach the sky. The cracks in the earth swelled with lava, 
and rivers of fire swept up to meet the waters taken from 
the place, and dark clouds of steam rose. And the hour of 
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Darkness came, and there was no more sky, and red 
sparks drowned in the heavy low clouds, and blue-white 
lightning tore through the shreds of smoke. And there 
were no more sounds, because Arta's moaning, writhing 
in labor pain, was such that the ear no longer perceived 
it. And in silence mountains fell and rose, sheets of earth 
were uprooted, and new rivers crashed against the hot 
rocks. As if an invisible hand crushed the world like clay, 
and reshaped it. And silently there rose a wave higher 
than the highest mountains of Arta, and it ran silently - 
wave of water over the waves of the earth... And the 
flesh of Arta calmed, and the ragged breath of fire from 
the earth became audible. 

When the Lamps collapsed, there was no light, 
there was no dark, but this was the moment of the Birth 
of Time. And life started to move forward. 

When the Lamps collapsed, dread gripped the 
Powers of Arda, and, frightened, they erected walls of 
fear around themselves. And from the bottom of the 
Great Ocean, from the body of Arda, they tore out a 
piece of living flesh and created for themselves a world, 
and called it Aman. From now on, Endoré meant to them 
- enemy horror, and those who did not turn their backs 
on her were not honored by the Valar... 

When the Lamps collapsed, the barrier that 
sealed the eyes from non-Light ceased to exist. And he, 
forgotten, lost in the dying world, saw the dark. He was 
scared. There was no place on earth that remained firm 
and unchanging, and he ran and ran and ran, going mad, 
and the mad world devoid of form and appearance leapt 
before him, and the remnants of reason and conscience 
abandoned him. And he fell - blind and powerless 
creature, and his faint cry for help could not be heard in 
the roar of the waves, set to run by the furious and 
happy Ossé. 

..And, silent, a wave rose, higher than the 
highest mountains of Arta, and on the top of it, as ona 
horse, laughing merrily, flew Ossé. For a long time, the 
dead calm of the world weighed heavily on his shoulders, 
but he did not dare disobey Lord Ulmo. And now his 
heart was filled with immense joy, seeing that the world 
came to life. And he no longer cared about Ulmo's 
threats - he smelled his own power. The wave lifted him 
above the world, he saw the Winged Ditch on top of a 
high mountain. Melkor laughed - and Ossé laughed in 
response, flying over Arda riding the wave. And on that 
first Day, Maia Ossé became an ally of the Dark Ditch. 
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The water lifted his insensible body, rolled him 
over and threw him over the top of a high hill, and 
retreated again. And many times the water rolled over 
him - cold, salty as blood, bathing him, washing the dirt 
from his body. The wind rushed over it, expelling the 
gloom from the sky, washing away the smoke from the 
volcanoes, cleaning the black glass of Night. And when 
he opened his eyes, the Night looked at him with 
thousands of eyes. He could not understand - what is 
this, where, why? Is this the Dark? Is this the Light? And 
suddenly he said - yes, this is the Light, true Light, and 
not that which entangled Arda like a web, exhaled by the 
Lamps. Eternity looked at his face, he heard the whisper 
of the stars and called them by name, and they, 
twinkling, answered him. The Dark carried the Light 
within itself carefully, like a shell - a pearl. He was 
already sitting, with his head thrown back, and 
whispering incomprehensible words that came from 
some unknown place, and the cold wind of the new-born 
Night stirred his long, dark golden hair. And he named 
the Dark - Ahe, the stars - Gele, and the red flames of the 
volcanoes that stretched out their red hands to the Night 
- Ere. And it seemed to him that Ere is not simply Flame, 
but something even greater, but what he could not 
understand. And he loved looking for words and giving 
names to what exists - new in the new world. 

And he stepped on the ground for the first time, 
and saw that it was solid, and walked towards the 
unknown. He saw and the first Dawn, and the Sun, and 
the Sunset, and the Moon; He was surprised and happy, 
he named names and sang... And he thought: “Could this 
be the work of the Enemy? But this is beautiful! Can evil 
be that beautiful? And is the Enemy capable of creating 
anything like this? Maybe this is a mistake, maybe they 
just didn't understand it? So you have to tell!” He did not 
have the courage to look for Melkor himself, fearing the 
powerful Vala, so he decided to return and tell about 
what he saw. 


Manwé and Varda welcomed him happily. 
- I thought you had died, that Melkor killed you! - 
said Varda affectionately. - I'm happy to see you again! 
"Strange. I am a Maia, I cannot die!” - he 
thought, surprised. Tall, delicate, thin, he was like a 
candle, and his dark golden hair was like flames. Those 
who saw him, for some reason had the impression that 
he would quickly burn out, despite being a Mayan and 
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death having no power over him. And when he sang 
before the throne of the King of the World, his enormous 
golden eyes radiated light, as if the sunset of Middle 
Earth was reflected in them. 

He sang about what he saw, about what he loved, 
and those who heard him began, suddenly, to change in 
their hearts, and something happened to their vision - 
through the strong and constant light of the Valinor sky 
they distinguished another light, and that was - the 
Light. And fear left the souls, and the hearts aspired to 
Middle Earth, and Melkor no longer seemed so scary. 
The song sparkled, and it created thought. But Manwé 
rose, and suddenly Golden Eyes saw his contorted face 
and fearful eyes. The King of the World grabbed the 
Maia by the shoulders, and his hands were harder than 
eagles' claws. He threw Maia to the ground and roared: 

- You! Insignificance, monster... How dare you... 
Sold yourself to the Enemy! - Manwé would probably hit 
Golden Eyes, but Varda held him back: 

- Calm down. He is only a Maia, and his spirit is 
weak. And Melkor is experienced in lies and evil visions, 
- affectionate was her voice, but look - cold. to the 

Manweé sat down again. 

- Go, - he said sternly. - May Brother, with his 
magical dreams, expel the evil spells from your soul. Go! 
And you, - he looked at everyone else, - remember: the 
Enemy is treacherous, his lies corrupt even the wisest! 
But he, - he raised his voice, - who succumbs to 
temptation, will be punished as a traitor! Remember 
this! 


Golden Eyes entered the soft gloom of Irmo's 
gardens. He felt bitterness and pain; he _ didn't 
understand - why? I couldn’t believe Manweé’s words: 
“This is all a hallucination; the Dark is evil, and behind 
the Dark there is emptiness.” “But I saw it, I saw it!” - he 
repeated, pressing his head in his hands, and tears of 
hurt ran down his cheeks. Someone lightly touched his 
shoulder. Golden Eyes turned around - behind him was 
his long-time friend, Irmo's disciple. They called him in 
various ways: Master of Hallucinations, Dreamer, 
Inventor, Wizard. And all of this was true. He was just 
like that, unpredictable and unexpected, all sparkling. 
And now Golden Eyes saw him vaguely in the gloom of 
the gardens. Only the eyes caught the attention, light 
gray, clear. It seemed like he was smiling, it was 
impossible to capture that smile on his beautiful face, 
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vague in the shadow of the dark cloud of his hair. His 
clothes were softly gray, but in the folds they shone with 
pale gold and dark steel. Golden Eyes looked at him, and 
a new word lit up in his mind - Ayo, and that word meant 
everything that Irmo's disciple was. 

- What there was? he asked, and his voice was 

soft and deep. 

- They don't believe me, - with a sigh like a sob 

said Golden Eyes. 

- Tell me, - asked Ayo, and Golden Eyes began to 
speak - with pain, with hurt. And when he finished, Ayo 
placed her hands on his shoulders and looked intently, 
seriously into Golden Eyes' eyes, and his face in that 
instant became defined - extraordinarily beautiful and 
charming. 

- It's not a hallucination, believe me. This is not a 
hallucination. I'm the one who knows what's a 
hallucination and what's true. 

- But why then? 

- I don't know. r ciso penP esar. I need to see it 
myself... 

- But I... - he didn't finish speaking. Ayo touched 
his forehead with her hand and said authoritatively: - 
Sleep. 

And Golden Eyes bent down slowly; His eyelids 
seemed saturated with lead, his head fell onto his 
shoulder... He slept. 


Yavanna Said, crying bitterly: 

- Is everything I did dead? Will the beautiful 
Children of Ilivatar awaken in an empty and frightening 
land? 

And her disciple stood up, whose name was 

Spring Leaf. 

- Madam, allow me to visit the Abandoned Lands. 

I will look at what is left there and tell 
you-no. 

Yavanna agreed to that, and the Springleaf 

departed into the darkness. 

The ground underfoot was soft and still warm; it 
was covered in a thick layer of soot expelled by 
volcanoes. As if someone had purposely prepared this 
land so that she, Yavanna's disciple, would have the 
great honor of testing art itself here, in this frightening 
and empty, not yet organized world. The temptation was 
immense. On the one hand, she should, of course, return 
to Valinor and tell about the emptiness and 
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abandonment of Arda, but on the other hand - she had 
such a desire to do something herself, while there is no 
one to forbid or indicate what to do... A lot willing. And 
she thought - there will be no great harm if I delay. Just 
a little pig, no one will notice. She didn't think that now 
she is following the path of the Dark Ditch - trying to 
create something of her own. She didn't feel that she 
sees. She sees where she shouldn't, because Middle 
Earth is Dark, and she knew that, and it's impossible to 
see in the dark. But now she didn't have time for that. 
She listened to the earth. And that one was waiting for 
the seeds. And Springleaf heard and noticed the voices 
of the unborn plants and thought, happily - it means that 
not everything was destroyed when the Lamps collapsed. 
What was capable of living in the new world survived. 
She took a handful of warm, soft earth, with loose grains, 
and it was black like the Dark, and like the Dark it hid 
life within itself. And Springleaf walked the earth, 
waking the seeds. She saw the Sun and the Moon, the 
Stars - but she was not surprised. For some reason, he 
wasn't surprised. I didn't have time. And she couldn't 
even realize it - for now. And everything grew, stretched 
upwards, and together with the trees and herbs, her 
gaze rose towards the sky. And she forgot about Valinor, 
taken by the beauty of the living world. 

But despite everything, she was bored, alone. And 
that's why trees that sing and flowers that talk appeared 
in the world, flowers that always turned their little heads 
towards the Sun, even on cloudy days. And there were 
flowers that only opened at night, not being able to 
withstand the Sun, but greeting the Moon. There were 
flowers that bloomed only on a special day, - and not 
every year this happened. On Witchcraft Night, she 
walked among the menacingly red, sparkling flowers of 
ferns, which she endowed with a sleeping soul, capable 
of making dreams come true. But this only occurred at a 
specific time. From the bottom of the ponds silver water 
lilies emerged and swayed slowly over the black water, 
and she walked dressed in a crown of sparkling aquatic 
flowers. She gave soul to the plants, and they spoke to 
her. And the spirits of what he saw took shape and flew 
across the sky, swayed on the branches and laughed in 
the lakes and rivers. 

And she created plants in which she wanted to 
express the duality of the world. In their roots, leaves 
and flowers, death and life lived at the same time, as 
they were full of poison that, used wisely, could bring 
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healing. But best of all, he had plants that were 
completely useless, and whose meaning was only in their 
beauty. Perfume, color, shape - she loved to do it so 
much 
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magic with them! She was happy, and thought with 
horror about returning. It seemed to him that everything 
she created will be taken from her and destroyed... But 
she tried to chase away these thoughts. 

That day she talked to the flowers in the field. 

- So, what are you for? What will we say to Lady 
Yavanna in her defense, huh? No use... Just your eyes, 
which are so beautiful... What are we going to do? How 
can we justify our existence so that they don't expel us? 

- Perhaps, saying that we are beautiful, that the 
bees will drink our nectar, that those who have not yet 
been born will use us to speak... Each flower will be a 
word. It's not like this? 

Springleaf turned around. Someone was behind 
her - tall, green eyes, hair the color of ripe walnuts. His 
clothes were the color of tree bark, his hunter's horn was 
attached to his belt. His strong arms were bare to the 
shoulder, his hair tied back with a thin string. Sheet 
Primaveril looked at the stranger in surprise. 

- Who are you? ’ she asked. - Why are you here? 

- Iam a Hunter. And why... Maybe because I'm 
tired of seeing how Orome turns his nose up at my 
creatures. 

- Like this? - she laughed. Funny words - “turns 

your nose up”. 

- He says my animals are useless. He likes horses, 
he likes dogs - to hunt the animals of Melkor. But do 
these animals really exist? And in Valinor he trains his 
dogs by hunting my creatures... I told him - wouldn't it 
be better to train dogs in Endoré, with evil animals... 
And he kills mine. So I gave them horns, teeth and claws 
to defend themselves. And he freaked out and kicked me 
out. Then I went to Middle Earth. And I'm here - he 
smiled broadly. - At least, no one here stops me from 
creating useless things - that’s what he calls my animals. 
And I think - that which is beautiful is not useless even if 
it is just because it is beautiful. See for yourself! 

And she saw the deer, the foxes - vivid in color, 
like little flames; saw the wolves - the Hunter said that 
they will still give the dogs of Valinor trouble. And their 
father was the Black Wolf - immortal wolf, talking wolf. 
And they went through Middle Earth: she - on the White 
Tiger, he - riding the Black Wolf. And they didn't want to 
separate - they created Beauty. The Hunter created birds 
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for her forests and multicolored insects for her flowers 
and herbs; field and forest animals, and vipers that 
crawled along the ground; and fish for the lakes and 
rivers. Everything had its own place, everyone depended 
on each other, and more and more strongly the Living 
Beauty linked the Hunter and the Spring Leaf. But here 
and there, they encountered strange beings, unknown to 
them: butterfly-birds like precious stones swirled over 
strange flowers, or a winged fish suddenly jumped out of 
the sea, or a little eared animal, like a fox, with big eyes. 
intelligent, peered cautiously from behind a mound of 
sand; and once, having climbed to the top of the 
mountains, they found there, among the cold rocks, a 
flower that resembled a silver star... As if someone were 
nearby, and that “someone” liked to surprise them with 
gifts unexpected; and sometimes he laughed kindly at 
them - like when they were sitting on the edge of a 
warm, lazy stream, and suddenly a little fish with wide 
eyes climbed up onto the root of a tree and stared at 
them, wondering. Iti even let out a cry of surprise, and 
then laughed involuntarily - the creature was too bizarre, 
and in the sudden gust of wind someone else's laughter 
was heard, but who - they didn't know... Among 
themselves they called this stranger as a friend, and they 
thought that, probably, someone else roams the earth, 
similar to them, and creates miracles - joyful or of clear 
sadness; But for some reason he doesn't want to show 
himself to them. 

And it happened like this: at night, they saw 
something incomprehensible, worrying and beautiful. 
Two flexible winged shadows floated silently in the sky, 
swirling in the rays of the moonlight. This was a dance - 
slow, magical, and they stood still for a long time, 
spellbound, not daring and not wanting to move, and a 
strange dull music sounded in their hearts. 

- What is that? Who is this? - in a whisper of 
surprise, asked Springleaf, looking with huge eyes at the 
Hunter's face. 

- I don't know... That's not mine. Oromé is also 

not capable of creating something like this... 

And they looked at each other, struck by the 
sudden thought: “Is it the Enemy?” But could he create 
anything like that? And the Animal Fathers raced 
northeast, driving those who rode them into the fearful 
domains of the Enemy. 
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THE DAGGER. THE DARK AGES 


So they say: the dwarves were made by Aulé in 
the darkness of Middle Earth. For, so great was his 
desire for the coming of the Sons of the One, to have 
apprentices to whom he could teach his skills and 
knowledge, that he was not willing to wait for the 
realization of Ilivatar's designs. And as the forms of the 
Sons that were to come were not clear in his mind, he 
created according to his own plans; he gave the Dwarves 
long life, and their bodies and souls - the hardness and 
strength of rock. For he imagined them not only as 
disciples, but also as soldiers in the wars against Melkor, 
Lord of the Dark. 

And his first helper in carrying out his plans was 
the first of his disciples - Artano Aulendil, comparable to 
the Blacksmith himself in power and knowledge. 

But Aulé's work was not hidden from Ilivatar; 
and, at the exact moment when Vala's work was 
completed and he began to teach the Dwarves 
everything that he himself knew and knew, Ilivatar 
spoke to him. And Aulé listened to his words in silence. 

- Why did it? Why did you try something that you 
know is outside your power and authority? For you have 
from me as a gift only your own existence and nothing 
else. And therefore the creatures of your hands and of 
your mind can live only through this existence, moving 
when you think to move them, and remaining idle if your 
thoughts are on something else. Is that your desire? 

Maia Artano knew it wasn't like that; but, upon 
hearing the voice of the One, he was disturbed and did 
not dare to say a single word. 

And Aulé replied: 

- I didn't want such ascendancy. I wished for 
beings different from me, that I could love and teach so 
that they too would realize the beauty of Ea that you 
made emerge. For it seemed to me that there is plenty of 
room in Arda for various beings who could delight in it; 
and yet for the most part it is still empty and boring. In 
my impatience I committed this madness. However, the 
desire to do things is in my heart because I myself was 
made by you. And the child of little understanding who 
makes fun of his father's actions may be doing so 
without any intention of mocking, but simply because he 
is his son. And now what can I do so that he won't be 
angry with me forever? As a son to his father, I offer you 
these creatures, the work of hands that you created. Do 
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with them what you want. But wouldn't it be better for 
me to destroy the product of my presumption myself? 

And, with tears in his eyes, Aulé picked up the 

great hammer to crush the Dwarves. So Maia 
Artano shouted: 

- What are you doing, master? They are alive, 

they are your creations; hold back your arm! 

- I disobeyed the will of the One, the Creator of 
All That Is, - groaned Aulé and raised the hammer; but 
Artano grabbed his arm, trying to stop the blow. And the 
Dwarves retreated, frightened, and begged for mercy. 

Then, seeing Aulé's humility and his repentance, 
Iluvatar had compassion on him and his plan. And so he 
said: 

- I accept your offer. See now: these creatures 
now have a life of their own and speak with their own 
Voices... 

And Aulé lowered the hammer and rejoiced, and 

thanked Ilivatar: 

- May the One bless my creations! 

And Iluvatar responded thus: - As I gave existence 
and flesh to the thoughts of the Ainur at the beginning of 
the World, so now I will give a place in the world to their 
creations. And they will be so, as you thought them; I 
gave them life, and I won't change anything else about 
them. However, I will not tolerate the following: that 
these beings arrive before the Firstborn of my designs, 
nor will their impatience be rewarded. They will sleep 
under the rocks, until the Elves, My Children in Middle 
Earth awake; and you will wait. But when the time 
comes, I will awaken them, and they will be like your 
children; and there will often be discord between My 
children and yours: between My adopted children and 
My chosen ones. 

And Aulé thanked Ilivatar again, kneeling, and 
did according to his word; therefore, until the awakening 
of the Elves, the Seven Fathers of the Dwarves slept 
under the rocks. 

But wrath was in the Maia's heart, for he heard 
Iluvatar's lie and saw  Aulé's' incomprehensible 
obedience. And he said like this: 

- I considered him my master, but today I deny 
him. Only a coward could try to destroy his own 
creations. 

- You... - Aulé choked with indignation. - How dare 
you, a blunt tool in my hands, servant, slave, talk to me 
like that! 
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- I dare. I am no longer your servant. And I 
repeat: you are a coward, as are all those who fled to 
Valinor! 

- You... you... - The Blacksmith couldn't find 
words; and, finally, he expired - See, Melkor made you in 
his image and likeness! 

Aulé trembled violently. 

- Ah, that means you weren't the one who created 

me. 

- Yes! And get out of here, go to him! And I curse 
you! You will still come back, you will still beg for mercy! 
- desperation was evident in the Blacksmith's voice. 

Artano measured Aulé with a look of contempt. 

- Coward. 

And, spitting under Aulé's feet, he turned and 
went away - into the darkness. Aulé didn't have the 
courage to go after him, he didn't even have the courage 
to call Maia. He returned to Valinor. 


...Maia walked quickly, decisively, clenching his 

fists. 

“Cowardly, worthless. Ilivatar, from what we can 
see, does not tolerate rivals: he cursed one, frightened 
the other. All good. “Go to Melkor,” it says? And I will. 
He, at least, isn't afraid of anything. Nor from the wrath 
of the One...” 

He stopped. For they said: Lord of the Dark. 

Enemy. 

“And I'm going there... What will he do to me?.. 
Go back? Acknowledge guilt, drag yourself through the 
dust? In front of that coward?! Not even! There is no way 
back for me. I will say: I came, accept me. Do what you 
want - everything is better than humiliation...” 

At Helgor's black gate, he stopped, undecided. 
But then a figure appeared in front of him, an outline of 
red flames in the darkness: Ahero. He made a sign: 
follow me. And Maia obeyed. The black gate opened. 

... They went down the long and very steep stairs - 
almost to the heart of Arda, through infinite sequences 
of underground rooms, and Maia looked, surprised, to 
the sides. But the last room impressed him more than 
anything he had seen. Black stone floor; but the walls 
and ceiling sparkle with a soft, steady light. Like 
waterfalls of petrified water - columns; it seems to touch 
them, and they will respond with a soft jingle... 

The Maia stood before him whom in Valinor they 
called the Dark Lord; the guide disappeared without 
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being noticed: he was alone. He looked up and stood 
still. 

This face - proud, majestic and beautiful - was 
the first one he saw when he woke up. And now I saw it 
again. 

“Melkor... So, Melkor. Aulé told the truth.” 

- Greetings, Vala Melkor. 

Melkor stared at the Maia; A trace of mockery 

shone in his eyes: 

- Greetings also to you, Maia of Aulé, Artano- 

Aulendil. 

Maia shivered. 

- I no longer have a name. And I am no longer 

Aule's servant! 

- Why? 

Maia started counting, clenching her fists in 
anger. Melkor listened in silence and finally said: 

- I mean, that's how you left. You are brave and 
bold, Maia. And what do you want from me? 

- I want to become your disciple. I have nothing - 
beyond that, - Maia took the dagger from her waist and 
handed it to Melkor. - Here. But accept me as your 
disciple! 

Melkor, without looking, took the weapon and 

smiled crookedly: 

- You cannot buy learning with gifts. Don't you 

happen to know that? 

But when he looked at the dagger, his face 
changed. Two steel serpents twined around the handle, 
and their eyes glowed with a living fire. 

- Where do you know this symbol from? 

- I don't know... Maybe someone told me, or 

maybe I always knew... It seemed to me - the 

Wisdom of 
Existence... 

- You are sure; only this comes from the Dark. 

And the stones? I have never seen the like; what 

is it? 

..The dagger was the first object he made 
without Aulé's assistance. But when he happily brought 
his creation to the Blacksmith, he looked strangely at the 
handle of the dagger and said, showing indifference: 

- What can you create that is not known to me? 
You are the continuation of my mind, and neither in your 
plans nor in your deeds is there anything that does not 
have its absolute beginning in me. 
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Maia was bewildered. Aulé finally looked at Maia 

himself: 

- And what are those clothes? Why black? 

- I like. Can't you see: it's beautiful? 

The answer was insolent. Aulé frowned and 

mumbled: 

- Beautiful, beautiful... It was said: the servants of 
the Valar must wear their colors. Why do you consider 
yourself an exception? Beautiful... Who put that in your 
head? 

- You yourself said: I am the continuation of your 
thought, and neither in plans nor in my actions is there 
anything that does not have its absolute beginning in 
you! 

And, looking at the Blacksmith with piercingly 
clear eyes, the Maia smiled. Aulé didn't know what to 
answer. 


..For the first time, someone was interested in 
Maia Artano's creations. Therefore he began to tell, with 
childlike joy, how he thought of making a gem similar to 
a drop of Arda's blood; how he took a particle of the fire 
of Arda and imprisoned it in a crystal; how he adorned 
with these stones what was created by him... 

Melkor listened attentively, sometimes asked 

questions, and then said: 

- You really have the gift of creating. So why did 
you look for me - after all, am I capable of nothing but 
destruction? 

The Maia looked at Melkor's hands, lying calmly 

on the arms of the throne. 

Narrow, strong. Thin and long fingers. Surprisingly 
beautiful hands. 

- You have the hands of a creator, - said Maia in a 

low voice. - But I've never seen your creations... 

Vala smiled - almost imperceptibly, with the 
corner of his lips - closed his eyes and slowly passed his 
hand over the blade of the dagger. And it began to burn 
with a pale, cold fire beneath his fingers. 

The Maia looked at Melkor, stunned. 

- How did you do it? None of them know... 

- They denied the Darkness that is older than the 
world; They also denied their knowledge. And Dark 
spells are stronger than Light spells. It's simple. 

Melkor extended the dagger to Maia: 

- Tom. 

- You... refuse my gift? 


The Black Book of Arda 


- This is rightfully yours. And I already told you: 

you can't buy learning with gifts, - 
Melkor smiled, but this time sadly. - Here. 

The Maia took the coldly glistening knife from 

Melkor's hands. 

“I'm no use,” thought Maia with regret, “and I 
have nowhere to go. What would he need me for? I know 
very little. I am capable of very little. Everything is 
over.” 

Melkor looked closely at the young Maia and, 

rising from the throne, spoke briefly: - Let's go. 

Maia followed him slowly. 

“Now he will say - go away. And what am I going 
to do? I won't be back. No way will I go back. I will ask 
on my knees - that you leave it here. Whatever you want, 
I'll do it. Just - stay here with him”, - thought Maia, 
obstinately. 

They were now at the top of the mountain. And 

Melkor spoke to young Maia: 

- Look. 

At first, he saw nothing but the usual darkness. 
And then something exploded over his head, with a 
blinding light - bright, fiery, burning... The Maia covered 
his eyes with his hand: - Light... from where? What is 
that? 

- The sun. 

- Did you create it? 

- No. It existed before, before Arda. Look. 

And Maia looked, and saw how the fireball, 
darkening - like molten metal that cooled, - disappeared 
over the horizon. And darkness came, but now he saw 
light in it - sparks, drops that sparkled with an icy light. 

- What is that? 

- Stars. You are the same as the one you saw. 

They're just too far away. There - there are other 

worlds... 

- Also created by the One? How does it burn? 

- No. They also existed before Eru; and he is not 
the only creator, despite trying at all costs to forget that. 
His name - Eru - initially meant “Flame”; but he named 
himself The One and tries to make others believe that. 

Young Maia would probably be scared if anyone 
other than Melkor said that. But now there was no fear: 
he believed in Melkor and admired him. 

“He’s really fearless. And he really is the most 
powerful of the Ainur. No wonder the Valar fear him so.” 
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- But why didn't I see this before? asked Maia. 
- Not just you. Others too - until the time comes. 
They just look, without seeing. Willingness to 

Eru. I'm glad they couldn't close their eyes. 
And, placing his hand on the Maia's shoulder, 
Melkor said: 
- You will be my disciple. I decided a long time 
ago. Even when I saw its creation. 
He sighed and added, with incomprehensible 
sadness: 
- But the first thing you made was a dagger... 
- Teacher... 
- From today onwards, your name will be 
Orthenner, Lord of the Power of Fire. 
And he smiled with a clear, calm smile: 
- I still have to teach you many things, Maia 
Orthenner... 


- ...And what would you like to learn? 

- All. Everything that Aulé doesn't know. 

- Why do you want to know this? 

- What do you mean - for what? - Maia stared at 
Melkor, astonished. - To create the new. To know. Why 
do you ask? 

- I don't want you to rush. First, understand 
yourself. Be sure that you will not use your knowledge 
for evil. 

-But can knowledge be evil? 

- Clear. Here, see. 

Melkor stretched out his hand, and Orthenner 
saw a Strange black-gold ornament on his wrist. No, not 
an adornment - an elegant and beautiful creature girded 
the Master's arm. 

- What is that? 

- Lokie - Serpent. 

- I didn't know something like this existed... 

- The handle of your dagger - remember? 

- Yes... But it seemed to me - I just invented it, 

and here, I live... 

- Extend your hand. 

Orthenner obeyed, and the serpent's cold, scaly 

body wrapped itself around his wrist. - How 

beautiful... Did you do that? 

- IL... You say - beautiful? But she is extremely 

dangerous. 

- How can something like that be dangerous? 
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- He can. Her poison contains death. But in wise 
and experienced hands, this same poison can bring 
healing. Duality. Therefore, in many worlds the serpent 
is the symbol of knowledge: because knowledge can also 
bring both life and death. And it is also dangerous in 
inexperienced hands, as it can turn evil. Remember, I 
told you - your first creation was a dagger. That's why I 
asked. 

- But you also have a sword, Master... 

- And the sword does not always serve death. 

They stopped. 

- Watch. What are you listening to? 

- The wolf's song. The sound of an owl's wings. 

- Listen. 

- I hear how the wind sings in the branches, how 

the grass rustles. 

- Listen with your heart, Disciple. 

Orthenner was silent for a long time. Then he 
said, as if surprised by his own words: 

- You know, Master... it seems to me: something 

is struggling - alive, it wants to break free... and 

it can't... 

- You know how to listen. Look. 

With his sword, Melkor drew a strange symbol in 
the air, which for a second became luminous, but almost 
at the same instant it dissolved into bluish sparks, and 
touched the earth with the blade. And to Maia it seemed 
- the earth shook slightly. And in the place where the 
black sword touched her, a fountain opened. Getting 
down on his knees, the Disciple placed his hand in the 
freezing water and raised his shining eyes to the Master: 

- How did you do it? 

- You will know, - Melkor smiled. 


- ...You know... every now and then it seems like 

the world is so fragile... 

- That's why I want you to be careful. That 
knowledge that I transmit to you is an immense power; 
One wrong move, one step off the path - and you will 
begin to destroy. 

- I understand, - the Maia turned to Melkor - and 

stopped. 

“Basic?!” 

Vala looked at the night sky, smiling - either at 
his own thoughts, or at something still inaudible to 
Orthenner. 

Huge black wings on the back. 
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“Of course... if the Valar can take any form, who 
should be winged if they weren't 
he?.." 
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THE FOUR. THE AGES OF THE TREES OF LIGHT. 


Golden Eyes slept, but his sleep wasn't exactly 
sleep. For it seemed to him that he is in Arda - 
everywhere simultaneously: in Valinor and in the 
Forsaken Lands; and sees and hears everything that 
happens. He saw everything - but he could do nothing. 
He couldn't shout that the stars - gele - are not Varda's 
creations, that this is the true Light... He saw how 
Artano left; he even envied him, because he knew that he 
himself would not have the courage to go to the Enemy... 
And the Enemy, he could no longer call him the Enemy. 
And the words that came from nowhere fell like rain in 
his heart, and he understood the meaning of the name - 
Melkor... 

And then he saw Ayo's beautiful face that was 
bending over him. He knew it was a dream. But Ayo was 
able to penetrate any dreams, and now he was ripping 
Golden Eyes out of the dream. 


- Everything you saw is true, - said Ayo in a low 
voice. - It is also true that the King of the World and 
Varda do not want that to be seen. I have trouble 
understanding why. 

Golden Eyes remained silent. It's always difficult 
to lose faith. Finally he raised his head. 

- I can't take it anymore, - he said, as if he was in 

pain. - We need to leave. 

- Go to the place where the Enemy is? 

- No. Just go. Not “to where”, but “from where”. 

- They won't let him. 

- It doesn't matter. Otherwise it would be better 

not to wake up... 

- He is well. I'll try to help. But then I too will 
have to go... Like letting you go alone, the way you are - 
Ayo smiled sadly. 


Was it Ayo's spells, or was it really that Manwé 
and Varda no longer wished to see Golden Eyes in 
Valinor, but let him go. In fact, he was only going to find 
out if the Children of Ilivatar had already come into the 
world - Valar did not wish to abandon Aman. Ayo, on the 
other hand, had no _ difficulty obtaining Irmo's 
permission, and the friends left together. 


They came out of the Cuiviénen lagoon - fragile, 
helpless, scared, completely naked. And this land was 
not the paradise of Valinor. And they shivered from the 
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cold wind and huddled together, afraid of everything, 
afraid of this huge, monstrous gift of Eru that had fallen 
into their weak, unprepared hands - afraid of Endoré. On 
the night of the birth, the moon was not visible, and in 
the darkness fear was hidden. And only up there 
something kind and beautiful sparkled, and one of the 
Elves stretched out his arms to the sky, as if asking for 
help, and called: 
- He! 


He who was the first to find them, answering 
their call, wore black robes, and those who left with him 
became the Dark Elves, even though they were able to 
feel and know the joy of the Light before all their 
brothers . For they have received the gift of vision. 

The one who was the second to find them was 
huge, bright and had a loud voice, and many Elves fled 
from him in terror into the darkness of the night; and 
those who left Endoré with him became the Elves of 
Light, even though they were unaware of the true Light. 

Those who were the third to find them were very 
similar to themselves, but much wiser. And the Elves 
who heard the songs of Golden Eyes and who saw the 
illusions of Ayo, fell in love with Endoré and remained 
there forever. They divided themselves into different 
hosts and spoke different languages, but in Valinor they 
called them Avari, the Reluctant. 

Thus Golden Eyes disobeyed the order of the King 
of the World, for he remained in Endoré. So Ayo stayed 
in the Abandoned Lands. So the Hunter did not return, 
as he wished to create. So he did not return to 
Springleaf, as the Hunter had remained in Middle Earth. 
And Ossé had never abandoned that land. 


Golden Eyes roamed the land, and the Elves 
respected him and loved his songs, despite not 
understanding everything. He sang about Valinor, about 
Creation, about the Lamps, but if King of the World 
heard all this, Golden Eyes would hardly be able to sing 
another song. AND 


please 


only the Dark Elves, who lived in the north, understood 
him as he understood himself. That's why he liked to be 
among them, but in secret - he feared the power and 
greatness of Melkor. 
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.. This is how legends were born among the Elves 
of Middle Earth about the good gods who lived among 
them and taught them Beauty... 
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GENERATED BY THE DARK. THE AGE OF THE 
TREES OF LIGHT; FROM THE AWAKENING OF 
THE ELVES TO THE YEAR 487 


The Elves were slowly freeing themselves from 
the shackles of sleep. Weak and powerless in this huge 
world, they stuck together. And the desire awoke in 
them to speak to one another, and to give names to 
everything that surrounded them. From time to time, it 
seemed to them that it was an inaudible voice that 
suggested to them the z r words. And they called 
themselves Quendi, Those Who Speak... 

The time came when the Elves wished to leave 
the valley of the Cuiviénen lagoon and see the world 
outside its limits. But some of those who departed into 
the darkness did not return, and for the first time fear 
awoke in the souls of the Elves, from now on linked for 
them with the dark and darkness. They said - the Hunter 
took them with him, and they will never return. 

“The furious horse carries the terrible dark 
knight; his court is a bunch of monsters... The horse's 
trot resembles thunder, and the grass withers where he 
steps; hellish fire is the knight's gaze. He who finds it 
never returns. Wind of fire is his breath, horror - the 
weapon in his hand, death - his flag, mansions - hell... 
He who finds him will never return.” 


“However, little is known of those unfortunates 
who fell into Melkor's trap. For who among living beings 
has descended into the abysses of Utumnus, or traversed 
the darkness of Melkor's thoughts? It is, however, held 
true by the wise men of Eresséa, that all those quendi 
who fell into the hands of Melkor before the destruction 
of Utumnus were there imprisoned, and, by slow arts of 
cruelty, corrupted and enslaved; and thus Melkor begat 
the hideous race of Orcs, out of envy of the Elves and in 
imitation of them, of whom they afterwards became the 
bitterest enemies. For the orcs had life and multiplied in 
the same way as the Children of Iluvatar; and nothing 
that had life of its own, nor semblance of life, could 
Melkor ever create since his rebellion in Ainulindalé 
before the Beginning. So say the wise men. And, deep in 
their black hearts, the orcs hated the Lord they served 
out of fear, creator only of their misfortune. This may 
have been Melkor's most abject act, and the most hateful 
in the eyes of Ilivatar.” 
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So says the “Quenta Silmarillion” 


But it was like this: those who were afraid of the 
Dark dissipated through the forests, becoming the Elves 
of Fear. The terror of the unknown seized their spirits; 
from now on both the Light and the Dark frightened 
them equally. Fear warped not only their exteriors but 
also their spirits, for they were weak. Fear drove them 
into the forests and mountains, away from the Domains 
of the Dark Ditch, whose power and greatness they felt 
and therefore feared; away from those who were of the 
same blood as them. From this fear was born hatred of 
all living things. The beauty of the Elves, Children of the 
One, initially lived also in the Elves of Fear; but perfect 
beauty is akin to perfect monstrosity. This is what 
happened to the Dread Elves. Everything about their 
appearance seemed exaggerated: huge elongated eyes 
with tiny pupils; a small mouth with a very strong color, 
which hid almost animalistic teeth - small and sharp - 
and small fangs, tenacious fingers that were too long, 
similar to the legs of a spider... When looking at them, a 
vague and invincible feeling was born in the heart 
horror, and they now fled not only from others, but from 
themselves... And they called them Orcs, which means - 
Monsters. 

The Orcs' wanderings through the forests also 
changed their appearance. Wild life made them strong 
and furious and taught them to hunt in packs, similar to 
ferocious animals. Accustomed to the eternal gloom of 
caves and forests, they hated the light and began to fear 
fire; even the twinkling of distant stars was unbearable 
to their eyes. Those who received serious injuries while 
hunting were killed or abandoned in the _ forest; 
sometimes - when they were hungry - they were 
devoured: Orcs did not know compassion. The strongest 
and most ruthless became their leaders: they admired 
only strength. Pity seemed to them a_ weakness, 
compassion - a strange and unknown feeling, and they 
found the greatest amusement in the torments of living 
beings. 

The Orcs also had their own language, in which - 
distorted and unrecognizable - lived the echoes of the 
Language of the Dark. They had neither songs nor 
legends; their voices became rough, and a hoarse howl 
was their battle cry. 

They did not need to improve their minds, but 
they developed senses typical of night hunters: keen 
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hearing and smell, the ability to see in the dark, 
indefatigability in hunting and the thirst for blood. And 
there was no salvation from them, children of darkness 
and fear... 


And it was like this: the first of the Elves, 
overcome by surprise joy at the sight of the new and 
young world and by the thirst to know it, departed far 
from the limits of the Valley of the Elves and wandered 
under the light of the stars - for they had not yet they 
were able to see the Sun and the Moon - through the 
dark forests. And one day they met a knight riding a 
black horse. The Elves were surprised, as they did not 
know that there were other living creatures similar to 
them in the world. But there was nothing threatening 
about the knight, his pale face was beautiful and wise: 
Elves were not afraid of him. 

The knight got off his horse. His height was not 
immense: simply very tall, taller than any of the Elves. 
His clothes seemed woven from darkness, and his cloak 
flew behind him like black wings, and his eyes were 
stars. 

The Elves studied him with surprise, and he 
smiled at the corner of his mouth, involuntarily 
imagining them in Valinor. Just as they were now: in fur 
clothes, in their hands - spears with stone tips; only a 
few wore sandals with wooden soles, with a braid of 
leather straps reaching to the knees... 

And for them, everything was strange in the 
unknown: and his whole appearance, and his clothes 
(“How huge an animal must be to make a cape like that 
out of its skin!”), and the belt of steel plates that it 
girded his waist - the Elves did not know metals; and his 
mount - the Elves have never seen a horse... 

The stranger extended his hand to one of the 
Elves with his palm open upwards - in a sign of peace. 
The Elf repeated his gesture and smiled: 

- Who are you? What is your name? 

- My name is Melkor, - replied the stranger. 

- Melkor... Love for the world? A beautiful name... 

They call me Geleon. 

- You also have a beautiful name: Son of the 

Stars. 

- Are you from Elleri Cenno? 

Melkor noticed to himself that their language 
differs from the language of the other Elves: in that 
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language the name of the people would sound like Eldar 
Quendi. 

- No, I don't belong to your people. 

-But you look like us, even though you are 

different... 

- I am one of the Creators of the World. We chose 

an appearance similar to yours. 

- So you are able to change your appearance? 

- Yes, but for what purpose? - Melkor smiled, but 
at the same moment something strange happened: huge 
black wings covered in stardust opened, a star lit up on 
his forehead, and it looked like stars were stuck in his 
long black hair. 

- So all the Creators of the World are so... so... 

At this moment, a little boy of about five years old 
appeared from behind his father, who was a little further 
away: his eyes were shining, his mouth was half-open in 
surprise: 

- What animal do you have there? 

- A horse. 

- Can I pass my hand?... How beautiful... Doesn't 

he bite? 

Melkor riu: 

- No... Do you want to ride him? 

The little one nodded yes, amazed. Melkor took 
him in his arms and placed him in the saddle; The boy 
carefully ran his hand through the horse's long, dense 
mane and raised his head: 

- Father! Look!.. 

Melkor noticed a girl clinging to her mother's 

skirt: 

- And you, little one? Come here. 

The girl wrapped her arms around her mother's 
knees, looking sideways at Alado. The mother covered 
her face with her hands. 

- She does not speak, Melkor, - said Geleon after 
a brief silence. - She lost her voice. You know, we were 
sitting around the fire, she was walking nearby, and 
suddenly - a scream... We saw her running towards the 
fire, and behind her... A hideous creature jumped into 
the meadow - wearing rags, with her back curved, long 
legs... and not legs - arms, crooked fingers, teeth 
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wide-eyed, and the reddish eyes shine, without pupils... 
The worst thing is that it wasn't an animal. That was 
more like us. Since then... 

Melkor became serious: 

- lunderstand. What is her name? 

- Aeni. 

- Firefly... Don't be afraid of me, little one. Come. 

The girl took a few moments, then walked 
forward with some trepidation. He stopped, looking at 
Vala from below. The one sat on the grass: 

- Give me your hand, Aeni. 

The girl's little hand lay confidently in Melkor's 
palm. Vala looked intently into her eyes, ran her hand 
over her soft, light hair. 

- I can cure her. 
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- Yes, just... but for that I need to take her with 
me. If you let her go, beautiful lady. Believe me, I won't 
do her any harm. 

The woman reflected, then replied: 

- I believe in you. But it's difficult for me to 
separate myself from her. She's my only one... Will this 
take long? 

- A few days. 

- Sorry... how did you say? Day... what is it? 

- Oh, yes... How stupid I am! Don't you see... See 
that star? When it passes over their heads for the 
seventh time, the girl will return. And I promise: your 
daughter will be cured. - Thank you, Winged. 

- Are you going with me, little one? 

The girl turned to her mother, as if asking for 

permission, then nodded. 


- Mommy! Mommy! 

The woman took Aeni in her arms: 

- Do you... speak, my girl? Did he heal you? 

- Mom, look what he gave me! - Aeni opened her 

small fist. 

- Let's go to the fire, little one, I'll look... 

- For what? - the girl was surprised. - It's so 

clear... 

- Of course?... Let's go to the bonfire. 

In the girl's palm was a small maple leaf, all full 
of golden veins, with a shiny drop of dew. The mother 
picked her up carefully, afraid that the drop would fall 
from the leaf... She was made of stone. 

- How wonderful... - said Geleon softly. - How I 

would like to create things like this... 
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- You will learn, - replied Melkor, who had 

approached silently. 

- And why does Aeni say it is clear? 

- Who knows, soon you'll understand... 

- Can't you see, mom? Right there, above, a fire, 
very bright, bigger than the bonfire... See? He says - this 
is the Sun, Saere, - the girl pronounced the last word 
very carefully. 

- Saw? 

- Yes yes! He says - it's a star, but very close, 

that's why it shines so much... 

The girl hummed happily, telling what was there 
where she had gone. She was at a loss for words and she 
made a worried face as she tried to explain what it was 
like - a stone palace, sparkling cave walls, high black 
mountains... What a strange animal there was there - 
hairy, black, with eyes - like green leaves bright, 
affectionate... Then, tired, she curled up next to the fire 
and fell asleep, holding the maple leaf tightly. From the 
boy's face, which never left his side, it was clear that he 
desperately envied Aeni; but he restrained himself and, 
sitting on the side, began to listen eagerly to the adults' 
conversation. 

- You said - one of the Creators of the World... 
Who are they? How was the world created? - asked 
Geleon. Melkor leaned against the trunk of a tree, 
crossed his arms over his chest and began: 

- There was Eru, who called himself the One, 
whom they began to call Iluvatar in Arta, Father of All 
That Is... 
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When the story ended, everyone was silent for a 
while. Afterwards, Geleon started speaking again: 

- So we are Children of the One? 

- Yes, that's it... 

- Tell me, and where are the other Immortals? 
Why have we never seen them? You said: you came to 
Arta to prepare this world for the arrival of Elves and 
Men: why then only did you seek us? Or do others not 
know what you know? 

- You know. But they abandoned this land and 

now remain in the Land of the Undying, Valinor. 
Here, I am alone. 

- And why aren't you among them? 

- My path differs from theirs. Without knowing 
the Dark, they have denied it from the beginning and can 
live only in the Light. Now the Dark and darkness 
equally frighten them. 

- Do Immortals know fear? 

Melkor remained silent. 

- You know the destinations of the world. Say, 

what is the fate of the Elves? 

- For you, immortality was predetermined - so is 
the gift of the One. Your destiny is to leave for the land 
of the Immortals. 

- But we don't want to leave! - exclaimed ardently 

the one who would later become the 
Painter. 

- And I would like to take a peek at Valinor, - 

someone commented thoughtfully. - See and 

return... 

- You won't be able to go back. This is the will of 

the One. 

- But if our destiny is to leave, why are you 

talking to us? asked Geleon. 

- You were not afraid of the Dark, which means 
you can understand it, and then the essence of the 
Balance of the Worlds will reveal itself to you. You will 
be able to free yourself from the shackles of 
Predetermination, and then you will receive the right to 
choose. 

- You said that this choice was given only to 
Men... So, will we become human?.. Immortality... And 
what is death? 

- Only Mortals can leave this world, find their 

own way to Ea. 

- Is this also a gift from Ilivatar? 
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- No. It is a gift from me to those who break the 

closed circle of Predetermination. - I still don't 

understand everything in your words. We need to 

think. Will you stay with us? 

- I'll have to leave them for a while. But I will be 

back. 

- We will wait, Aldo. to 

..When the Black Knight disappeared into the 
shadows of the forest, Geleon spoke quietly, following 
him with his gaze: 

- I seem to understand you... If there were no 

Darkness, we would never see the stars... 


He has returned, the Winged Vala. And once 
again he spoke to them, explained, answered... The 
children became attached to him, and he told them 
beautiful stories about herbs and stars, about animals 
and gems... The first children in this young world, they 
were amazing beings - confident, open, amazed, gentle 
as fragile flowers. Wonderful naive creatures, it was 
impossible not to love them. And Melkor thought - 
whatever he creates now, he creates for them. Thus 
surprising beings appeared in the world: huge black 
butterflies with wings that shine with green and gold; 
flying fish; molluscs that built beautiful shell houses for 
themselves; unicorns and dolphins; dragonflies with 
huge, jewel-like eyes; the silver aquatic spiders and sea 
serpents... And there was no greater joy for him than 
seeing the surprised eyes of children and hearing: “What 
is this? How wonderful..." And now, looking at the 
Master, Orthenner could barely contain a smile. Such as 
Helgor's little visitor changed everything! And really - 
what wonderful creatures... 

The elves loved the Winged One. And once 

Geleon said to him: 

- The more I talk to you, Melkor, the more clearly 
I understand how much we don't know... But I think like 
this: enough of aimless wanderings around the earth. If 
you allow, we will go with you. 

- Follow. I will show the way. 


... They were surprised like children by everything 
they saw around them - and, in essence, they really were 
children. They liked to give names to the new: they saw 
the Sun and the Moon, but they loved the night and the 
stars - the Light in the Dark - more. Without noticing 
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him, they were already following the path of Men, and 
Melkor was not surprised when Geleon asked: 

- We understand the choice you offer us. And we 

accept your path. 

- Have you thought about everything? Don't rush 
with the answer; the gift of death is a terrible and great 
gift. Who knows, maybe they'll curse me later for that 
choice. 

- No. We chose this path ourselves; Now there is 

no one left for us. 

- Look inside yourself. Would there be fear or 

doubts in the voice? 

- No, Melkor. We chose the path with open eyes, 
and none of us will ever say that you lured us to your 
side with lies. I know in my heart that you tell the truth. 
We made our choice, Winged. 


He called them Dark Elves, Elleri Ahe, and 
disciples. To them he was Master, and Aeanto, - he who 
brings the Light... In the north, in the valley of Gellome - 
there where Melkor's dwelling was, - they built their 
wooden city, and Melkor often abandoned the castle 
black and lived among them. For Maia Orthenner, they 
became friends and brothers; he was happy to feel like 
one of them. In their language they pronounced his 
name as Gorthaur, and soon he himself came to consider 
this to be his name. The Master also started calling him 
that; only now and then, when he was thoughtful, did he 
call the Disciple in the old way - Orthenner. 

And the time came when Melkor gathered the 
Orcs, who trembled with fear of the unknown, blind to 
the Dark and the Light, in his domains. He hoped, with 
the help of his disciples, to give back to them what they 
lost by surrendering to fear. But darkness trapped their 
minds, and fear drove every other feeling from their 
souls. Melkor could not change anything. The Fear Elves 
were left with only the gift of the One - immortality. 
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THE SEVEN STARS 


".,.and high in the North as a challenge to Melkor 
she set the crown of the seven mighty stars to turn, 
Valacirca, the Scythe of the Valar and the symbol of 
destiny..." 


In a black and freezing midnight, at that hour 
when earthly sounds die, over the eternal gray hairs of 
the northern mountains the seven stars rose. Seven - and 
One. Those whose destiny it was to see them in that 
unreachable moment when the threshold between the 
world and the universe almost disappears, suddenly 
began to hear silent music, eternally alive. He who heard 
it could never forget it, it sounded to him everywhere 
and always: by day - in the murmur of the wind, in the 
roar of an avalanche, in the roar of the storm, in the low 
creak of the quill on the parchment, in the silent turns of 
the falcon in the strong blue of the mountain sky; at 
night - in the howl of the wolf, in the sparks of the fire, in 
the song of the moon reflected in the still water... Words, 
asses The meaning is felt with the whole soul - but it is 
impossible to decipher them. He's on the doorstep, but 
he doesn't dare enter. 

Who, what great artificer created this wonderful 
crown, who crowned the Mortal Lands with it? Seven 
stars twinkled, trembling - so the world trembles in eyes 
full of tears. One - burned, calm. And only by paying 
more attention, one could notice that it pulses - just like 
a heart beats. Each of those who saw these stars tried to 
understand what this crown means in the night. And 
legends were born - beautiful and rude, sad and 
grandiose... 


“Eight Aratar reign in Arda. Their leader is 
Manweée. Like a crown on the ruler's head - a threatening 
sign to slaves and the wicked, so the Crown of Middle 
Earth - a threat and warning about that punishment that 
will inevitably fall on the Enemy. May he be cursed 
forever and ever, whoever dares to disobey Eru! 

...Like a star in the Midnight Crown - so is Manweé 
among the Aratar. The names of the Seven, who rule all 
Arda in greatness - the creator of the stars Varda and 
Ulmo, lord of the depths of the waters, mother of all that 
lives Yavanna and Aulé, the blacksmith, lord of the 
destinies of Arda, lord of the dead Namo , mother of the 
suffering Nienna and Oromé, lord of horses. And, a 
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symbol of their glory, Varda created the Crown of Middle 
Earth, and the brightest is the star of the lord Manwé. 
And the Enemy is expelled from the circle of the Great, 
and may he disappear from the face of Arda! May the 
Crown of Middle Earth be an eternal challenge for 
him!..” 


“...DO you see - up there, over the mountains - 
the Crown? Do you see the Star? They say, she is not the 
sun of a distant world, like those Seven. They say, the 
Master lit it with the strength of love and the magic of 
knowledge a long time ago, even before our awakening 
in the dark waters of the Lagoon. This is a sign for those 
who eternally follow the path of search and deeds, of 
knowledge, of love and sacrifice. For those who follow 
and for those who have not yet been born into the world, 
but who will step on this path. They say, it is a challenge 
of the Valar. And they also say - if you look carefully and 
listen, you will notice how the star's heart beats. But 
these are all just rumors - the Master only smiles when 
you ask him about it. And yet, I think it's true. Because I 
dont know. It's beautiful, and I believe it, and for some 
reason the heart says that's how it is... And why - Seven 
and One? I don't know. Seven - is a magical number, we 
only understood its meaning recently - it is the number 
of truth and harmony, and it means - plurality of worlds. 
That's right - Seven Suns and Arta! Maybe for this? It's 
true that some say that the Seven Stars came together 
like this by chance, but... it's too good a coincidence. 
Probably not. In Ea, these Seven mean something 
precisely to Arta. But for now I don't know. You have to 
think and look for...” 

ABOUT THE ARRIVAL OF MEN 


..Who knows, who will tell about when Men 
appeared in Arta? The sages say - when the Sun first 
rose over the world. But the Sun is older than Arta, and 
its rising was seen many times by those who had the gift 
of seeing it, and that was long before Men. The Elves 
know only of those Men who came to the West in the 
days of Finrod Felagund, of those who would later be 
called the Three Houses or Atani. Of the other men, who 
chose paths other than the way to the West, the Elves 
knew nothing. Nor did they know that, from the 
beginning, Men were able to see the Sun and the Moon, - 
long before the Elves saw the Face of Day and the Face 
of Night. Men received strange gifts, and many of them 
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were incomprehensible to the Elves. And they were not 
given all at once, like the Elves, but they woke up 
gradually, and, upon discovering a new gift within 
themselves, the human did not lose it later, but polished 
it, passing it on from generation to generation. If, of 
course, he himself wasn't frightened by his own gift... 

About the Awakening of Men, tell the legends 
that today are known by few. In that valley which the 
Eldar call Hildorien, there awoke first those who are 
called Nightborn, though they came in the hour before 
dawn, when the sky in the East begins to lighten, but the 
night stars are still bright. Legends name four peoples: 
Abhi, Nocturnal, and Aoi, Shadowmen of the Forest; 
Ilchennir, Children of the Moon, and Ohor'tenn'‘ayri, 
Those Who-See-and-Preserve. 

At that time when, in the brightening sky, the 
stars burn like dewdrops ready to fall, and over the earth 
flows, in a slow sleepy river, a sparkling magical mist, 
the Elliri, Children of the Star, the first of the People of 
the Dawn. Dewy grass and dissolving morning mist - 
Ennir ert'Sin people, and the first rays of the golden Sun 
- men of Eturu... 

The Three Hosts of the Edain are called the 
Children of the Sun; and their brothers - the Asener 
people, the men of Hanatta and Nghatta, and nomadic 
tribes who roam the land like the midday wind. And the 
midday shadow gave life to those who called themselves 
- Ullayr Ghellah, the People of the Midnight Stars. 

And at sunset, the people of Ana and Daon 
entered the world. The last clear rays - an offering from 
the Sun for the Daho people, and at the time of the birth 
of the stars arrived the hosts of that land that was called 
Angellemar, Valley where the Stars Are Born. And when 
the sky had not yet had time to darken in the West, those 
who were named Brothers of the Wolves were born. 

Not all names were said, and many people no 
longer remember the Hour of Awakening. The lost 
wisdom of the Ohor'tenn'ayri guarded the names of all 
people, but today there is no one to tell of it, for this host 
has vanished from the face of Arta; The blood of the 
people and their dialects mixed, the legends that were 
transmitted from mouth to mouth for many generations 
became vague. And despite everything, many remember 
the One Who Came. This is what the myth of the People 
of the Star tells about him: 

“And one appeared among us, like us, but more 
beautiful and wiser than us. And he came at night, and 
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was Clothed with the robes of the Dark One, and black 
wings were on his back. And his hair was like the night, 
and stars were entwined in it, but brighter than the stars 
were his eyes. And he spoke to us, and his speech was 
like ours, but it was different, and his words were music, 
like llien tayre omm ellar - song that flies among the 
stars; and everything was understandable to us. 

And he said: I have come to you, because I 

desired to see you. 

And he said: I did not come to take you along the 
beaten path; I will show you the paths, but you will 
choose yours by your own will, and you will follow it 
alone. If you wish, I will give you the beginnings of 
knowledge that will help you along the way, but you 
yourself will reach wisdom. And when that is the case, 
you will be equal to me, and above me, because you are 
free and can change the destinies of the world... 

And he taught us many things, and talked with us 
about everything that is in the world, and about 
everything that is the body of the world, and about the 
spirit of it; and about countless stars that shine in the 
darkness... And he told us about the creation of the 
world, about the Great Music and about the other worlds 
that sparkle like pearls among the stars of Ea. And he 
told how plants and animals were created, the Oldest 
People and Men, and taught how to talk to the spirits of 
the forests, mountains, waters, animals and birds, the 
virtuous waters of the earth, trees and herbs, songs of 
the stars and songs of the wind. 

He appeared more than once, and we waited for 
him, as we were thirsty for new knowledge and were 
happy to discover something new; and also because we 
loved him. But he did not reveal his name to us, and we 
called him the One Who Loved and the Master. And we 
were saddened when, one day, he left and didn't come 
back....” 

Men did not know the name of the One Who 
Came, just as they did not know who he was; and many 
called him the God of the Night, and gave him many 
names. And the Ellir called him Elgo i Tchore, which 
means - He Who Knows How to Hear the World, Who 
Came by Night. 

From the valley of Awakening, the paths of Men 
separated, and each people found a land that became 
their home. Only the Elliri were Wanderers from the 
beginning. They wandered for long years, and saw many 
lands, but spoke of none of them - this is our home. And 
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they were happy with the journey, discovering for 
themselves the young world, its secrets and wonders. 
And on the way, the Night of the Great Spell found 
them... 


..And someone suddenly exclaimed: 

- Look!... 

Spreading its immense wings, a Dragon flew 
silently in the night sky. The honey-colored and copper 
scales shone like dull gold in the moonlight; He danced, 
exposing his elegant body to the magical light, and the 
men heard the dull rhythm of the dancing spell. They 
looked, without looking away, giving in to the spells of 
the Moon Dance, and in their hearts Music was born. 
The night sang, and strange pale and sparkling flowers 
opened, a slightly bitter and sad aroma floated in the air, 
and a low flute melody sounded, and intertwined with it, 
with glows of dark fires with tones of red gold, the notes 
warm fern flowers. The night sounded with dull organ 
chords - the ancient trees sang, and the spirits of the 
forests danced without hiding from the eyes of men, and 
their songs were indistinguishable from the songs of the 
herbs and flowers and, on the purple and black velvet of 
the sky of autumn, the stars traced strange runes, and 
the Dragon twirled in his enchanted dance... 

Innire, She Who Dances under the Moon, twined 
the white flower-stars in her hair, and went out, and 
followed the dance; and the spirits of the forest danced 
with her. And that night, men spoke in the tongues of 
herbs and flowers, for they did not want to break the 
silence with the sound of their voices: the flowers and 
herbs were their words, and the stars crowned them... 

Since then, the dragon that dances in the night 
sky under the crown of the Seven stars, crowned with 
Uma, the brightest, has become for the Elliri the symbol 
of high wisdom and magic. 


Thus they walked the earth - Star Walkers. And 
the time came when, in their travels, they saw in the 
silence of midnight the Crown that descended upon the 
white mountains of the north, and, like the most precious 
gem in the Crown of the World, shone the Star. And so 
their dark wanderings in the face of Arta ended, for the 
Star showed them the way, and now they knew where to 
go. 

Legends have preserved the ancient names. 
There was one by the name of Neyir, He Who Points the 
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Way. They say that when he looked at the Star, he said - 
she suffers and loves. And once, after spending the night 
under the open sky, without sleep, in a clear and strange 
sadness, he came to the chiefs and said: 

- I know - there is the Earth-under-the-Star, and 
my heart calls me there. I want, I must find her, however 
long the path may be. Who will go with me? 

And men believed him, because they knew that 
Neyir sees further than others with his heart. And they 
followed him, because the call of the Star also beat in 
their hearts. 

For many days and nights, for many years they 
followed the Star. Songs about the Great Journey are 
beautiful and sad, full of longing and hope, foreboding 
and faith, and in the songs the name of the Star sounds - 
Meltor. No one knew why they called it the Power of 
Love, but no one asked either, for they could not imagine 
another name for the Star: they felt more than they 
could perceive then. 

And the Songs of the Great Journey preserve the 
story about the people dressed in black, whose eyes 
shone like stars - about the wise wanderers who came to 
talk to men, who brought them their own songs and 
wisdom and knowledge. And the name of their people 
was similar to that given to the Star Walkers: Elleri Ahe. 


ABOUT THE WINGED HORSES. YEAR 15 OF THE 
AWAKENING OF THE ELVES 


The autumn night seemed alive. Listening 
carefully to the steps of time - the sound of dewdrops 
falling rhythmically from the branches, - she was 
motionless in hope of something only she knew. The 
Night listened to Time. And two listened at night. Slowly, 
the eternal fog of the Gellome Valley rolled away in 
silvery ribbons. In spring, summer and autumn, the 
herbs here looked silver, as if covered with frost; only in 
spring did the starflowers bloom here, sparkling like a 
spring spell on the Silver Day crowns... Maia smiled. 
Now, the stars bloomed in the sky, despite the 
moonlight, it was possible to see the familiar outlines of 
the constellations, and, from time to time, white 
lightning from shooting stars streaked across the sky. 
“Probably, they will also now turn into flowers...” The 
Maia looked at the sky, feeling how the magical charm of 
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the night takes over him. It seemed like the night was 
and will be eternal, and he will continue like that inside 
it - eternally looking at the starry sky. Up there the wind 
was blowing, the light semi-transparent clouds were 
slipping, from time to time hiding the precious threads of 
the constellations with a dark veil. 

A sudden wind threw back Maia's hair - silver in 

the moonlight - in a whirlwind. 

- What are you thinking about? - Melkor asked in 
a low voice, touching his shoulder. Gorthaur shuddered, 
as if waking up from a dream: 

- I saw it... Or did it seem to me? - he spoke 
almost in a whisper. - Those clouds... they probably 
deceived me... You know, it suddenly seemed to me that 
there, in the sky, was a horse. A cloud, a clot of autumn's 
full moon night - his body, his wings - the wind of the 
sky, the mane of fog and streaks of shooting stars, eyes - 
the reflection of the moon in a night pond... I heard the 
flight his, his breath is like the autumn wind... Master, 
how I wish this wasn't just a vision... 

- This is no longer a vision. Look! 

Melkor pointed somewhere in the mist - and then, 
gliding silently over the earth, the winged horse 
appeared, stepped inaudibly closer, and stopped near 
them, looking crookedly with its star-eyed eye. Maia 
smiled: 

- Did you do that? Again a gift? 

- No, - Melkor was serious. - It was you. Simply - 

there was a lot of desire... 


Gorthaur was already entering, but Neere 

stopped him. 

- The Lord asked not to disturb, - boomed Balrog. 

- And what happened? 

- He said - he needs to think. I'm sorry, Gor... 

Maia sat down in a corner with a sigh: 

- Iam going to wait. I need to ask the Master for 

some advice... 

They remained silent. 

- I don't understand what's happening to him, - 
complained Gorthaur. - I have no doubt, these little ones 
are a true wonder... But still: they are always 
surrounding you. And, it seems, he is happy. Soon, I see, 
we won't be able to hide from them even in the castle! t 

- Yes, - said the Balrog in a low voice. - Just 
yesterday a little girl appeared here. What do you, I ask, 
want? And she answers me seriously: I kind of have an 
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important business with the Master. And - run past me! I 
couldn't even open my mouth... Come on, I think, if the 
business is important, maybe they need me too. I go 
straight to the workshop: he used to make this weird 
wooden thing there... you know, one of them still plays 
one like it... 

- Lute, - helped Gorthaur. 

- Right - lute. Fine work, of course. But the Lord, 
as soon as he saw this little girl, started to smile, put 
everything aside at the same time... Important business! 
She brought you some fruit! 

The Balrog fell silent after the unusually long 

speech. 

- I saw, - replied Gorthaur, - the strawberries. I 
enter - they are there in the workshop, sitting, and I 
couldn't believe my ears - the Master is singing 
something to her. Very softly... - Maia smiled 
involuntarily at the memory: Melkor's voice was very 
beautiful. - And he refuses children almost nothing. I'm 
sure: if tomorrow someone wants to fly a dragon, the 
Master will allow it. - And the dragon? - the Balrog 
laughed. 

- No, I'll tell him everything. Enough is enough, 

Maia stood up resolutely, but at that moment 
Melkor finally appeared at the door. The absolutely 
happy face, the eyes shine: 

- You know, Disciple, I understand what fairy tale 

I will tell them. 

- Oh, Master... - Gorthaur smiled. 


Finding a similar painting was what Gorthaur 
least expected. He knew that Melkor is unpredictable; 
but what he saw now did not correspond to the figure of 
the calm and wise Master to such an extent that Maia 
was perplexed. They... played snow battle! It seems that 
Melkor took more than the others: his hair was covered 
with snow, and there was snow stuck all over his cloak. 
“A peculiar way to express love for Master!” Although 
what was happening seemed to please Vala himself. He 
laughed - openly and happily, as only children know how 
to laugh; He threw a snowball into the air, and it 
crumbled into sparkling stars, illuminating with a soft 
light the faces made pink by the Elleri's play. 

- Teacher! - Gorthaur called him. 

The one turned and went towards the Disciple, 

removing, as he walked, the snow that stuck to 

his clothes. - What are you doing? For what? 
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Melkor, narrowly dodging a well-aimed snowball 

thrown by the Artificer, replied: 

- To understand men, it is necessary to share 
everything with them: pain, joy, work and fun. Isn't that 
so, Disciple? 

- Yes, Master, but still... they are simply children, 

and you... 

Melkor laughed with a young, happy laugh: 

- And why not? Speak honestly: don't you want to 

try it yourself? 

Gorthaur was distraught: 

- But you are the Master... Like them... Like me... 

The snowball that hit him in the shoulder 

prevented Maia from finishing his sentence. 

Gorthaur bent down, picked up a handful of snow 

in his hand; a second ball hit the forehead 
from him. 

- Take care then! I'll show youl... - he roared with 
mock anger. - I'm here on business, and that's how you 
welcome me! 

The Artificer was unable to dodge. 

- And that's from me! - shouted Melkor, and the 
snowball, when it touched the Storyteller's chest, turned 
into a white bird. 

Gorthaur, turning his snow-covered face to 
Melkor - the Artificer Geleon did not owe anything - 
suggested, with a broad smile: 

- So, Master, are we going to show them what we 

are capable of? 

Melkor nodded, doing a pirouette to avoid yet 
another patch of snow. 

In the Minstrel's hands, the snowball suddenly 
turned into a small ermine. The little animal stood like a 
statue in the elf's palm, shining with black beads from its 
eyes, sneezed as snowflakes fell on it, and hid inside the 
Minstrel's fur coat. 

- Are you having fun, Master? - laughed Gorthaur. 


..At night, everyone gathered at the Wizard's 
house to warm themselves in front of the fire and dry 
their wet clothes. They listened to the Minstrel, drank 
mulled wine with spices. Melkor, looking at the silver- 
plated onyx chalice - a gift from the Artificer - spoke to 
Gorthaur in a low voice: 

- Of course, a simple spell is enough to expel the 
cold, dry the clothes; Immortals may simply not feel cold. 
But isn't it more pleasant to warm up by the fire with 
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friends, drink good wine - even if, in essence, you don't 
even need it - to simply listen to the songs and chat? 

- You're right, Master, - Maia_ replied, 
thoughtfully. - And I can't understand: why in Valimar do 
they call him the Enemy? Why do they say that you don't 
know good, that you aren't capable of creating it? 
Forgive me if my words offended you... But isn't it easier 
to live if you understand others, different from yourself? 
If you're not afraid? 

- I understood what you meant. The problem is 
that they don't want to understand. Of course they didn't 
tell you that I offered them an alliance? 

- No... 

- No wonder, - Melkor laughed sadly. - What good 
can the Enemy do? Valar fear disobeying Eru's will. And 
the covenant with me means exactly that. And so that no 
one can even conceive of such a thing, they named me 
an enemy and an apostate. It means that there can be 
nothing good in either my thoughts or my deeds. 

- But that's not the case! 

- And you, you can consider an enemy someone 
who knows how to love, as you know; who wants to see 
the world as beautiful, as you want it; who can feel and 
think, as you do; who equally rejoices in the gift of 
creating? The one who, in essence, wants the same thing 
as you? 

- What enemy would he be, then? 

- That's the problem, - Melkor took a sip of wine. 

- You know, - Gorthaur said quietly after a brief 
silence, - I'm trying to imagine Aulé playing snow battle 
with his disciples. 

- And then? - Vala was interested. 

- It can't be done, - Maia sighed. - He wouldn't 
lower himself. It would probably never occur to him to 
turn a snowball into a bird. Because that is of no use. It's 
simply beautiful, interesting, fun... And he is the Great 
Blacksmith, and therefore he must create only the 
magnificent and the useful. For the greater glory of the 
One. And of that - what glory? Just... Warms the heart, 
will it? I do not know how to say it... 

Melkor sighed: 

- One day I will tell you, what made Aulé become 

like this... 


- Wanderer! 
The young man turned around. 
- Listen, Wanderer, what happened to your eyes? 
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He was perplexed: apparently, nothing special... 

The Painter laughed quietly: 

- Your eyes are golden... 

- What? - He didn't understand Wanderer. 

- Golden like honey, like the rising sun. Be 

yourself! 

The Wanderer smiled: 

- And there's nothing funny about it. And there is 
nothing to be surprised about. Look at yours - they're 
blue, the Magician's - green, like leaves in the sun... 

- True? - suddenly, the Painter became serious. - 

Listen, and why? 

- But wasn't it always like that? 

- No... They were - gray, mine, yours, his... I can't 
understand. Perhaps, the Master will respond? 


- Before we didn't have time to notice this... 

- We only now realize... 

- Maybe, you know? The hair is becoming 

different, and the hair... Why? 

Vala smiled. How different they looked... 
Disobedient strands of dark golden wavy hair fell in 
disarray over the Wanderer's shoulders, he is all clear, 
clear and fine, like a ray of light. The Painter's gaze is 
tenacious and sharp, but his eyes are blue, velvety, like 
dark sapphire, and his black hair is held back by a thin 
strip of leather. He appears to be older: the Wanderer, 
compared to him, is almost a boy, even though they are 
both First Ones. But everyone knows that the blue-eyed 
Artificer Oreyn has been losing his courage, confidence 
and severity for some time, all it takes is the tiny and 
delicate Halie - a skilled embroiderer and weaver - to 
appear nearby. 

- Why, Master? 

- Simply - you are Men. And men are all different, 
they don't look like each other, like leaves on a tree, like 
stars... 

"You are men. Just as I saw them, when I heard 
the Song of Ea. Only by Eru's will they will be as short- 
lived as sparks, and will I be able to give them back what 
he took? Or will the gift of freedom become a 
punishment and an evil for them? Will Eru be the 
strongest in this?” 


It was an unexpected conversation. 
- Conte, Gorthaur, and the other Creators of the 
World, those who live in Valinor, are they beautiful? 
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He thought for a long time, for the first time 
discovering to his surprise that now the perfect faces of 
the Valar did not seem beautiful to him at all. No wrong 
features, as if someone had as their goal the creation of 
perfect beauty, and achieved it, but in the race for clarity 
and exactness of lines something fundamental 
disappeared, as important as it was impossible to 
capture, and in these faces there was no life. All the 
Valar were different and similar, even though they were 
distinguished by the features of their faces and height, 
the color of their eyes and hair. In fact, almost 
everyone... 

No, those he saw around him now were infinitely 
more beautiful. And the dark dreamer with golden eyes, 
the Wanderer, and the Armourer, mocking, broad- 
shouldered, Gellor-Mage, always thoughtful and 
concentrated, and the impetuous Allua, and almost 
majestic Onnele Cyolla... 

- E as Valier? 

Thinking about it, it was possible to call only two 
beautiful: Nienna and Esté. Precisely because their faces 
were marked by some feeling. But the masterpiece, the 
perfect Queen of the World - which of Men would call 
her beautiful? 

- And the King... the Master's younger brother? 

Manwe. Strange: huge bright eyes and long 
eyelashes do not spoil the older brother at all, and the 
younger brother's features are almost effeminate - why? 
Again something impossible to define... 

- Listen, Gorth ur... I just thought... - The 
Wanderer looked embarrassed. - What color are the 
Master's eyes? 

And true - which one? Light gray? Green? Blue? 
Would it be possible to define the color of the stars?.. 
Only comparisons came to mind: sky, sea, stars... But the 
sky isn't always blue either, the waters of the sea don't 
always appear greenish... Lightning?.. Ice?.. Steel?.. 

- I don't know. I don't know. 


They were all different, the Disciples of Melkor, 
Elleri Ahe. There were those in whose hands the metal 
began to sing and the gems came to life. There were 
those who understood the language of animals and birds, 
trees and herbs, and those who knew how to read the 
Book of Night... And the one who knew how to compose 
songs best of all, was called - Dark Minstrel. His symbol 
was the nine-pointed winged star: perfection of the soul, 
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the path of the winged heart. His ballads looked and 
didn't look like those that Maia dos Olhos Dourados 
sang; perhaps because an unknown sadness lived in 
them. And the eyes of those who heard him became 
clouded. And he who saw the signs of the Dark found a 
way to write down his thoughts. He created tay-an signs, 
which could be written on parchment with pen and 
brush, and those which could be engraved on stones and 
carved into wood. And among the Dark Elves he bore the 
name of Friend of Books. 

And he who heard the songs of the earth, told 
them in the form of fairy tales - strange and wise, happy 
and sad. This is what he said: “Our children will love 
these tales; when you begin to discover the world, it 
seems full of wonders and enigmas - may it be like that 
in those stories that will be told to you....” Melkor 
smiled, listening to him; and they called him the 
Storyteller. 

They were different, but similar in one thing: they 
all considered themselves Men, because, even though 
they were initially Elves, they chose the path of Mortals; 
but their lives were as long as those of the First Born, 
and tiredness did not touch them - who would have time 
to get tired when there is so much unknown, new and 
beautiful around them? And the world waits for the 
touch of your hands, and rejoices with you, and your 
heart is open to it... 

And the Master was happy to see how the wisdom 

and understanding of his disciples increased. 

And peace reigned in Arta. But it didn't last long. 
CUP. 488500 AWAKENING OF THE ELVES 


Since Artano's departure, they began to look at 
him strangely in Valinor, and many even avoided him. He 
attributed this to the fact that Aulé had fallen out of 
favor with the King of the World and Powers, but he soon 
had the chance to verify that this was not the case. When 
he once again offered his services to the Blacksmith, he 
heard a taciturn “No”. 

- But why, my lord? 

- Both you and that one were fused into the same 

form, - replied Aulé, darkly. 

Curumo didn't understand him, but he didn't have 
the courage to ask more. But he thought and memorized 
his master's answer. 

One day, he noticed a hostile look from Tulkas: 

- What do you need here? 
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Curumo made an elegant bow: 

- I was sent with a charge from my lord Aulé, 

Mighty... 

- Then go... - Tulkas grumbled. And, behind his 

back, Maia heard, - spawn of the Enemy... 

Curumo was intelligent - and it was not difficult 

to guess the truth. 

“So I, like Aulendil, was created by Melkor. And I 
am the most powerful and the wisest among the Maiar, 
like him - among the Valar... But of course! And now the 
Valar are simply afraid of me. Even Tulkas. Servant of 
Aulé! What a title. What awaits me here? The fate of a 
servant? She? Of course, he will receive me, as he 
received Artano...” Curumo grimaced in spite. Artano. 
Rival. 

“But don't you consider me the most skillful of 
Aule's disciples? Obviously, the mighty Vala will take this 
for granted. And then we'll see. And, so that he does not 
doubt my devotion, I will offer him a great offering, 
worthy of a Lord!” 


- ...Why are you here? 

Curumo jumped up and bowed to the Blacksmith: 

- Oh, my lord! I thought about making a chalice 

for the King of the World... 

- Why didn't you tell me? - Aulé was starting to 

get irritated. 

- The big! You revealed to me an abyss of wisdom, 
and gave me much knowledge. But I doubted, would I be 
worthy of being the servant of such a wise Vala... 
Therefore, if my creation is imperfect, the blame will fall 
solely on me, a not very diligent student. And if my 
offering is worthy of the King of the World, they will say: 
how great is Aulé, if even his apprentice, a servant, can 
create something like this? And your glory will increase, 
my wise lord. 

- Aren't you right? Well, I'm happy with you, and 
your plan pleases me. You can continue, - the words 
sounded as if the Blacksmith was speaking against his 
own will. P 

Curumo made a second bow: 

- Thank you, wise man. Your words plant hope in 
my heart. I am too insignificant to help you in your 
works; but if my creation contributes to your glory, there 
will be no greater prize for me... 
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He left Valinor silently and unnoticed; and only 
some time later did Aulé notice his absence. 

And Gorthaur found him at the black gate of 
Melkor's fortress. He didn't have time to say anything: 
Curumo jumped up to hug him: 

- Oh, my brother, how happy I am that we are 

finally together! 

- But... - Gorthaur was perplexed. 

- Take me to the Lord, quickly! 

Curumo followed the Dark Maia, who walked in 

front: 

- How fearless you are, my brother! I revere your 
courage and your resolve; Even enduring all the 
humiliation and contempt with which I was surrounded 
in Valinor, it took me a while to gather the courage to 
follow him... 

They entered the throne room, and Curumo, in 
tears, threw himself on the floor, hugging Melkor's 
knees: 

- Finally, my lord, I 

have finally come to 

you! Melkor looked at 

him, astonished, and 

finally managed to 

Say: 

- Get up, what happened to you? How can you 

humiliate yourself like that?! 

- There is no forgiveness for me, Grande! I have 
also been with them and served those who dare to 
oppose you! But I saw again, I understood the full 
grandeur of his plans. My place is here, at your side, my 
lord... How happy I am to have finally reached the truth! 
- Stand up please... 

- No, Great One, I am the dust under your feet, I 
don't deserve it... Will you forgive me? - he wanted to 
kiss Melkor's hand, but he, almost scared, stood up and 
made Curumo get up from the ground: 

- It's okay, it's okay, I forgive you, I forgive you, if 

you need it so much... 

- I thank you, Great One... Will you lower yourself 

to the point of accepting my offering? 

The red gold chalice, decorated with emeralds 
and rubies, surrounded by a fine diamond ornament. The 
twisted foot wrapped in a ribbon of four-sided emeralds. 
Work 
skillful... but just looking at it - how heavy it is... “How 
am I going to lift it?..” - Melkor could think. 
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- Only you - the true Lord of the World - are 

worthy of drinking from such a cup. - Lord 

of the World? 

- Of course, sir! It's funny to hear how they 
decorate Manwé with the title of King of Arda. His power 
does not extend beyond the limits of Valinor; truly, only 
you rule the world, my lord... 

- Why do you call me sir? - asked Melkor, finally 

overcoming his surprise. 

- Is there another way? Everything in Arda is 
obedient to his will; We are only his servants, incapable 
of understanding the depth and grandeur of his plans. 

- Enough, - the Dark Vala, resolute, interrupted 

Curumo's speech. 

- Did I irritate you, Grande? I beg you, forgive 

your insignificant servant. 

Curumo stretched out on the floor before the 

throne. 

- Raise! If you want to become my disciple, don't 
you dare humble yourself! How can you call me sir? 
Here you are not a servant - you are free! 

- Il understand, Grande, and may it be as you wish. 
But tell me - will you accept my offering? Won't you turn 
your back on me? 

- No... No... Just tell me, why did you make this 

cup? 

- I'm happy to explain it to you, Great... Forgive 
me if I say something wrong, as I still know little, and 
there isn't much knowledge that Aulé was able to 
transmit to me. Gold is the metal of the gentlemen, that's 
why I chose this material for my creation. Three stones 
are combined in this chalice: ruby - stone of power, 
emerald - which expels sadness and brings joy, and 
diamond - symbol of victors and powerful warriors, 
similar to your omnipotent will, as it is indestructible... 
Speak, Great One , did I make a mistake? 

- No... But everything I said is the look from one 

side only. Talk to the Artificer - he will explain... 


- Only one thing still seems incomprehensible to 
me, Artificer: I haven't seen anything made of gold here. 
Even her jewelry is made of other metals. For example, 
that ring of yours; he is beautiful, but is this steel? Think 
- wouldn’t the beauty of the ring increase if it were made 
of gold? 

- | understand, Curumo. But the Master says that 
gold is a heavy and arrogant metal, few have enough 
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strength to tame it and change its essence. Mages and 
those who have healing abilities prefer silver, the metal 
of the Moon, which does not support blood, which gives 
power over the essence of 

things and about yourself. Silver is wisdom and calm, 
and means - balance. 

- That I understand; but - steel? Doesn't it mean - 

the power of force? 

- I'm sorry, but again you only look from one side. 
It all depends on those hands that touch the steel. Steel 
is will and fidelity; steel is the metal of defenders and is 
not inferior to silver in any way. But, above other metals, 
we only appreciate iron. O 

- Can this happen? Iron is a rustic and routine 

metal... 

- And again, it is only partly right. Iron is an 
ancient metal that holds many great mysteries. But they 
will be known only to the truly wise. The craftsman must 
have high wisdom and great skill to work with iron. This 
metal has a mind of its own. We have only begun to 
unveil his secrets, and the Master, it seems, knows 
everything... you know, in his hands the iron sings... 

-E o Gorthaur? 

- Oh, many things were revealed to him. He is the 

first of Melkor's disciples. 

Curumo grimaced. The mention of Artano was 
unpleasant. “Is gold an inferior metal? As if they knew 
much about metals!” 

- And the stones? he asked out loud. “At least that 

I certainly know all about.” 

- You answered the Master correctly, but... Look 
at this ruby: it looks like fire and burning blood, but at 
the same time it is cold as ice. The same duality - in its 
properties, and in the properties of other stones. Ruby - 
is a symbol not only of power, but also of misfortune, 
diamond - is also the stone of those who heal, and the 
meaning of emerald - beauty of nature and love of the 
Universe. Did not you know? - Of course I knew, but... 

Curumo did not finish the sentence, but, 

apparently, Geleon-Artifice did not even expect 

the continuation. 

“He himself didn’t want to explain. He didn't 
lower himself. He told me to talk to this donkey. But 
leave it. He will soon understand that I am worthy of 
something greater. I will prove it...” 


- Geleon! 
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- Yes Master? 

- Look; Does this cup please you? 

The Artificer thought, and then replied, without 

much certainty: 

- I don't know, Master... I don't see any defects... 
I've never seen such fine work in gold, and the stones 
were chosen with knowledge and _ skill... all the 
proportions are correct, but... - But? 

- Forgive me, Master, but for some reason I don't 
even want to touch you, - it seemed that Geleon was 
surprised by his own words. - Who made this? 

- My... disciple, - Melkor stumbled over that 

word. Slowly, he raised the cup to his lips... 

Either the red gold played a trick on him, or this 
was an echo of what - will be, but for an instant it 
seemed to him - the chalice is filled to the brim with 
blood. Illusion? But where, then, does the salty taste on 
your lips come from? 

Melkor threw the heavy cup away in horror and 
disgust. It clanked, rolling across the stone floor. Melkor 
closed his eyes with a shaking hand. 

- What happened, Master?! 

- Nothing... nothing... It seemed to me that... 

“What is this gift you brought me, Curumo? 
Whose blood is in this cup, whose blood have you given 
me to drink? This is a sign; a damned gift - seeing, 
without knowing, without understanding what you see...” 

The spilled wine no longer resembled blood, and 
he understood that it was just an illusion... but it was too 
strong and clear. 

ABSINTHE. YEAR 497 OF THE AWAKENING OF 
THE ELVES 


...The choice of the Name of the Stars - Cennen 
Gelie - is a celebration for everyone. And even in the 
middle of winter, she knew, there would be flowers. 
Even more so today - on Star Day: double party. She 
chose precisely this day, and with it - two more, both two 
years older. For one night, the three of them will be 
crowned by stars, as if they were equal to the Master: 
this is the custom. But all this will still happen... 

And for now - the three of them in the middle of 

the room, and the Master is in front of them. 

- I, Artais of the house of those who Hear the 
Earth, have chosen my Path, and as a symbol of the Path, 
in the name of Arta and Ea, I choose the name Gellaan, 
Valley of the Stars. 
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- Before the stars of Ea and this land, his name 
will now be Gellaan. Your Path is chosen - so be it. 

The Master's hand touches the bowed head with 
dark hair, and the young girl stands up, wearing a crown 
of stars, and shining with a wide smile. 

- I, Tayr, choose the path of those who Observe 
Stars, and as a symbol of the Path, in the name of Arta 
and Ea, I choose the name Gellir, Counter of Stars. 

- Before the stars of Ea and this land... 

The last one is her. And the heart stops - is it just 
because she is the youngest and found her path very 
early? 

How difficult it is to take a step forward... 

- I, Elenhel... 

She lowers her head, for some reason hiding her 

eyes. 

- ...1 accept the Path of the One Who Sees and 

Remembers... and as a symbol of the Path, in the 

name of Arta and 
Hey, I choose... 

She raises her head, abruptly, her voice 

resonates throughout the room. 

- ,..that name by which you called me, Master, for 
it is the symbol of my path for millennia... 

A familiar chill in the chest: he doesn't just talk, 

she sees. 

- ...the name Elhe, Absinthe. 

A small flash of ice pierces the heart like a 
needle. How strange your face is, Master... What 
happened to you? As if he had forgotten the words he 
said dozens of times... or is it me, did I do something 
wrong? Or - you too - see? 

She began to feel afraid. 

- Before the stars of Ea and... Arta... from now... - 
he looks into her eyes, and the look is bitter and worried, 
- and for eternity, because the Path has no end... the His 
name will be Elhe. Let it be so. 

He takes her hand - and this is not customary 
either - and runs his fingers over her narrow, confidently 
open palm. The fire lights up in the hand - cold and light, 
like a flower petal. 

“The Heart of the World - a star in your hands...” 

For a few moments, she looks at the blue flame, 
then presses her palm against her chest, to the left. 

The Master turns around and with the same clear 
and desperate face he suddenly throws his hands up - a 
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shower of starry sparks covers everyone, an amazed and 
happy sigh flies around the room, somewhere laughter 
ignites... 

- Indeed - Children of the Stars... 

He flies very softly, she's probably the only one who 
hears the paf mines. 

- And you forgot yourself again. 

He looked at Elhe in surprise. The one, with her 
eyes half-closed, concentrated, interlocks her fingers, 
then opens her palms - and something takes flight 
around the tall figure in black, like a snowstorm: the 
cloak - like the night sky, and stars in her hair... 

- Where did you learn this? - he was happily 

surprised. 

- I don't know... everywhere... I... I just really 
wanted to, - she was disturbed. He laughs softly, with 
half-joking solemnity, and extends his hand. Artais- 
Gellaan and Tayr-Gellir form the second pair. 
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The Blac 


..The party continued: the sweet, golden wine 
sparkled in the glasses, the rasping ruby-colored wine 
slowly flowed into the chalices; laughter flew under the 
wooden roof like a flock of frightened birds, the strings 
tinkled, the flutes sang... 

- Master, - a whisper. 

- Yes, Elhe? 

- Master, - she touched his hand, - and you - 

you're not going to touch anything? 

- I don't know, why not... - Vala thought and then 
replied, resolutely. - Only you will be the one singing. 

- Oh... - like a child. 

- And no “ouch”! - he imitated her surprisingly 
well and, already standing up, called: - Gelren! Allow me 
- the lute. 

Everyone fell silent at once: no one is going to 
disturb a minstrel, and if the Master himself is going to 
play... Today's afternoon ended up being quite strange! 

Just before - laughter and uncontained joy, but 
the melody flew - transparent, sad, and the voice was 
like an echo of the tinkling of the strings - Vala sang, 
without opening her mouth, simply setting the tone, and 
with the tinkling of silver, quietly , the words began to 
intertwine with the melody - the second voice entered, 
young and clear: 


Andele-tei kore me 

Es-sey or anti-eme 

Ar ilmari-ellar 

Ar Ennor Saerey-allo... 

Oh voice and letti ah-ennie 
Andele-tei kori’m... 


The two voices wove the lace of the enchanted 
melody, and the stars twinkled, and even when the music 
ended, no one broke the silence - its echo was still felt 
under the ceiling of the room and in the heart... 

..until a heavy chalice flew to the floor with a 

crash. 

In fact, no one understood right away what was 
happening; the Master only said, in a censorious tone: 

- Eldhenn! 

The dragon smiled embarrassedly and made an 

attempt to cover himself with his wing. 

- And allow me to ask, why did you come here? 

A small metallic voice, harsh and at the same 

time childish, replied: 
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- I wanted to... how do you say... congratulate 

you... and I heard it too... 

- And then? - Vala was interested. 

The dragon closed his eyes, dreamily. 

- And why did he drop the chalice? 

The dragon carefully picked up the crushed 
chalice with its paw covered in scales and, with all due 
care, placed it on the table, without forgetting to lick the 
spilled wine a few times with its thin, pink, split tongue: 

- But what about the wings... and the tail on top 

of that... 

He finally managed, without further incident, to 
reach Vala, and now he was looking at him sideways, 
pressing himself against the ground: so, are you going to 
be angry? 

- I wanted to hear it... - he even blew a little 

smoke through his nose and, asking, scratched 

the boot of the 
Vala com a un: go, stop? 

- Little children, - he let out a fake sigh. - Eh!.. 

what else, now? 

He stopped stroking the still soft skin under the 
dragon's narrow lower jaw - the dragon, because of that, 
blinked his golden moon-colored eyes, satisfied, and all 
that was left was to purr. 

- So what?.. come on, Master, he likes it... look! 

Eldhenn, to prove what was. said, roared 

something softly. 

Gorthaur looked worriedly at his younger brother: 
he's probably saying something stupid, even now, it's 
clear from his face - they've found something to do, or 
something like that! That one, however, said nothing, 
although he frowned in disgust and curled his lips with 
contempt. Excellent. 

- Hey, if you want to get him to be your pet - say it 
anyway! - Vala pretended to be indignant. 

He frowned thoughtfully. 

- That's a good idea, Master! - lighting up, she 

declared moments later. 

In response, laughter and shouts of “Hurray!” 
Vala also laughed, relieved: still a child, but that look - it 
was even scary. The one who sees and remembers. 
Besides her, only three chose this path. Twelve years - 
and see. Never before has there been anything like this... 

But a pang of worry still lingered. 
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- ..And the song, Gorthaur!... Did you see how 
Gelren looked at her? 
The Disciple looked at the Master maliciously: 
- And when you grow up? 
- Hm.. Take care of yourself - whatever. __I love you too! 
But what eyes!.. As if he were the same age as 
the world. “Symbol of the path for millennia”... 


..It was so cold that the lips were cracking, and 
on the eyelashes and on the fur hood, near the chin, a 
crust of snow formed. She was already thinking about 
whether she should go back, and at that moment she 
saw them. 

Winged swirls of snow, reflections 

of the sky's icy fire - is that right?.. - 

Who are you? 

The lips did not obey. The noise, the 

ice and the low clink formed a word: d 

- Helgeayni... 

She smiled, feeling neither her face was frozen 
nor the blood coming out of the small cracks in her lips. 

She couldn't explain what she saw. Music that 
became visible, a magical dance, icy flames intertwined, 
slow swirls of stardust... She stood, enchanted by the 
incomprehensible and strange wonder of the world of ice 
- world of non-humans, of Ice Spirits. “Where did you 
guys come from...” 

She could no longer ask - she only thought. I 
didn't know why - time stopped in the icy sorcery, and it 
was impossible to understand if minutes or hours had 
passed. There was only the joy of seeing this, seen by no 
one else. 

They heard. 

“Tennaeliayno... ask him...” 

Six sparkling, almost inaudible notes - a name. 
She repeated it to herself, and each note opened into a 
snow flower: the wind that carries the song of the stars 
in palms that see. Tennaeliayno. She looked, until her 
eyelids felt heavy, and the storm of stars surrounded her 
- is that what death is?... - what tranquility... And she no 
longer felt the strong gust of wind when huge black 
wings embraced her. 


- Elhe... Wake up... 

How difficult it is to open your eyes... You... 
Tennaeliayno... You don't even have the strength 
to smile. Great... 


The Black Book of Arda 


He ran his fingers through her silver hair: 


- Everything is good. Now sleep. The birds will let 


me know you're visiting me, and no one will worry. 


She pressed her face against his hand and closed 
her eyes again. 

- Master... Did you stay here all night watching? 

- And another day, and another night. How are 
you? 

- I was stupid. I wanted to see them so much... 


Helgeayni. They... they are beautiful. I can't tell... But I... 
I would have died if it weren't for you. Pardon me... 


- It's all my fault. I know her - I shouldn't have 


told her. After that story with the dragon... 


Wait... 


Elhe's face turned slightly pink. 

- You did not forget? 

- I remember everything about each one of you. 
It's obvious you wanted to see them. 

She lowered her head: 

- Aren't you mad at me, Tennaeliayno? 

- Not much, - he turned away, hiding his smile. - 
what did you call me? Did they speak to you? 

- I'm not sure... I thought this was all a dream. It 


just sounds so beautiful... 


- They rarely speak with words... - he stood up. -I 
am going. Are you hungry? 


olan -OMrorHH OY 


omaQqr a ~ 
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- The table is set in the next room. Afterwards, if 
you want to see the castle or read something - ask 
Neere, he will show you. 

- Who is it? 

- The first of the Fire Spirits. Haven't you seen 

them yet? 

She tilted her head to one side, brushed a strand 

of hair off her forehead: 

- No... 

- They don't actually talk much, but that's 

nothing. I will be back soon. 


- Kidneys!.. 

The door opened, and the huge winged figure 
respectfully bowed to the girl. She looked, enchanted, 
into the fiery eyes. 

- Are you the Spirit of Fire? 

- Me, - Ahero's voice sounded like distant 

thunder. 

He extended his hand. 

- Careful. You can burn yourself. Hands are 

warm. Erraener created us from the fire of Arta... 

“Erraener - the winged soul of Fire...” 

- ...1 understand him when he says he loves these 

little ones. 

- Do you know, what is love? 

Neere was silent for a long time, choosing his 

words. 

- They are... strange. I would do anything for 
them, - he wrapped himself in his wings as if it were a 
cape, in his fiery eyes slowly and tiny golden sparks 
appeared. - So... they're like sparks. Colorful. Quick. And 
defenseless. 

This time, he was truly silent. 

- Take me to the library, - asked Elhe. 

Balrog nodded. 


As soon as she saw the one who - in black robes 
all embroidered with gold - was standing near the table, 
she felt an unpleasant chill down her spine. She couldn't 
understand the reason for this, and that's why she 
always blamed herself for the vague hostility towards 
Maia Curumo. 

Maia Curumo. But Gorthaur is simply Gorthaur, 
even though he's a Maia too, but you remember that, 
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fleetingly, only when you see that even molten metal 
doesn't cause any harm to his fingers... 

- What are you doing here? 

The question, even though it was asked in a soft, 
almost affectionate voice, made her feel bad; she 
stammered, lost: 

- Me?.. I'm visiting... the Master... 

- For what? 

She contained herself with difficulty: 

- Simply... Nothing special. And what are you 

reading? 

Maia smiled, condescendingly: 

- It's still early for you to read, girl. You won't 

understand anything. 

Elhe's voice shook with anger; Never and no one 

had spoken to her like this: 

- I chose the Path. Three winters 

have passed; Did you _ forget?.. 

Again a condescending and 

indifferent smile: 

- Ican't remember them all. 

She took a sudden step towards the door, but 
suddenly she was afraid that she had offended Maia by 
doing so. 

- Did I offend you? I didn't want to, really... 

Maia raised his eyebrows, surprised, 

and, turning back to the book, said: - 

Absolutely not. 

Only after leaving the library did she realize that 
she was shivering, as if from the cold. Fear. Not fear of 
danger, but something indefinite, stuffy and sticky, like 
tentacles of gray fog... from where? It seems that Master 
had said something... or not? 

"Teacher. Thousands of times, you say his name 
in your thoughts - this name, unique, and never out loud. 
Don't dare. Thousands of times - insane words, and he 
will never say them. Better not to think about it. And not 
about anything else either. I wish you would come back 
soon, Master. Teacher". 

It was possible to wander around this castle for 
hours. Just walk and look, listening to the low music, 
trying to silence the impatience of waiting. 

She climbed to the upper landing of one of the 

towers, as if someone was calling her there... 

...He closed his wings slowly, still filled with the 
happy sensation of flight, of the starry wind that hits his 
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face and of freedom. And he heard an exclamation of 
surprise. The girl reached out her hand and, holding her 
breath, as if afraid of the miracle disappearing, touched 
the black wing. He laughed softly and happily, looking 
up: 

- Master... you have stars in your hair, look! 

He raised his arm to clear the snow, but changed 

his mind. 

- Let's go. That way you'll never get well - without 

a cape in this wind... 

“This is like a dream. Or a fairy tale. But dreams 
and stories don't last long and are soon forgotten... 
That's when stories are happy. And mine, it seems, is 
more bitter than absinthe. Or you feel that way too, and 
that's why you gave me that name... This will all end. All 
this will soon be over. I hate myself, it would be better if 
I wasn't born a Seer... And if I only knew what was going 
to happen... Feeling, but not knowing, not being able to 
prevent it... I will see - but then it will be too late”. 


- You are skilled in the art of composing songs, 
Minstrel; Why don't you compose a ballad about our 
lord? 

- But for what, Curumo? He never said he wanted 

this... 

- And he will never say. But of course you want 
to! Is there anyone who is more worthy of praise than 
him? He is the Lord of Arda, Lord of the World, and 
everything that lives in Arda, everything that is flesh of 
the 
The world obeys him... This will be your best song, 
Minestrel! 

- But the Master never said he needed this... 

- Believe me, I know. Think - him alone against all 
the Valar! The most powerful and strongest also need 
help. Don't you want to make our Lord happy? I 
guarantee you, he will be happy... 

- I don't know... I'll try... Maybe you're right, 

Curumo... 


- ..How weak I am, Master... I don't know 
anything yet... 

- What are you talking about, Gelren? 

- I want to compose a song about your 
achievements, and I couldn't... 

- For what, disciple? 

- I thought about pleasing you... 
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- Compliments don't bring me joy. And 

you know this. Who suggested this idea 

to you? - Curumo, Master... 

- Curumo, - repeated Melkor thoughtfully; then he 
looked up at his disciple and smiled. - Now you know 
that you can't tell your heart to sing. 

- Yes, Master... I understand... 

- Go, disciple. If you see Curumo, tell him to come 

here. 


- Why did you think I needed something like that? 

- Big! Who is worthy of praise if not you? In 
Valinor, day and night they sing the glory of Manwe - 
would you not be more worthy of it? About your deeds, 
songs must be composed... Because I know well - this 
will give you strength for new great deeds... All Arda will 
glorify you, Lord! 

- So you would like to compose a song yourself - 
said Melkor, mockingly, - you also have a good voice! 

- But my lord, - replied Curumo with dignity, - 
songs are the business of minstrels; they are like birds: 
they sing, because that is their nature. And my destiny is 
different. 

- It is true. It would be difficult to fly like a bird 

with wings like yours,” Vala smiled. 

Curumo remained unfazed: 

- I prefer to be firmly on the ground, - he replied, 
looking with contentment at his black robes, richly 
embroidered with gold and sparkles. 

- Well, let's stop that, - Melkor became serious. - 
Answer me, did I ask anyone to compose songs in my 
honor? 

- No, Grande; but I think he could not think 
anything contrary to his will. I am your creation, and all 
my thoughts and deeds begin with you... 

Melkor thought, gravely. Curumo 

waited for a response from him in 

silence. - Go, - finally replied ward, 

look at CurumoV 

And Curumo retired with a bow, full of awareness 
of his own dignity and wisdom. 

“Maybe, deep down I really aspire to glorification 
- and I’m simply afraid to admit it? No or yes? He really 
is my creation, and even though I wanted to create 
beings different from myself... Maybe what was hidden 
in me was part of him and infused him with these ideas? 
Maybe... So to overcome this in myself, I have to explain 
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it to him, teach him... I must be a terrible teacher if he 
continues to think like that... My fault.” 
- Curumo!.. 


He is sitting in a black armchair carved from 
wood: a tall, slender man, dressed in black; the cloak has 
been thrown, negligently, over the back of the armchair, 
the shirt is open on the chest: today was a hot and 
laborious day at the forge, but his body is unaware of 
tiredness. A sparkling light illuminates his face. 
Surprisingly beautiful. High forehead; eyebrows fly, with 
a slight break; in the rest of the eyelashes - eyes as clear 
and calm as stars; thin nose, slightly aquiline, a mouth 
with a beautiful and severe contour, the chin shows 
great willpower... He smiles, affectionate and dreamy: 
tomorrow is a new day, full of the joy of creating and 
knowing, like a chalice, until the edges, of sparkling 
golden wine. They can't even imagine how much he, 
their Master, learns from them, and he himself, in 
essence, is just one of them, discoverer of the mysteries 
of Ea... And in the afternoon the children will come and 
ask to tell a fairy tale again. .. What will he tell them? 

He reflected for a long time, looking out the 
window. The wind plays with strands of long dark hair. 
Then, he turns to the table, resolutely, picks up a blank 
sheet of paper and a black and silver quill. He has 
narrow, strong hands, long, slender fingers. Hands of a 
creator. 

The fluttering Tay-an signs appear on the leaf, so 
similar to the signs of the Dark. He smiles again, 
remembering the happy face of the Friend of Books: 
“Master, it seems that I understand how it is possible to 
write down thoughts... See, you liked it, yes?” 

He puts his pen aside only when the sky begins to 
lighten in the east. An Immortal does not need sleep. He 
rereads the writing, and a slight shadow falls over his 
face. The fairy tale became strange; and is it really a 
story? 

..The Star Walker goes through the land, and 
enters houses, and tells beautiful sad stories to children, 
and sings ballads. He comes to the children and gives 
each one a little piece of himself, leaves each one a piece 
of his own heart. Like a candle, which lights up when it 
burns - Star Walker. His arms become thinner and 
thinner, his face becomes more and more transparent, 
and only his eyes shine with the same clear light. It is 
not known how his path will end; he walks, lighting little 
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stars in the earth. His path is brief and sad, and the stars 
shine on him - he walks... 

He gets up, goes to the door. Tomorrow is the day 
that Gelren calls the day of his second birth: many years 
ago, on that same day he composed his first song. He 
prepared a gift for the Minstrel: all that was left was to 
place the singing iron strings from heaven and tune the 
lute. He left me g the Minstrel's illuminated face... 
But something disturbs him. 

This new disciple, Curumo. His creation, but 
absolutely different, after all. Sometimes it starts to 
seem like he understood everything, and then... So he 
came to the Minstrel and convinced him to compose this 
song. And for what? It comes from the heart, its creation, 
its disciple... and incomprehensible. Other. He likes this 
strange disciple, but it is impossible to forget the heavy 
cup and the taste of blood on his lips. Why? And it seems 
that it is precisely because of him that he will have to 
take the Sword of the Sun in his hands in Eclipse. 
Something is missing in Curumo; perhaps that clarity 
without which it is impossible to imagine others? And 
these conversations about glory, about power... At first, 
he was really surprised: what for? Then the worry woke 
up. Without realizing it, he began to be more attentive to 
Curumo than even to Gorthaur. The eldest disciple 
looked at this jealously, half jokingly, but little by little 
he began to avoid his younger brother. And the Master, 
painfully, did not want the new disciple to feel like a 
stranger here. But as if there was a wall between them. 

He shook his head. Enough. Otherwise the lute 
will remember these thoughts. It's necessary to go. If 
Arta changes everyone (he didn't like saying “Arda”, 
Kingdom - the name given by Iluvatar), this must also 
happen in Valinor. Over time, Curumo will change; Arta 
heals, and it's also difficult not to change living among 
the Dark Elves... 


- Will you allow me to sleep here? 
He didn't have a house of his own in the Elleri 
village; Normally, he returned at night to 
Helgor, but today he felt like staying with the disciples. 
Gellor-Mago lit up: 
- Of course, Master! Why do you ask? You are 
always welcome... 
The guests had already left, and they were left 
alone. The conversation continued until late. Gellor was 
not against a sequel, but Vala stopped him with a smile: 
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- Enough, have mercy! If I were human, I would 
have tortured myself enough: don't rush, you want to 
know everything at once. 


cba Hi 


. 


The Black Book of Arda 


ADS PS OS 


..The young woman curled up in the armchair, 
her legs drawn up: the fire in the fireplace was already 
going out and the room was quite cool. Her face was 
filled with calm sadness, and Vala stared at her for a few 
moments. It seems that, in beauty, she is not behind 
Allua, considered the most beautiful among the Elleri. 
But Allua is a fire sleeper, while this girl is a night 
flower... Probably, she wanted to ask about something, 
but she had to wait too long. Vala carefully covered her 
with her cloak and went to the window. 

- ... Teacher! 

Within moments, he was at her side. The young 
woman looked, with horror, at his arms; He touched his 
wrists with trembling fingers, let out a brief sigh and 
closed his eyes. 

- What there was? - he was worried. 

- Nothing... sorry, it was just a dream... 
Nightmare... - she tried to smile. - I tidied your room, I 
wanted to bring mulled wine - you must be cold - and, 
look, I ended up falling asleep... 

He ran his hand over the young woman's silver 
hair; lately, they forget more and more often that he is 
not human. 

- But that's not why you came. You wanted to talk 

to me, yes, Elhe? 

- Yes... No... I didn't want to, but I have to say... 
Master, - she began to speak very quietly, - he scares 
me. Don't let him near you - or do something else... I 
don't know, I don't know, I'm afraid... Master, he brings 
evil with him - for everyone, for you... He only likes 
himself - wise, great... g v 

- Who are you talking about, Elhe? - Vala and I 

was perplexed; I had never seen her like that. s 

- About this new one of yours... - she couldn't 
pronounce “disciple”, - about Curumo. I probably 
shouldn't talk like that... 
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- No... I've been thinking about that myself. 

Don't worry, Arta will heal you. - You don't 
believe that, Master. 

Vala tried to smile - the smile came out a little 
sad: 

- It seems that it is impossible to hide something 
from you. 

They were silent. 

- Master, can I bring the wine? 

He nodded, distracted. 

- And the fire almost went out... I already... 

- No need, Elhe, - he traced the Llah symbol in 
the air and flames appeared in the fireplace. 

She returned very quickly; he smiled gratefully 
as he took the cup from her hands. - Teacher... 
He raised his head: He was already on the 


doorstep - a thin figure in black; he saw, extraordinarily 
clear, her eyes. 


- Master, - the thin hand lay on his chest, - take 


care of yourself. I know, you don't know, but still... I fear 
for you. Anger deprives reason, the thirst for power kills 
pity and the chains of hatred can never be broken... 


He wanted to ask what she was talking about, but 
she had already disappeared. 


- Did you say, Great One, that none of 

your disciples were able to tame the 

Orcs? - Yes, Curumo. 

- Not even Gorthaur? - Curumo's face expressed 
the most absolute surprise. 

- Not even him. 

"Behold, the opportunity has arisen. I will prove 


to him that I am more worthy of his graces than 
Gorthaur. He will understand that it is better to have 
business with me. Artano only knows how to listen, count 
stars and waste time with these... Dark Elves. No, he is 
not a rival to me. And the Lord will see that." 


- Allow me, Great... 
- What? - Melkor was surprised. 
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“There is no doubt, Elves are beautiful. But if a 
war starts, none of them will be able to fight. If they had 
known this in Valinor, Melkor would hardly have 
remained free for long. I can't understand it! He could 
be a true Lord of the World, subjugate everyone - why 
doesn't he think about that? Listen to their songs, their 
fairy tales... And what's more, did he want to make Orcs 
the same? Can't he see - they are destined for war! Do 
they revere strength? - this is what must happen with 
warriors. He says, has fear become their essence? - 
better: fearing his power, they will fight to the end. The 
Lord doesn't want to think about these things - well, 
then I'll deal with them. I will teach them to forge metal 
and to fight; I will be second to the Lord for them: in the 
hands in which the army is, is the power. The scoundrels 
of Valinor will still crawl beneath my feet! They, idiots, 
have entrenched themselves in their Blessed Realm and 
don’t even think about war... What do they do? It will be 
worse for them!” 
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- I fulfilled your order, Great! 

Five strong Orcs in full armor prostrated 

themselves before Melkor's throne. 

Curumo lit up when he saw the Lord's surprised 
face. All this time, he worked alone so that no one would 
see the fruits of his labors before their time, and now he 
expected praise from the Lord. 

- What is that? - Melkor finally recovered his 

speech. 

- Orcs, my lord. His servants and warriors. With 
them, you will dominate the whole world - see, how 
strong they are, how faithful to you! May from this day 
forth fear he who dares to call himself a 
King of the World: now he 

will know who the 

true Lord of Arda is! - 

What did you do? 

asked Melkor heavily. 

Curumo was bewildered: he had not expected 

such a reception. 

- Big! How can a Lord not have an army? And you 
don't need to fight the wars yourself - put me in charge, 
you'll see - I'll be worthy of your trust. 

- I don't want blood. So you still don't understand 

anything? 

- I understand, my lord. Your hands will be clean - 
I will do everything, - Curumo regained his confidence, 
he spoke, delighting in the sound of his own voice. - And 
there will be a great war, and the Valar 
will fall at your feet - you will be the 

only one to reign in Arda, and I 

will be your general... Suddenly, 

he saw the face of Melkor, 

disfigured by anger and disgust. 

- Get out of here, - a horrible hissing whisper. 

- What?.. - Curumo thought he had heard wrong. 

O 

- Outside! Take your damn gift - it's stained with 

blood! 

Curumo backed away, covering his face with his 
hands. As if a mask of wise distinction had fallen from 
his face: fear and hatred in the dark eyes, teeth furiously 
bared, like those of a wolf. Melkor threw the golden cup 
at him with all his might; and, with a piercing scream of 
terror, Maia ran out of the room. 
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Vala remained standing, breathing hard, 
clenching his fists in anger; and then the chief of the 
Orcs, with a grimace like a ferocious animal, said: 
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...It seemed to him that he had gone blind. A red 
cloak covering the view. But more terrible than this 
sudden blindness was the vision, mercilessly clear, 
inescapable - like a knife pressed to the neck. 

He groaned through clenched teeth, and it 
brought him back to reality. Someone touched 
convulsively clenched fists. Gorthaur. 

- What there was? You were blind, and your 
eyes... forgive me... I was afraid... Never before have you 
looked like that. Do you feel sick? 

- It is nothing, - replied Melkor. - It's over. 

- No no. Please. I want to help, allow me to. 

- It is not necessary. Go. 

- Did I offend you in some way? 

- No. Forgive me. I need to be alone. 
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THE DISCIPLE AND THE MASTER. 500502 
AWAKENING OF THE ELVES 


Maia waited a few seconds, bewildered, then 
bowed briefly and left. Who knows what goes through 
the Master's head. Maybe it's really better for him to be 
alone? Who could discover his plans? For a few moments 
Melkor saw the tall, slender silhouette on the threshold, 
then the door closed. He leaned forward, shaking. It's 
difficult to hide the tension of your spirit from other 
people's eyes. Mainly these. To himself he now seemed 
like the string stretched to its fullest length. Will the bow 
break? Will the rope break? Will the hand shake? Or will 
the arrow fly despite everything? Fear. Fear and 
perplexity. Terrible discovery - Curumo. A part of the 
soul. Part of your “self”. It was he himself who created 
him, worked on every feature of his face, placed his soul 
and spirit inside the still motionless creature, gave him a 
part of his own heart... “And that’s me? And everything 
that is hateful to me, I put into it, trying to get rid of 
myself? And now he is expelled? This is too terrible, too 
similar... Or am I just like Eru? That's just me. But I'm 
not what he thinks, could this be the other side of me... 
What a weight... Or did they mutilate him like that? But 
Gorthaur is absolutely different, even though he is his 
brother, he is not like that!” He shuddered, struck by a 
sudden thought. “And why isn’t that the case? Maybe it's 
exactly like that, only smarter. More covert. No, it can't 
be... Could all of this be a lie? I can't believe it...” But 
doubt was already stirring in his soul. And like an 
avalanche, memories poured out, but now he saw 
everything with different eyes... 

“Tt was not for nothing that he brought me a gift. 
Also - present. Payment. I bought it. And what's more, a 
dagger. He doesn't know how to create other things. And 
more - what good did he do here? They say he teaches 
the Elves how to make weapons and how to fight... For 
what? No, I must not allow that. Curumo desired power 
and assembled an army for himself. No! I will not allow 
mutilating their souls! He will make them creatures 
similar to Orcs... No, no... Believe in who, what to do? 
I'm alone, I'm absolutely alone... And it's better to stay 
that way. Trust yourself - the way I am. But how will I 
expel him? Maybe I'm wrong? Maybe he is what he 
seems? But what do I do now, tell me, someone!” He sat 
for a long time, pressing his fingers to his temples. “No, I 
can't expel him just like that. That hurts. But he will also 
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no longer remain among the Elves. Let him go to the 
Orcs. Whatever. Just like his little brother.” 

And Maia Gorthaur has already forgotten how 
cold the Master was to him. The world was young, and 
he himself was young, and he rejoiced in everything. 
Even more, the Artificer and the Armorer were waiting 
for him. Curumo? May Eru be with him, may he go 
wherever he wants, as long as he doesn't appear again 
with his disgusting Orcs. He ran through the streets of 
the wooden city, between the houses adorned with 
precious carvings, smiling at the Elves, who knew him 
well and loved him. And there, near the river, was the 
forge, where he and the Armorer worked. Few Elves 
were disciples of Gorthaur; for now, weapons and the art 
of combat seemed to him no more than an exciting 
game. And Maia hoped that this would continue to be a 
joke. He never spoke about it to Melkor, deeming it 
irrelevant, even though he made no effort to hide it. 

Geleon's eyes sparkled - like that whenever he 

thought of something new. 

Gorthaur couldn't say anything, he grabbed his arm and 
began to tell him, excitedly: 

- You know, it's possible to tame it! And I 

understood how! t 

- What do you... - Maia barely had time to open 

his mouth. 

- About gold, what else! I can't forget the cup of 
Curumo. I suffered, without understanding why, and 
then I understood - I want to give away gold. Find and 
discover his soul. Because there are no good or bad 
metals and gems, you simply need to know how to listen 
to them! And I understand, I will! 

The Armorer was laughing softly in the corner, 
squinting his clear blue eyes. He wanted to say 
something, but he didn't have time - an Elf came in and 
said: - The Master is calling you, Gorthaur. 


Melkor's voice was dry and cold as the winter 
wind, which brings sharp grains of ice from the north. 
The distant look reflects a bit of aversion. 

- I heard that you are teaching the Elves to forge 

weapons. For what? 

- Forgive me, Master, if I did something wrong, 
but I thought they must know how to defend themselves. 
I would very much like to believe that Valinor will leave 
us alone, but unfortunately - I cannot. Something 
disturbs me... 
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He didn't finish the sentence. 

- Allow me to take care of this, Artano. 

Something moved inside Maia, who had lost the 
ability to speak. He involuntarily brought his hand to his 
chest - where the thing was. Once again... once again 
she tightened her grip and was still... 

- Don't you think that what you teach the Elves - 
killing - is more suitable for Orcs? Or does Curumo's 
glory not leave him alone? 

Maia looked at his face with the wide-open eyes 
of a wounded animal, without the strength to say even 
one word. 

- I decided to give you an important task. I see it 
wasn't for nothing that you brought me a dagger. You 
are not a creator. He's a warrior. You understand war. 
Then go to Ast Ahe. There, Ahere are taking care of the 
Orcs, trying to tame them. And you are my first disciple, 
- he gave special emphasis to these words, - isn't that so? 
And Aulé also appreciated his work. You are smart and 
talented. And so? So go, Artano - your knowledge will be 
useful to you! 

Gorthaur barely heard his own voice: 

- Yes sir... 


Everything that was happening to him was now 
coming together in a single, immense, silent scream - 
“Why?” Before, when he, out of ignorance, made terrible 
mistakes, they never humiliated him... And he explained 
everything, told everything honestly, and then... The 
clear spring sun now burned his eyes, the friendly smiles 
seemed to him like evil grimaces, and the warm air - 
suffocating, squeezing the chest like heavy water. He 
dragged himself with difficulty to his house and fell to 
the ground, powerless, curling up to escape the feeling 
of something struggling in his chest, which had 
returned. 

He could not suppose that the Master, whom he - 
himself one of the people of the creators - idolized, could 
be unjust or wrong. As a child in infancy believes that his 
parents are impeccable, so he believed in Melkor. And 
then he himself is to blame for everything. But in what? 
What did he do? Understanding this was beyond his 
reach. Asking for explanations - he didn't dare. “Perhaps 
his anger will calm down, and he will tell me? Or maybe 
he really can trust this to me alone.” And Maia stuck to 
that idea, and began to convince herself... 
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He was perfectly calm when he said goodbye to 
the Armorer and Geleon in the morning, he was smiling - 
except there was a needle poking him inside. 


Now, Gorthaur and Melkor communicated only 
through intermediaries. And it became increasingly 
difficult for Maia to read the cold orders written by a 
strange hand, for “general Artano”. As if nails were 
being driven into it. So he didn't forgive. He didn't 
forgive... And more and more something stirred in his 
chest. 

The Orcs obeyed him like dogs to Oromé. And he 
hated them. They and the memories about Curumo were 
between him and the one he no longer dared to call 
Master. And little by little he began to doubt himself. 
The 


..He read Ast Ahe's messages, written by his 
disciple's hand. Brief, no useless words. “To Lord Melkor 
of the ruler of Ast Ahe. My lord..." And his heart 
trembled painfully when he noticed: here Gorhaur's hand 
trembled, here the thread slipped downward, here a 
painfully clumsy word crept in... 

He tried to convince himself, he tried to convince 
with arguments of reason - nothing helped, and the 
worry did not calm down, and bitterness filled his heart; 
and in the dead of night, measuring with his steps the 
infinite corridors and high-ceilinged rooms of Helgor's 
castle, he engaged in an endless argument with himself - 
the most cruel and terrible interlocutor... 

He remained the same with the disciples. He 
spoke to them, listened to them, smiled, and the ice 
claws tightened their hold on his heart. He did not need 
sleep, and he envied those to whom the night brought 
oblivion and freed them from sadness. For him, every 
minute of solitude turned into torture, every night 
turned into a chain of tiring, painful and useless 
reflections. He tried to force himself not to think about 
it. And he couldn't. 

“To Lord Melkor of the ruler of Ast Ahe. My 

Lord..." 

The letter can be torn up, burned, destroyed - but 
you will not forget the words, it was not given to you, 
you do not know how to forget, and the lines - fire on 
black - appear before your eyes, you just need to close 
your eyelids. And like a whip: “My lord...” 
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“- Light... from where? What is that? 

- The sun. 

- Did you create it? 

- No. It existed before, before Arda. Look. 

- ...What is that? 

- Stars. You are the same as the one you saw. 
They're just too far away. There - there are other 
worlds...” 


“ 


- ,..You know... sometimes it seems like the 
world is so fragile...” 


“No, that couldn't be a lie, so don't lie... Or - 
could it? The heart against reason... What if... Let him 
come here... talk to him, explain... But I won't be able to 
expel him a second time. And I will believe whatever he 
says. I will not be able to understand where the truth is, 
and where the lie is. Truly, we are blind to those we 
love... And if he lies, what then? No, better to leave 
everything as it is...” 

But his spirit found no peace, and his heart was 
torn. He tried to spend more time with the disciples, and 
that made them happy - but he could no longer live 
among them. And, in the still darkness, he rode the 
winged horse, or flew like a black wind towards the 
wooden city. The city slept, and for a long time he 
wandered aimlessly through the alleys between houses 
the color of golden honey... 

The children looked for him as before. But the 

stories he told were increasingly 
sad. 


... The Flower of the Night, who loved the Moon, 
resembled a star. It was destined for a brief life, and the 
flower knew that it would fall asleep in the autumn, only 
to awaken a year later. But the Moon loved her, and 
every night the flower opened in her affectionate 
moonlight, and it seemed impossible to separate herself 
from her love for long months. And this is what the Earth 
said to him: “Sleep... Autumn is already near, and life is 
abandoning you, my child... In spring you will awaken 
and once again you will be the star of the earth....” But 
the flower did not replied to her mother. And, seeing his 
sadness, this is what Night said: “If your love is so 
strong, if it is more precious than life; Know, star of the 
earth, you will shine for many more nights, but you will 
pay for it with your life.” 
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And so it was. 

Many nights passed, and the flower's brightness 
turned into pain, as it was dying. And an inexplicable 
sadness was born in the hearts of those who inhaled her 
bitter aroma, but this bitterness was happiness, because 
the Moon presented her with her love. 

And as she looked upon the earth one night, the 
Lady of the Night saw that the star of the earth had gone 
out. Then she understood what the flower paid for love. 
The tears of the Moon were more bitter than the water 
of the sea, and immense was the sadness of the Earth. 
But this sadness and these tears turned into wormwood, 
the herb of sadness, whose flowers hold the silver of the 
moonlight and the stems - the bitterness of the Moon's 
tears. Wormwood is called the herb of sadness, and the 
bitterness of it is sacred, for this It is the bitterness of 
love more precious than life... 


“What is happening to you, Master? For everyone, 
you are the same as before, but I see - you have 
changed... You smile, but your eyes are sad; you are with 
us, but your thoughts are far away, and who knows 
them? I see, sadness is in your heart, but how to ask? 

How you wait for Ast Ahe's letters - but there is 
no joy on his face when he reads them. Why did your 
Disciple abandon us? His house is empty, and the herbs 
have grown tall on the side of her walls... Master, why 
doesn't he return? 

Who could, who dared to hurt your heart, why do 
you hide this pain - we love you, each one of us would 
give our own lives to help you... And you, as if you were 
hiding behind a wall - for what? Because when the heart 
hurts, it is visible, and I was born a Seer... 

Tell me, what's the matter with you, Master? 
What tortures you, Master? Swift is the flight of the 
winged horse, the light of the stars washes the rider's 
face like water from a fountain - sadness is in your eyes, 
and you have no peace... What pursues you, what 
tortures you? Tell me, answer me - I don't dare ask... 
How can I help you, Master? Teacher..." 


Right at the beginning of autumn, he received 
news from Geleon. That one called him to see the gold 
tamed. For the party that was being organized for that 
reason. It was Geleon who called - no 
Melkor. And Gorthaur took courage. After all, no one 
forbade him to leave Ast Ahe... 
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He lived so long among the Elleri Ahe that he 
became similar to them in many ways. He learned to 
understand and value heat and cold, the joy of a fire in 
the fireplace on a freezing day, a bonfire on a damp 
autumn night, sparks from torches on a spring festival 
night. He learned to love the cold, icy black of the winter 
night sky, the soft sleepy grandeur of the snow-covered 
forest, the reflection of dawn on frozen ponds, the 
snowfall gathering on tree branches in the silence of the 
deep woods. He loved the joyful weariness of good work 
- after a day at the forge, among molten metal and the 
burning smell of iron, the noisy breathing of the fire and 
the banging of the hammer, when he, exhausted and 
drenched in sweat, looked at the ingenious work of the 
day, and joy and pride made my chest swell. Fatigue laid 
his fingers, authoritatively, on his eyelids, made his body 
heavy, sank him into the depths of thoughts and dreams 
about something new that he will do, will certainly do 
tomorrow, as the day begins. He learned to enjoy the 
taste of food... He didn't need any of that - he was a 
Mayan. But I wanted to know what they knew. And he 
remade himself, becoming almost one of them. He 
understood that this was more of a game than a 
transformation, but he played it seriously. But even then 
he did not know sleep. He didn't know pain. He didn't 
know many things, and still couldn't know them. 

He was the last to arrive at the House of Feasts, 
so as to blend in with the crowd, he would not be seen by 
Melkor. Gorthaur desperately wanted to be one of the 
happy crowd, but he couldn't - they were happy, and 
there was no weight in their hearts. He was also smiling, 
but there was a piece of ice inside him, and worry froze 
in his eyes. He was cold - not like the winter wind, much 
colder, for it was inside him. He sat in the farthest 
corner of the room, in the shade, far from that part of 
the table where Melkor was already sitting next to the 
person responsible for the celebration. Melkor smiled 
and said something to his neighbors, and everyone 
laughed, and Vala himself laughed... “What a smile... 
Joyful and open, like a child's... Absolutely the same. 
Master, what did I do to make your smile fade? Why was 
your gaze so heavy when talking to me? What is my 
fault?” He fervently wished they would see him, come 
close, talk... But he imagined how this smile will fade, 
and everyone will see it, and everyone, everyone, will 
think that he is to blame... What if he really is guilty? .. 
Gorthaur hid further in the shadows. 
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Geleon's work was on a simple black wooden 
platter, and each one took this wonder in their hands, 
and silence little by little filled the room, and only 
whispers and amazed sighs could be heard among the 
golden flicker of the candle flames. It was a crown of two 
intertwined flexible branches, with open leaves and 
flowers. Geleon truly tamed gold - he lived. The play of 
warm light on the surface - in some places polished, in 
others rough or carved, made the leaves move slightly, 
as in the wind. The colors of the gold were different, 
probably the Artificer used the metal of different 
purities, and the flowers were lighter than the leaves, 
and the leaves - than the stems. With each movement of 
the crown, the living branches glowed, and if one looked 
at them for a long time, one imagined hearing music. It 
wasn't the smug, heavy metal—the tamed gold was soft 
and caring, and the glow of it turned into a warm light. 

The crown was passed, carefully, from hand to 
hand, and each one, handing it to his neighbor, seemed 
to leave for himself a part of that strange vision that 
radiated from her. Gorthaur held it with his fingertips, as 
if afraid of crushing the trembling living leaves. It looked 
like dew drops sliding down the leaves, and even though 
he knew that this was just a play of light, created by 
Geleon's skillful hands, he didn't understand why the 
water didn't wet his fingers. He didn't realize that he 
was already standing, that everyone was watching him, 
seeing his amazed face, surprised like a child's. His 
hands were shaking slightly, and the leaves were 
shaking as if there was a slight breeze. He didn't see or 
hear anything around him. He looked. I absorbed this 
strange charm of tamed metal... 

- Too bad Gorthaur isn't watching, - sighed 
Artificer. - Master, tell me, can he not leave Ast Ahe even 
for a day? 

Melkor did not respond. He suddenly wished, 
painfully, that Maia were here: “May I be damned with 
this resolution of mine! I don't want to believe he's lying! 
If it were possible to make him...” 

Suddenly, Vala noticed a tall figure that stood in 
the far corner of the hall. Like a burn: “He’s here?! From 
where?! Go there, talk to him...” But he imagined how 
the Maia will bow with fear and respect before him, how 
he will hear again: “Sir...” Not only him - everyone, 
everyone will see and hear this... "Because here? And he 
didn't even come to talk to me... he hid in the corner...” 
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A terrible confusion of thoughts and feelings. And 
as if it came from outside - the voice itself, words whose 
meaning is unreachable: 

- Why are you here? Why did you come in secret? 


The voice, calm but as cold as indifference itself, 
broke through, destroyed, shattered the vision. Maia's 
hands trembled and the crown fell to the floor... A sigh of 
regret sounded in the hall, someone screamed. Gorthaur 
stood still, looking terrified at Geleon's astonished face, 
and at what minutes before was a wonder. And again 
that same voice sounded, now bitter, full of hidden pain: 

- Really, you are not capable of creating - only 
destroying. And there is no place for you among the 
creators. Go back to the Orcs - they are more like you! 

Gorthaur didn't have the courage to look at the 
speaker. He turned around - slowly, as the wounded men 
were close to death before falling - and ran into the 
street. He didn't get to see how Geleon stood up and, 
picking up the crumpled crown, spoke mutely, looking at 
Melkor's face: 

- Why did you hurt him like that, Master? Is it 
because of a dead piece of metal? I curse this metal 
then! 

And Geleon, throwing the crown on the ground, 

stepped on it and left, without turning around. 


Melkor remained standing very straight, looking 

at the door. 

- Master... - began the Minstrel. And he fell silent. 
The Vala took a step forward, pushed the elf away and 
walked slowly towards the door. The Elves moved away 
in silence, opening the way. The eyes - darkened, terrible 
- like two sick stars in the shadow of straight eyelashes. 

... Swift flight towards the black wind, towards the 
clear stars that cut across his face... He was running 
away from everyone, now it seemed to him - in 
everyone's eyes one could read recrimination, in all their 
faces - the bitterness of disappointment of the one they 
will no longer call Master, because how can someone 
who did something like that be Master? 

With difficulty, he went to his room, staggering 
like a wounded man, pressing the palm of his hand 
against his chest, where his heart was struggling in pain. 
His vision was getting dark, and he found his way by 
feeling along the walls. He abruptly opened the window, 
tore the collar off his shirt and stood breathing in the 
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freezing wind for a few moments. He dragged himself to 
the bed and threw himself face down on it, clutching his 
head in his hands, which was burning in infernal pain. 

“Gorthaur... What have I done, blind and cruel 
monster... My place is not among them. There is no 
forgiveness for me. What have I done, my Disciple... how 
dare I call - you - my disciple?.. Right, right... that one 
guessed what I am...” 

He didn't know how much time had passed. 

Someone knocking on the door - low, insistent. 

- Teacher! 

At first, he didn't think it was him. When he did, 
his face contorted into a crooked smile. 

- Master, open up, I need to talk to you! 

Geleon. “Well, judge me, Artificer.” 

- Sim. 

The voice - unrecognizably hoarse, dull and 

lifeless. 

- You... began the Artificer, irately, 

when Vala appeared on_ the 

doorstep. And it stopped. 


It's a good thing that almost everyone was now at 
the Casa de Festas, otherwise he would have walked 
under their gaze, as if under whips. It was a good thing 
it was late, and the darkness hid him. It's a good thing 
his house was far from the city center. This house has 
been empty for a long time, but now it will be empty 
forever. Maia didn't have the courage to cross the 
threshold. He had no right. In the dark, he heard the 
voices of the few things he owned, dear to him because 
they were gifts from his friends or his own creations. But 
now, everything he himself had done seemed monstrous 
and poorly done. And then he entered. 

He was unable to destroy just a single object - 
that dagger that he had once given as a gift to the 
Master. Now it also seemed horrible to him, but he 
couldn't break it. Could not. The blade sparkled, 
preserving the touch of Melkor's hands, at that time still 
friendly hands, hands of the one he respected as all the 
best he had in his own life. He now felt something new, 
at once painful and purifying. This something made him 
gasp, he was suffocating, like a fish thrown out of the 
water, he was choking on this air, because he didn't 
know how to breathe; Something was beating wildly in 
his chest. Something happened to his eyes - a strange 
liquid ran down his face - he thought it was a disease, 
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and he couldn't understand why this happened to him, 
he who couldn't be a son of Arta. With difficulty, he 
calmed down and, feeling the usual silence within him, 
he looked around for the last time... 

When Geleon finally worked up the courage to go 
to the remote house, he saw only the door wide open and 
a mountain of debris on the floor. The house was 
deserted. 


He found this round pond lost in the forest a long 
time ago. Spring was in full swing then, and he walked in 
the semi-darkness of the forest, where, under the trees, 
delicate and fragile little stars were squeezed, as if white 
stars were trying to hide here from the sun's rays. And 
the entire forest was filled with the magical smell of 
semi-transparent lilies-of-the-valley, which seemed to be 
made of wax. It was then that something moved in his 
chest for the first time, and he convulsively swallowed 
some of the spring air. It seemed to him that some bird 
was sleeping inside him, and he was inexplicably afraid 
that the bird would suddenly wake up and run away... 
And then he saw the dark blue eye veiled by the sharp 
lashes of the trees. A piece of the sky melted, forming a 
lake in the middle of the forest. The water was warm, 
with a strange and pleasant taste, and the smell of 
autumn leaves. The bottom was covered with a dark 
layer of leaves, and it was possible to observe, through 
the transparent water, how the shadows of the clouds 
dragged across the bottom. He came here very carefully, 
trying not to crush any plants or leaves. It was his lake, 
and he was - of the lake. Every now and then, it seemed 
to him that there was someone else here, especially 
when the lake was enveloped in fog. 

Fog like that only appeared here. It was full of 
mentions and unfinished forms, as if they were pieces of 
thoughts. And every time, he took with him a part of the 
mirage, an embryo of a plan, a question that needed to 
be answered... At night, he looked at how the moss 
sparkles, and how the stars in the sky talk, without 
words, with the stars in the sky. water, which bloom with 
flowers never before seen by him. One day he took one 
of these flowers to Master... so he could still call him 
that. He asked - were you the one who created this living 
star? But the Master looked at the flower with joyful 
surprise and, shaking his head, replied that it was 
someone kinder and more affectionate than him. Now 
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these flowers were in almost all the lakes - so did the 
Master. 

Sometimes he would pluck up the courage to step 
into the lagoon, and the water would hug his body, 
parting into heavy dark waves behind him as he swam 
from one bank to the other. And he would lie on his back 
and smile at the sky. Only he disturbed the eternally 
smooth mirror of the waters, as the wind never managed 
to reach here. That mirror never lied. He bent over the 
water and asked - who am I? He saw each other and 
smiled, and drank the best wine in the world with a taste 
of autumn leaves... 

The few leaves that hadn't yet fallen trembled, 
bleeding gold, like Geleon's crown in his hands. A 
transparent, crystalline day, transparent and sonorous 
forest... Late raspberry fruits, like small pyramids of 
sparkling rubies on dark green palms. Colorful caps of 
mushrooms, the attractive poisonous drops of lily-of-the- 
valley fruits, black pupils of raven's eyes. The spring 
scent turned into autumn poison. Gold and fire. Gold and 
poison. Gold and blood... “And I don't even have blood... 
Who am I, who? And what happened, why was I 
expelled?” He knelt down and bent over the water... It 
was the wind that blew, or a drop fell from the branch, 
and the water looked at him - a 
Orc... 

He drew back sharply, and the _ terrible 
assumption fell upon him like an avalanche, the world 
spiraled, and with each swift turn the truth appeared 
more and more naked and terrible. 

“...S0, he saw everything and understood right 
away... and didn't accept the gift... He knew that I would 
never, ever become alive, that Predetermination arrived 
with me. He knew what I will be... Oh... Will I really 
create only evil... but I don't want to, I understand 
everything, I won't do anything bad.” And from the 
memory, Geleon's face emerged. and Elves with swords, 
and Orcs obedient out of fear. Here's the evidence. It's 
terrible to understand that you are evil, without feeling 
evil... But why did it happen like that? Did Melkor know 
from the beginning that in him, Gorthaur, lies evil Or did 
he himselfi  ? did something that transformed him... 

“Eru, one day, was afraid of his own creation, 
because Melkor was stronger than him. He considered it 
evil. So I scared my creator. But I really am evil. But why 
didn't he just kick me out, why did he make me love 
him?! Maybe he thought it was possible to change me, 
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just as he hoped to cure the Orcs... But I'm not an Orc 
yet. I will have time to leave...” 

Every step was difficult. He literally dragged 
himself, forcing himself to walk. I didn't want to leave. 

“And that dagger - will I give it there, in Valinor? 
They will have to wait a long time. It's not for them. For 
whom, then? His place is here, in Arta, for I could still 
change when I did; There is still no evil in him...” He 
reminded Neere. He first saw it among the eternal 
glaciers of the north, torn by a volcano that never went 
out. The balrog was knee-deep in the fire and laughed, 
drowning out the roars of the eruption. The sparkles of 
the fire reflected on his shiny black skin, as if it were 
polished, sparks ran along his dark wings, and his eyes 
and hair were flames. His hand was probably as hot as 
lava, but Gorthaur felt no pain. The Armorer was always 
surprised when he took the red-hot metal bar out of the 
fire with his bare hand, and there wasn't even a burn 
mark on his hand... “Neere will use the dagger. He will 
not turn to evil. You won’t turn into an Orc like me...” 

Now, understanding his own condemnation, his 
own rejection, he almost calmed down. He walked 
towards the northwest, and with each step he consoled 
himself - it's not now, it's not soon, I can still stay here, 
in Arta, it's not yet... 

“T also did good things, despite everything. As 
long as I could. Alright, my time is up, and I'm no longer 
needed. I understand everything - now is the time of the 
Elves. And if I became like this, then it is really 
necessary to leave, so as not to lead them to ruin... 
Geleon, Armorer... I don't even dare to call you 
friends..." 

The sea was gloomy, mixing with the low, covered 
with torn clouds - like a dusty web - sky. The great sea of 
Arta. Living, singing, beloved sea. The murky gray-green 
water gnawed furiously at the land. The air smelled of 
salt and seaweed - espresso, you could even cut it into 
slices, smell. It was drizzling. The wind mixed the sea air 
with water dust from the sky. Good and sad. “There will 
be one more night. And at dawn, I will leave. No, at 
sunset, so that there will be one more day, and I will 
swim following the Sun. Because there will be nothing 
left. It's the doorstep... ” He walked away from the coast, 
away from the sea, to live his last hours in Arta without 
this thought that he must leave. Behind the rocks, the 
sea could no longer be heard. Here the forest began, 
similar to that one, near the lake... Moss, red beads of 
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red cranberry... On the other side, there is no moss like 
that, no fruits like that. 

At night, the weather became better. Sky. Sky of 
Arta, bottomless, transparent. Mansions of the 
Universe... Stars... Eyes of the Dark... 


“- Light... from where? What is that? 

- The sun. 

- Did you create it? 

- No. It existed before, before Arda. Look. 

- ...What is that? 

- Stars. You are the same as the one you saw. 
They're just too far away. There - there are other 
worlds...” 


“There, there will be nothing like that. There, the 
sky is blind. But I won't be able to forget anything. 
Where will I go then, because I can't even die..." 

Something made a noise in the bushes. Gorthaur 
jumped up. Wolf's yellow eyes. He knew these animals. 
He didn't know where they came from, but they were 
friends of him and Melkor. They didn't know how to 
speak, but Gorthaur could read their thoughts. And he 
understood that the wolf was looking for him. Searching 
at Melkor's request. And he feared that, after seeing 
Vala, he would never be able to leave. 

- Please, - he began to speak, quickly and 
fumbling, - don't hand me over, don't tell me where I am. 
I must, I have to leave, you understand! I beg you, don't 
hand me over! 

The wolf looked at him for a few moments, with 
his teeth bared, as if he were smiling. Then he turned 
and disappeared as silently as he had appeared. 

Maia calmed down. In the wolf's thoughts, there 

was compassion. He won't hand it over. 


In the morning - a warm, almost summer morning 
- the wind brought a memory of the sea. It made me 
want to feel Arta with his skin for the last time... How 
difficult it will be in the sticky, sweet, windless air of 
Aman... He took off his torn coat, like a snake shedding 
its old skin, as if ripping it off itself even the meat given 
to him by Arta. 

- Orthenner! - the wind brought the call. Very 
close. He shuddered, as if an Ahero's lash touched his 
back. Found it. He followed and found it. Like a criminal. 
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Why, why... He himself wanted him to leave... Why 
torture... 

- Orthenner! Where is it? Don't hide, where are 

you? 

He ran across the meadow, embraced by a 
horseshoe of rock. Go away, hide, quickly, so as not to 
have to see... Again, the restless bird moved in his 
chest... Okay, it will soon pass... He threw himself 
somewhere, bumped into the rock, he fell, hurting 
himself on the sharp stones, got up, cursing, and 
understood that it was too late to escape. 

- Orthenner, wait! Why do you run away? Listen! 

- No... No, go away! Go, please! Leave me alone! 

- Hope... 

- No! No need, I know everything, I understand 
everything, don't say anything! You won't be able to do 
anything, don't feel sorry for me! Predetermination... 
You will not overcome it, I will not be able to do 
anything, I understand everything: my destiny is to 
destroy. Don't talk, you don't need anything! I've done 
everything, everything I could, besides - I'm evil. 

Be merciful, let me go, what do you need me for? 

- And where will you go? - said Melkor in a 
strange voice, and his face became terribly tired and 
aged. 

- Don't feel sorry, finish talking. I will not stay 
here, I must not bring evil, I am a stranger in Arta! I 
know, I know, you think I will come to Valinor and be 
against you, like Curumo. And that?! Believe me at least 
now - I will sooner tear out my own tongue than speak a 
word that is against you there! I will no longer be able to 
forget! I'm a stranger there too, I'm a stranger here too, 
but there I won't do any harm! Leave me, go away! 

- What are you talking! Listen! They won't forgive 
you, you won't lick the ground under their feet like 
Curumo! 

- “Like your brother” - say it anyway. What do you 
care, sir... And what can they do to me? Okay, Aule will 
put me on a chain, someday he will end up letting go... 
But you won't be there, no one will tame me, it's easier, 
when enemies... Don't say anything! (“Damned bird, why 
what strikes again, why right now!”) No one will tame 
me... 

He laughed strangely: 

- Tell me, sir, if you knew everything, why did you 
tame me? Why did you give me hope? Why didn't you 
expel him? Well, I ended up liking you... No, I'm not 
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lying, it's true. Did you have compassion? Cruel is your 
compassion! (“Stop struggling, be still!”) Now it will be 
difficult for me to leave... But what do you care, I'm just 
a disobedient servant... So send Ahere to beat me, if I'm 
an evil creature, still It will be easier! 

He retreated further and further, moving away 
from Melkor, who was walking towards him, until he was 
leaning against the rocks. He finished. He fell silent, 
raised his face in despair, expecting everything - blow, 
curse, wrath... He walked, pressing his back against the 
rough stones along the horseshoe, without taking his 
eyes off Melkor's face, with all his strength trying to 
force the scary bird to shut up. And the bird wouldn't 
calm down, he wanted to jump out, and Maia no longer 
understood his own words, because he_ stopped 
controlling his own body. He convulsively swallowed air, 
choked, burning his throat, and, after falling, tried to 
drag himself away, to hide. And then he just screamed in 
pain and struggled on the ground like a wounded animal, 
trying to tear his chest and release the bird. And Melkor 
grabbed him by the arms, because in Maia's hand there 
was a stone, sharp as a knife, and he had already cut his 
own body twice in the place where the bird was, and the 
warm, living blood ran down his chest. Melkor never 
imagined that Maia had so many strengths. He could 
barely hold it. I thought about only one thing - the heart 
woke up in Gorthaur. Don't allow him to kill himself. He 
will not be able to live in Valinor. Better not to think 
about what they can do with it, as an example for others. 
They will forgive the one who betrayed, but the one who 
changed - never. Gorthaur continued to scream, and his 
eyes were abnormally large and black, and tears rolled 
down his face, covered in dirt and blood. Melkor had 
never before seen so much suffering in the eyes of a 
living being. So much pain. Gorthaur drowned in Arta's 
air, sprouted painfully from her, becoming her part, 
transforming into a living being. He was being reborn. 
And pain was the first sign and the first gift of new life. 
Melkor didn't remember how long it took before Maia's 
screams turned into a convulsive whimper, and his body 
went limp. Vala stood up, breathing heavily. Never 
before had he been so tired... Maia was motionless, with 
his eyes closed, as if dead. His face was exhausted, aged, 
marked by pain. But he was alive - really alive. He 
breathed inexperiencedly, panting and, even without 
hearing his heart, it was possible to see where it beats. 
Melkor bent down beside him, exhausted, and placed 
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Gorthaur's head on his own knees. Carefully, she wiped 
the blood and dirt from his face. Little by little, Maia's 
breathing became quieter and calmer, his heart began to 
beat more calmly, his face wrinkled and became as 
unprotected as that of a newborn. He slept - for the first 
and last time. But even his sleep was unusual: he heard 
Arta. He was a drop of vapor and rose to the sky 
together with the vapor, to become a rainbow, a golden 
cloud in the rays of the rising sun and fly over all of Arta, 
fall with rain on the earth, and join the streams and 
underground rivers, pass through the threads of tree 
roots and hear the life and thoughts of the tree, dissolve 
in it, open up into a green leaf... He was the eagle of the 
high sky, above the clouds, and with his keen vision, he 
saw everything below... He was the grass, he crossed the 
black earth, he heard it, he heard the wind above him, 
he drank the wind and the Sun; and the air of Arta 
gushed into him, and the flame of Arta beat in his new- 
born heart. He sprouted in Arta, as Arta sprouted in 
him... 

He slept. The night passed, and the day passed. 
And another night and another day. And many nights 
and many days. And Melkor continued to sit, motionless, 
protecting the sleeping Maia from the wind and rain, 
holding his own cloak over him, like a bird spreading its 
wings over its nest. Autumn burned, winter began, and 
snow covered him, and Melkor was like a pine tree, 
whose snow-covered branches protect the herbs. The 
Elves came and wanted to carry the sleeping one, but 
Melkor shook his head in silence and pressed his finger 
to his lips... And spring came, and the herbs and trees 
awoke. Then the Vala closed its wings, and the rays of 
the sun woke the Maia... And Melkor said, softly, looking 
him in the eyes: 

- Happy birthday, Gorthaur. 

Gorthaur didn't ask anything. I understood 
everything. He had understood too many things in his 
long sleep. He stood up, almost at the same height as the 
Master, took the Master's hand and placed it on the 
place where his heart was beating. 

- You had refused my gift. I know, not because 

you wanted to offend me. But what about this 

one, will you accept it? Melkor smiled. 

- Yes, and with immense gratitude. Accept the 

same gift yourself, my Disciple... 
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And it was like this - the Armorer came to Melkor 
and, laughing - he had this way of talking - he 
said: 

- Teacher! Gorthaur asked me to speak to you. 

That was curious. Normally, Maia always came in 
person. It was incomprehensible what could have 
stopped him now. 

- Speak then. I'm always happy to hear from you 

and him. 

The Armorer laughed again. He was a calm and 
confident Elf, which, however, never turned into 
insolence. Not very tall, he was of extraordinary 
strength. Continuous work in the forge gave him a broad 
chest and shoulders, muscular arms, similar to the roots 
of an ancient tree. One of the few, he had a beard. “For 
grandeur”, he said and, visibly, this grandeur helped 
him. Few could imagine that this calm and solid Elf was 
younger than many others, almost the same age as the 
Minstrel. 

- So, Master, Gorthaur didn't have the courage to 

come here himself... 

- Why? - asked Melkor, almost offended, and his 
heart trembled because of the memory - it is no wonder 
that the Maia is now afraid of any creation, of any deed, 
after what happened between them. 

- He's a little scared, - smiled the Armorer. 

- But what? I still don't even know what the 
problem is. Have I ever messed with his work... since 
then? 

Indeed, now Melkor spoke very carefully to the 
Disciple, for fear of hurting him again. The ardent and 
young Maia was very dear to him. 

- You know, Master, it's not about one thing. He 
created the living, - The Armorer pronounced the last 
word in syllables, - and, it seems, he himself does not 
know what to do with the beasts he has prepared. 

The Armorer smiled again: 

- In fact, they are quite amusing monsters. But, I 
swear, I don't understand what Gorthaur wanted! 

Melkor looked perplexed at the Armorer. 

- Let him come here, then. And along with the art 
itself. It looks like he did something really bad this time. 

And Gorthaur felt terribly guilty. On the one 
hand, he had the best intentions. He wanted the heavy 
work in the mines and quarries, perhaps later also in the 
construction of the stone houses, to be carried out by 
someone stronger than the Elleri. On the other, there 


The Black Book of Arda 


was a hint of presumption and pride here. His power 
would not be enough for superior creatures, but he 
hoped to create something gnomelike, no worse than 
Aule's. This is how he created something alive. He 
realized too late - in essence, he created blackheads. And 
that's when he was afraid. I couldn't hide them from 
the eyes of Melkor, destroy - the arm does not rise, after 
all they are alive. He decided to confess, before it was 
too late. 

..The creature was huge and gangly. He could 
get angry, but he could also laugh. Melkor preferred the 
second option. And it was really impossible not to laugh, 
looking at the body that looked like a stone covered in 
moss. 

- What did you create? - Melkor was amused. - 

This is what? 

- Master, - Maia breathed in relief. - I don't know 
myself. I wanted to make them to help the Elves, but I'm 
afraid they won't be of much use. And, to tell the truth, I 
don't feel very comfortable. They were left... how to put 
it better... disabled. Even if they themselves are not 
aware of it - what does it matter? The mind says - 
destroy, and the arm does not move. 

- In that you are right. They are alive. And they 
have some conscience, however small it may be. May 
you live. By the way, what did you create them from? 

Maia was all smiles. He liked to talk about how he 
did this or that, getting excited, describing everything 
down to the smallest details. 

- You know, I thought about them a long time ago, 
but I couldn't imagine what they should be like. And 
then, at night I saw a pile of stones. They looked like 
something with arms and legs. And then I hurried to 
enchant the form, so as not to forget, not to lose. It 
seems like I rushed... And then, I completed it with some 
details and put the existence spell on it. And he 
appeared, like this... 

Gorthaur looked embarrassed, but somewhat 

sympathetically, at the giant. you 

- And why is he covered in scales? And do you 

have these huge teeth in your mouth? 

- If I only knew, Master! It seems that there, on 
the rocks, a lizard slept, and when I enchanted the 
shape, I enchanted it too. And he still doesn't like light, 
because I saw him at night. Master, what do I do with 
him? 
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- What to do?.. Nothing. Let live. Maybe they will 
lead to something. I understand you; Don't be afraid - 
they're not Orcs. They will hardly harm anyone, unless, 
of course, some Curumo appears for them... 

- Do not let! - shouted Gorthaur, petulantly. - I 
won't allow it! And so that no one dares to use them for 
evil, I will cast one more spell on them. They will not be 
able to live in the sun. The night gave birth to their form, 
the light of day will transform them into the same stones 
from which they were born. 

- Do not hurry. You know, often the creature 
escapes the power of its creator. And, I think, as they are 
alive and have intelligence, they should be free. May 
they have a chance to become different. Let them live on 
their own - perhaps they have enough strength and 
intelligence to create themselves. Gorthaur smiled. 

- Good. I didn't even hope for that. But, Master, 
forgive me - if you ordered them destroyed now, I would 
definitely leave. Just don't be offended, okay? 

Melkor laughed, looking strangely at his disciple. 

Gorthaur didn't understand and was thoughtful. 

But anyway, who knows the Master's plans? 

THE LORD AND THE SERVANT. YEAR 500 OF THE 
AWAKENING OF THE ELVES 


Curumo felt short of breath with fear and anger. 
"Expelled! Kicked me out! But it's nothing, you'll still pay 
me for it! You will all pay me! But... what to do? Staying 
in Endoré? Meaningless. No. Only for Valinor. The Valar, 
I will convince them. You will still know who I am! Do 
you like iron and steel, scoundrel? It will have iron and 
steel. The complete set - the arms, neck and head. And 
these... your little disciples - they will have theirs too!” 


In Mahanaxar, in the Council of Powers, before 
the thrones of the Lords of Arda, Curumo presented 
himself - face suffering, dressed in rags - and stretched 
out on the ground in front of Manweée's throne, hugging 
his knees and watering his feet with tears: 

- Finally, my lord! Finally I'm back! 

The King of the World looked at Maia with barely 

concealed distrust: 

- And where did you come back from? 

- There is no forgiveness for me, Grande! With 
deceptive words and treacherous offerings, the Enemy 
enticed me into the service of darkness, and threatened 
me with the most horrendous punishments if I dared to 
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disobey. But I regained my sight, I saw the true light; 
and then he imprisoned me in an underground dungeon, 
frightening me with terrible torments such as only the 
Enemy of the World is capable of conceiving. But 
although I had resigned myself in appearance, in my 
heart lived the memory of the Blessed Kingdom, and I 
waited for a propitious opportunity to escape. And so - 
I'm here. Yes, I was weak, I am guilty, Lord of the World 
and all the Great Ones. I will accept with resignation any 
punishment, I who am just despicable dust under your 
feet, whatever your sentence... Oh, how happy I am to be 
here! How I rejoice to have finally known the truth! But 
how will I pay for my guilt? 

- Get up, - finally replied Manwe, with visible 

satisfaction. - What will your decision be? 
Arda's powers? 

- Let him talk about Melkor's deeds, - said Namo. 

- Everything you know. 

- The tongue refuses to obey me, Great Ones, as 
soon as I remember the terrible evils of the Enemy. 
Everything he touches becomes perverse, disgusting and 
a source of evil. The forests, the wondrous creation of 
the Lady Yavanna, he filled with shadows and dread, and 
peopled them with horrible, bloodthirsty creatures, as a 
mockery of the creations of Orome, the Great Hunter of 
the Valar. He could not dominate the waters of Middle 
Earth, but, poisoned by evil, they became bitter as 
poison, and their voices were silenced, as the Lord of the 
Waters Ulmo knows. He destroys everything within his 
reach, and the face of Arda becomes monstrous, as he 
mocks everything you have created, Aulé, Great 
Blacksmith, my merciful lord. And he invented disgusting 
visions, which cloud reason, Brother, Lord of Dreams, 
and everyone who sees them can lose their reason. And 
you, Namo, know that the Enemy names himself the 
Lord of the Destinies of Arda, disobeying the will of the 
One. And he transforms the beautiful Children of 
Iluvatar, with tortures and black spells, into disgusting 
Orcs, bloodthirsty monsters, full of hatred for all living 
things, forcing them to serve him, and prepares a war 
against you, Powers. They make bloody sacrifices, 
torturing innocent creatures, and organize hideous 
dances during these gatherings, beautiful Nessa; and the 
birds avoid his domain, where there is never spring, 
always young Vana. 

Weep, Esté: terrible are the sufferings of anyone 
who falls into the hands of the Enemy! Weep, Nienna, 


The Black Book of Arda 


full of compassion: fearful are the wounds he inflicts on 
Arda! 

But even this is not the most terrible work of the 
Enemy. For among his servants are those who have 
preserved the Elves' matchless beauty, but their souls 
are poisoned. They call themselves Dark Elves, and are 
much more dangerous than Orcs, for their appearance is 
beautiful and noble, but they are experienced in lying. 
And they distort the whole history of Arda, wise Vairé, 
and curse the One, and worship the Enemy - may he be 
cursed eternally! - as the Creator of All That Is. And they 
carry on heretical conversations about the plurality of 
worlds, and say that it was not you, most clear lady 
Varda, who lit the stars, but that they existed before 
Arda, and it was not the One who created them. And 
their Lord, Melkor, proudly declares himself Lord of 
Arda, and lord of all that is in Arda, and the mightiest 
among the Valar... 

- Enough! - roared Tulkas. - The time has come to 

put an end to the infamous! 

- Wait, mighty Tulkas, - said Manweé. - Great is the 

power of the Enemy... 

- Forgive me, Grande, for daring to speak without 

your permission... 

- Speak, - the King of the World allowed at the 

same time. 

- His power is not as great as he thinks. He does 
not expect a war, as he is certain that no one will dare 
attack him. His servants are weak and inexperienced in 
military matters, and the Orcs are not yet numerous. 
Summon the army, Lord of the World, and mighty 
Tulkas, an invincible warrior, will command it. And I 
know the strongholds of the Enemy and will show them 
the way. 

Then Manwé, the King of the World, rose from 

the throne, and replied: 

- Let it be so. And you, Curumo, will have the 
forgiveness of the Powers, and now we hope that your 
deeds will be proof of your words. And you will have 
glory among the people of the Valar. 

And, falling on his knees, Gorthaur's youngest 
brother kissed Manwé's hand. And Melkor's younger 
brother did not withdraw his hand. 
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THE WAR OF LIGHT. YEAR 502 OF THE 
AWAKENING OF THE ELVES. WAR OF THE ARDA 
POWERS 


“Then Manweée said to the Valar: ‘This is the advice 
of Iluvatar in my heart: that we must regain the 
dominion of Arda, at any cost, and free the Quendi from 
the threat of Melkor.’ At this Tulkas rejoiced; but Aulé 
was saddened, foreseeing the damage to the world that 
must result from this combat... Long and distressing was 
the siege of Utumno, and many battles were fought 
before the gates of the Black Keep, of which nothing 
reached the ears of the elves but rumors...” 

This is what the “Quenta Silmarillion” says. 


Elenhel. The name - the salty light of a distant 
star. In the language of the New Ones, the Arrived, it 
would sound like Elhele, the ice of the stars. 
Transparent, greenish ice, which covers the mountain 
peaks like a royal cloak, the color similar to your eyes. 

He said one day - Elhe. The name - the bitter 
silver of the wormwood stem. He called it that - and he 
wasn't wrong. It really looks like an absinthe stem - not 
very tall, delicate, thin. And that unbelievable hair color 
- almost silver, like a waterfall of light metal. Huge eyes 
- translucent, green, like mountain rivers in winter... 

She rarely cried, but laughed even less often. She 
was a dreamer, she knew how to tell wonderful stories, 
but from time to time her gaze became bitter and 
attentive - and few could bear it, because she was - The 
One Who Sees. 

Unpredictable, she could talk for hours with the 
Friend of Books or the Wizard, question the Wanderer 
about other lands, and they would forget, in the 
conversation, that she is only sixteen - her words, sad 
and wise, seemed not to belong to a adolescent; - and 
then he would do something daring. Who, other than 
her, would dare to fly at full moon across the night sky, 
riding a winged dragon? The children were ecstatic and 
secretly jealous, the Master wanted to scold him, but 
was completely disarmed by the embarrassed smile and 
a little guilt: “But he allowed it himself... You know, 
Master, he liked it...” 

She would sit for a long time with her brother, 
Dene, and tell him about the stars and Arta. They said to 
her: “Listen, he still doesn’t understand anything - he’s 
still so few years old; Wait, let him grow up a little..." But 
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she smiled and replied: "No, he understands and he will 
remember..." 

In recent times it happened like this more and 
more often: she would go off alone to the mountains, 
forests, even the river and return silent and sad. Solitude 
is a sacred gift; no one questioned her, but meditation 
and a certain “poetic melancholy”, as her father defined 
it with a smile, marked her appearance, and the soft 
femininity that suddenly revealed itself in her led us to 
believe that the time had come to thaw her heart. of the 
little Snow Queen. The mother smiled with mischief and 
affection, the father was perplexed - what did he have to 
hide? - the boys tried to guess who was chosen... 
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.. Spring came out really crazy - there had never 
been one like that before. He had seen all the springs of 
Arda and remembered them - immortals forget nothing. 
Crazy spring - as if the blood was boiling in the veins, 
like new wine. It happened that he was left completely 
alone - everyone was carried away somewhere by this 
furious whirlwind. In the morning he bumped into 
Gorthaur - his eyes were huge and amazed. He looked at 
Melkor, but as if he didn't see him, or rather, couldn't 
understand who was in front of him. 

- What's the matter with you? - Vala was 
surprised and a little scared, Gorthaur didn't respond 
right away. He spoke slowly, as if he thought over each 
word, and his voice dropped almost to a whisper. 

- But it's spring, - he said, with nothing to do with 

anything. - Lilies-of-the-valley in the forest... 

And then he left, as if bewitched by the moon. 

Melkor laughed. Nothing incomprehensible - 
spring, and lilies-of-the-valley in the forest. Clear. What's 
more important than that? Spring. Lilies-of-the-valley. 
Put aside your thoughts, you boring immortal, go - it's 
spring, there are lilies of the valley in the forest. You're 
going to miss the whole spring like this! And he felt so 
good because of this simplicity of the answer - spring, 
lilies-of-the-valley - that he simply, like a boy, opened the 
door and jumped out into the warm sun. What else does 
c f need? Here it is, this life, and don't look for the 
meaning of it, just love it and live it. 

The forest was full of spring madness. Even the 
puddles among the mosses shone unexpectedly in the 
sun, like that laughter that came from the river. Are they 
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bathing? The water is still cold... He went in the 
direction of the laughter. Here was the highest point on 
the bank and the forest almost touched the cliff. 
Someone was sitting on a rock. Absolute immobility. Pale 
gold hair. This is Onnele Cyolla. Even on such a clear 
day. She had these times - without noticing anything 
around her, she would remain motionless, absorbed in 
incomprehensible thoughts, and if they managed to get 
her out of that state, she would say: “I was listening”. 
And not even she herself could explain what she heard. 
One day she stayed like that almost all day, in the cold 
wind and wet snow - after his attempt to visually express 
eternity. That day, it was Elenhel and Dene who brought 
her home, and it was necessary to treat her - she caught 
a severe cold. And now he felt like tiptoeing up to her, 
like a kid, and pulling her hair. He chuckled silently. 

- Unnele! 

The girl turned slowly. She was smiling, and he 

saw a wreath of flowers on her knees. 

- Thinking again? Even today? 

- Thoughts do not choose the time, Master. Come, 

and that's it. 

- Drop them! Now it's spring. Lilies-of-the-valley 
in the forest! By the way, here's the crown. Does it mean 
someone gave it to you? It's not like this? 

- Yes, - she laughed. - And do you know who? 

Gorthaur. 

- Yes? - Melkor's eyebrows rose. 

- Master, you are mistaken. I understood what 
you thought. You know, I just didn't have a crown - no 
one to give it to. And he said just like that, that today he 
is my knight. He just felt sorry, that must be it. 

- No one gave you a flower crown? But you are so 

beautiful... 

- Probably not that pretty. Although it's hard to 
find me. In fact, not even Allua has a crown. Master, if 
she accepted all the crowns, she would drown in them! 
Elenhel also refuses everyone who courts her. - Why? 

- I don't read their thoughts. I think she expects 
only one crown, and will give hers to only one. 

Melkor was silent. 

- Well, I'm happy for her. 

- And there, look - do you see? But look! 

He looked there as if he was afraid of scaring 

someone. Moro and Orien. 
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- Look, they pretend they don't know each other, 
it's all the same for them! You know, Master, today is a 
beautiful day. After all... 

- What it was? - he felt some concern in her words 

almost instinctively. 

- I listened, - she stopped. Then he raised his 

green eyes sharply and asked: 

- What is death? What is it like to die? Why? For 
what? Is it - isn't it? When there is nothing? So when I 
didn't exist yet, was that also death? Or is death - when 
you know that this is death, that there will be nothing 
left? 

- Girl... On a day like this... 

- He is well. We will not. 

- No. I, you know, can only say one thing: it's the 
choice. You have it now too, but you - it's you from the 
beginning. And when you can choose... no, it's hard to 
explain... 

- So, death is a good thing? 

- No! But you shouldn't be afraid of it either. She 
is not the end. But the loss of everything that is dear to 
you... I don't know. I haven't died before. I am a Vala... 
Ultimately, it is the right to remake yourself from the 
beginning, to live another life - but only after living that 
life well, making the choice now. Listen, and have I lived 
before, but I just don't remember? Where do I know 
everything I know from? Where do I get my power from? 
Girl, how do you know how to ask... 

- I didn't want to, really... 

- No, you did the right thing. But let's face it, 

today is not the day. And to whom will you give 

your crown? 

- I will have to repay Gorthaur's crown! 

The girl fell silent. Then he looked seriously at 

Melkor's face: 

- And who will you give yours to? 

- I... I don't know... I didn't think about it! 

She smiled, but not happily. 

- I know who is waiting for your crown. It's not 

me, don't think nonsense. 

- So, who? 

- I won't say that. Sorry. 


Now the world seemed new, strange, unexplored, 
everything gave him a joyful surprise. Master was right 
when he called that spring day his birthday. He greedily 
absorbed the beauty of the world, because he already 
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knew, he knew for sure - this is the last spring, and it 
will never be repeated... 

Master said - Arta senses it. Yes, yes... Never 
before were the flowers so irremediably beautiful, the 
voices of the birds so clear and sad, never before were 
the bluish and bitter herbs so loud. Or is this just 
imagination? As if Arta was saying goodbye to her own 
children... Maybe only the look changed? Only never 
before, in the days of spring, had the high night sky been 
weeping with stars... 

Gorthaur was wandering through the forest, 
when suddenly he heard. He didn't even understand 
what it was right away: it seemed like Arta's song 
sounded inside him. And he stopped, not having the 
courage to come any closer, as if he were afraid of 
scaring a trembling bird. A person sings like this only 
when he is 
alone, and doesn't worry about 

what others. will think 

about the song. Little by 

little, he began to 

distinguish the words: 


Piece of ice, transparent, green - sadness, soft 
breath of white-winged winter - You will not see 
the high peaks, you will not hear the North Wind, 
your time is short... 

Broken stem of wormwood, you will not be 

encircled in a crown, 

The Moon will not 

wash you with the 

clear water of silver 

rays; You will 

remain like the 

bitterness of 

memory on your 

lips... I will not 

make a wreath of 

flowers and stars 

either: 

The bitter waters of the sea hide pearls of 
sadness, there is no way to reach the clear valleys where 
the herb of encounters grows... 

I will not be able to intertwine the flowers with 

the silver thread of life - 

More easily than a spider's web, the western 

wind will tear it apart... 
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Only the weed of mismatch is so high... 


Maia listened, holding her breath. He was 
painfully embarrassed - as if he had overheard some 
secret from someone else - but he couldn't run away 
either: the fluttering voice enchanted him. 

He recognized the singer by her long silver hair. 
He didn't understand what was wrong with her, what 
was wrong with himself, it was simply something bitter 
and clear, as if the knowledge of the inevitable had 
come, as if he had found the answer to a question that 
had tortured him for a long time. 

She stopped, turning her face to the light of the 
first stars. It was necessary to leave. Now he had no 
right to remain. Maia disappeared silently into the 
gloom, which grew thicker every moment. He knew he 
would never forget... 

..A little later, Gorthaur decided that he needs to 
give Elhe some gift as a souvenir of this meeting. No, of 
course he won't tell her that he heard. It simply must be 
so. A farewell gift, just as this song was a farewell. 

Strange and frightening - the day began with 
joyful insanity, and ended with alarming reflections. 
Maia walked slowly home. To the left, somewhere far 
away, the last embers of the sunset were burning. But it 
was still quite light, and flowers and stars twinkled in 
the gloom. Gorthaur stopped. Why didn't he notice these 
flowers before? Of course, the luxurious lily-of-the-valley, 
a wax Chalice with an expressive and dizzying aroma, is 
magnificent; but when everywhere is lilies-of-the-valley, 
lilies-of-the-valley, lilies-of-the-valley - you just get tired. 
He bent down to get a better look at the flowers. Small, 
odorless, white stars entwined in the confusion of thin, 
brittle stems, with tiny, narrow leaves. Now the naturally 
dark green of the starflowers seemed almost black. He 
carefully picked up three stems - and in his hand was the 
lace tangle of green threads, with stars caught in the 
dark web... Like that crown that Geleon made for Ierne. 
Maia smiled. Here's the gift of this unique day... 

The lights in the houses looked so good and cozy 
that Maia felt a warmth in her heart, and the vague 
anguish and bitterness calmed down and fell silent. He 
walked slowly towards his own house, holding the 
flowers - some idea must have already come to mind, but 
he didn't know what it would be yet. 

- Hey, Gorthaur! And the Master was looking for 

him. He's been waiting for you for a long time, 
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hurry up! Maia said yes, and ran to Geleon's 

house - Melkor was visiting him now. 

Came in. You could see at first glance that the 
Master is also strangely oppressed. He already wanted 
to ask, but Vala was the first to speak: 

- Don't you think there's something worrying in 

the air today? 

- Yes. It's all very confusing - a day like this, and 

it's so heavy... 

- You know, I wanted to talk to you. Remember, I 

talked about those nine children? 

Maia nodded. He knew them all very well. Not 
that they were the Master's favorites - he loved them all 
equally - but alone with Gorthaur, it was precisely them 
he spoke of most often. 


“. ...Each of them has their own gift. It is not yet 
developed, but I feel such power in them that sometimes 
I am a little afraid. Simply because I can't predict their 
strength and I look like a fool... It seems to me that 
together they are more powerful than the Valar. You 
know, I really want to develop their gifts however I can. 
Do you imagine what they could create then? 

- But are others less talented? 

- No. Absolutely not. Possibly, this will awaken in 
others, or new ones will be born, but they are the first. 
Perhaps not even the most powerful. I need to teach 
them to understand each other, I need to develop their 
gifts. Wait, in about fifteen years Dene and Ayoni will 
grow up, and then... it's hard to imagine what will 
happen then! Gorthaur, they are more powerful than me, 
it’s true!” 


Now he talked about them again. 

- You know, today I was asked - what death is like. 
And I couldn't answer. Onnele Cyolla. She is now 
thinking about things that I have never thought about. 
But - about death... Like a prophecy. Gorthaur, I can't 
wait. Tomorrow I will speak to all of them. It's time to 
explain everything to them. 

- Yes, this. I'm also worried. And you don't have to 
wait until they grow up. They are already friends, may 
they become even closer now, Master. Let it be so. 

They - all nine of them - were sitting in front of 
him, silent, suddenly serious - adult children. How 
beautiful they are... All of them - absolutely different, but 
it's not difficult to remember any of their faces... What to 


The Black Book of Arda 


start with? How to explain? He lowered his head, 
concentrating. The children remained silent. 

- I chose you, - the words flowed painfully slowly, 
with difficulty, - so that you may become Guardians and 
Masters. Now your learning will begin. But I can give 
them very little. Your power is within you, and I can only 
help you awaken and understand it. And you must 
understand each other, and then you can achieve and 
create. Each of you has your own great gift, but each of 
you has a share in the gifts of others. Therefore, 
together you are more powerful than me. And so. You 
just haven't understood each other yet. That's what 
is the main part of your learning. And then... Then the 
Mortals will come... 

- But what about us, we happen to not be 

Mortals... - this is Naure. 

- They are. But you turned into Mortals, choosing 
freedom. And they will have it from the beginning. I can 
guide. But they - I won't be able to. I have no right, nor 
power. They will also be more powerful than me. At 
least, in the heart. But you can stay by their side, 
because you are Mortals. You will understand them 
better than I do. Well, I'm not human... - he smiled, sad 
and awkward. 

- And that. The time has come to learn. 
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FESTIVAL OF IRISES. YEAR 502 AWAKENING OF 
THE ELVES 


The Iris festival is in the middle of summer. Here, 
in the North, spring starts late, and the warm weather is 
brief. The festival of the Iris falls during the White 
Nights season: three days and three nights - reign of the 
Queen of 
Iris... 


..The frightened child closes his eyes, thinking 
that this way he can hide from what causes fear; but she 
stopped being a child a long time ago, and how can she 
close the eyes of her soul? Seeing and knowing is a cruel 
gift, but is it possible to deny it? 

For a brief three days - forget everything. It's a 
party, and there is joy on everyone's face, and there is 
light in everyone's eyes - forget, forget, forget... The 
Master also smiles - see? But who will be the last Queen 
of 
Iris? 

Last... Forget, forget, forget... 


...Gelren's shining eyes: 

- Elhe... We have decided, the Queen will be - 

you! 

She forced herself to smile, but it felt like her 

heart stopped for a moment. 

Because, since the time when Iris Day began to 

be celebrated, the Queen must say the name 
- from the King. 

This - how? - in front of everyone - say your 

name? 

Even though this has already happened a few 
times: the one whose heart is free named the Master or 
her first Disciple as King; Maybe no one will even think... 
“No, I can't... but what can I do?..” 

The solution came instantly, even though it 

seemed like an eternity ago: 

- No, wait! I know! - She laughed softly, clapped 

her hands. - Yolli! 

Soft golden curls - an object of special pride for a 
girl; His eyes will probably be black - a vague 
premonition, but now, like those of all little ones - they 
are a clear gray. Yolli - stem, and the child's name - 
skinny - goes down surprisingly well. The incrimination 


The Black Book of Arda 


disappears from the Minstrel's eyes: really, very well 
thought out! 

Yolli accepts, with adult seriousness, like a 
precious scepter, the pink and golden iris flower of 
dawn. Elhe respectfully leads the little queen to the 
throne - carved wood adorned with ivy and wild grapes; 
Gelren walks on Yolli's other side, casting glances at 
Elhe. 

The young woman's eyes are smiling, but her 

voice is serious and ceremonious: 

- Our Lady Yolli, clear Queen of Irises, tell us the 

name of your King. 

Yolli wrinkles her nose thoughtfully, then lights 

up and, raising the flower scepter, points to... 

"Of course. And, agree, you didn't even expect 

anything else. That?" 

- Madam Queen, - asks Elhe in a whisper; the 
girl's golden hair almost touches her lips, - and why him? 

Yolli is embarrassed, looks sideways with some 
suspicion at the young woman's smiling face: 

- Aren't you going to tell anyone? 

He shakes his head no. 

- Lean back more... 

The girl obeys, and the girl whispers right in her 

ear: 

- He won't be making fun. 

- And how do they make fun? - Elhe also 

whispers. 

The girl blushes, almost imperceptibly: 

- Yutti-yulli... 

He barely contains his laughter: ermine-weasel, 
they chose quite a nickname! That must have been Eyno 
who invented it; that boy always had a sharp tongue. No, 
for three days - no “yutti-e yulli”: Queen is Queen, and 
we must treat her with due respect. 


The party almost prescribes light clothing, which 
is why there are few of the women's usual black dresses 
- only Elhe. And the Minestrel - silvery green, the color 
of wormwood leaves. Like an invitation to a duel. 

And, of course, the current King of Irises is in 
black: just at the waist - a belt skillfully embroidered 
with a complex design of brilliant sparks of precious 
stones. 

- Madam Queen... - a deep and respectful bow. 

The girl lowers her head, trying to look serious 

and adult. 
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The Feast of Irises - midsummer. Three days and 

three nights - reign of the Queen and the King of 

Irises. 

And any wish of the Queen is law for all... 

What is your wish, Queen Yolli? 

- I want... - suddenly, her face becomes that of an 
adult as if the specter of the present had touched her too 
- I want to be here forever. That no, there exists ma. | 

She looks with hope at her King; his voice sounds 
calm and affectionate, but Elhe involuntarily lowers his 
gaze: 

- We all hope, my lady Queen, that this will be the 

case. 

Raise the chalice: 

- The hope. 

The golden wine is drunk in silence, as if no one 
has any more words. And when the silence, which no one 
dares to break, becomes unbearable, the King stands up: 

- Music in honor of the Queen of Irises! 


...By day he made swords, taught the Elleri Ahe 
the art of combat. At night, with a strange shyness - as if 
he were doing something forbidden - he chose the stones 
and melted the silver. 

He didn't see Elhe often, and with each lesson he 
felt more and more afraid for her. Like the others, she 
preferred to defend blows; but if the others could at 
least snatch the weapon from the enemy's hands, she 
couldn't even do that. In a fight, she would be doomed. 

For some reason, he remembered very well when 
she brought Master a cup of water one day, after a long 
day of work in the workshop. How her slender fingers 
intertwined over the wooden cup, how she stood with 
her head slightly tilted back - she looked almost like a 
child, her head, crowned with silver braids, couldn't 
even reach the Master's shoulder... She looked directly 
in his eyes, with a calm and affectionate smile, so similar 
to the Master's smile, and the same bitter shadow was at 
the corners of his mouth. Elhe. Absinthe. 

And there is the necklace, made of almost 
weightless twigs of wormwood, covered in dew, in his 
hands. But what's missing?... 

- Master, look... 

Melkor looked at the necklace and then at the 

Maia's face. The one lowered his eyes: 

- Something is missing here... I understand, it's 

not the time now, but I would like... 
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- Leave it to me for now. I will think. 

“It’s not time, you say? No, exactly now. Nine 
symbols, nine runes, nine stones. You will be nine, like 
nine rays of the star...” 


Among the silver flowers, a piece of green ice 
shines - a cold stone never seen before, which completes 
the object. 

- I think Elhe will like this. 

Maia turned red: 

- From time to time, it seems to me that you 

really see everything, Master... 

- No, - sighed Vala. 

- You know... I simply wanted to thank you for the 
song. I was in the forest and I heard... - Maia stopped, 
not knowing how to continue. 

“Broken stem of wormwood, you will 

remain like the bitterness of memory on 


your lips...” - I understood. 

- And what is this? - Gorthaur suddenly 
exclaimed. 

A symbol shone inside the stone, in a sparkling 
line. 


- Nien Ahe. Rune of Darkness, Sadness and 
Memory. The ninth. Tell Elhe - it's time to prepare for 
the trip. 


It sometimes happens that fate, without any 
reason - just on an unpredictable whim - gives 
something that others can only be surprised and envious 
of. And then destiny doesn't care who is lucky - will their 
gifts be used for the good of people or, proud, will their 
chosen one be everyone's sadness. He was one of the 
first in everything - even if he wasn't the first in 
anything. But only his unusual talents made him stand 
out among the others. He himself spoke of himself, 
jokingly: “balanced”. Similar to a perfectly polished 
crystal, whose faces are all the same. Maybe that was 
why he liked symmetry and balance. Probably, no one 
knew how to define the essence of each object or 
phenomenon as clearly as he did, although even his mind 
capitulated when faced with concepts such as soul, love, 
dreams and everything else like that. Still, he was 
beautiful. In this too he was the darling of fate. Ideally 
beautiful, so beautiful that your gaze slid across his face, 
without being able to stop at any one feature - 
everything was beautiful, nothing stood out. That was his 
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voice, that was his manner. Wonderfully, this all 
enchanted and seduced. They respected him, admired 
him, but hardly anyone loved him. He was ideal and 
righteous, and he didn't need it, preserving himself like 
an eternal precious crystal. But respect and, above all, 
admiration were essential to him, just as a crystal needs 
light - so that, by reflecting it, it can shine. Just 
reflecting. He had no light of his own. 

Everything turned out equally well for him, but 
there was something he preferred over everything. And 
that was the art of magic and the strange science, which 
today no longer has a name. It no longer exists - meager 
pieces of it are scattered across other sciences, and 
there is no one to put them together. Because people are 
too rational. Elleri Ahe called it “vision of the soul”. 
Anyone who mastered it could subject others, but a great 
prohibition only allowed it to be used for the good of 
others, not for one's own good. 

But he wasn't first even in that. Four were more 
powerful than him. He was content with the fact that 
Gorthaur and Master surpassed him, but there were two 
others - Naure and Allua, and worst of all, Allua. The 
gazes of these four were stronger than his. Yes, he could 
bear the dragon's gaze - but many matched him in that. 
But making the dragon obey him was beyond his power. 
And Allua could do that. It seemed like she enjoyed 
making fun of him. Allua, like a flame, quick, bold, 
strong, now bursting with laughter, now suddenly dark. 
Bonfire in the night, which gives everyone light and 
warmth, a living flame. Every now and then, he would 
catch himself thinking that he almost fainted at the sight 
of her. But her beauty did not generate envy - it made 
others more beautiful. Somehow she managed this - like 
one light bulb turning on from another. Allua. He wanted 
her light. But this light should belong only to him. At 
first, Allua didn't really avoid it, as if she understood that 
this perfect crystal needed her. Then, when he already 
thought that she belongs to him, Allua suddenly ran 
away from his domain. And how to bring her back, if her 
gaze is more powerful than a dragon's? How to hold it? 
He tried. Normally, he knew how to convince the 
interlocutor. He knew how to speak, his voice had 
immense power, his eyes were enchanting - all of this 
together made the other obey him, so the mouse 
advances towards the serpent's mouth. But here he was 
powerless. 
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- Understand, - she honestly tried to explain to 
him, - I can't do it like this. I can't belong. No, that's not 
it... I could become your wife, but you demand total 
obedience. You don't lock the fire in the house. And light 
is only light when you see it. 

- But I need you! Why don't you want to go with 

me? 

- No. You want me to go not with you, but behind 
you, as if tied up. And the others, don't they need me? 
You don't see me as an equal. You don't consider anyone 
equal to yourself. And he doesn't want to change. And I 
can not... 

For seconds, he believed he could deceive her. 

- Allua, I will do anything you want! I will change. 

And truth. 

She shook her head. 

- No. Your eyes betray you. If the Master could 

change you... 

But he didn't want that. He liked himself just as 
he was, and considered himself perfect. And the Master 
never forcibly touched the souls of others - he thought 
he had no right. Only if they asked. And he didn't ask. He 
found a simple and perfectly satisfactory explanation for 
himself - he is too smart and too good for others to love 
him. They simply envy him. And the Master continued to 
highlight him among the others, despite not loving him. 
Although he didn't even want that. 

When the Master summoned the nine for 
something important - for the first time hiding it from 
others - he had an unpleasant surprise. Why not him? 
Why - this he couldn't understand at all - did they trust 
these foolish children: Ayoni, Dene, that empty idiot 
Elenhel, but not him? Mystery, even for him? He must 
know. At first, he tried to ask Melkor directly. 

- Master, don't you trust me? 

- Why do you think that way? Others don't think 

that's the case. 

- But why didn't you tell me why you chose these 

nine? 

- To you, I can tell you why. It's a dangerous 
secret. For those who know. So it's better not to know. 

- But why can't I? And why didn't you choose me? 

- Because you are balanced. Everyone I chose is 
first at something. Even though they are completely 
weaker than you. And besides, you will be needed here. 

On the one hand, this flattered him, but it also 
worried him. Danger. There is some threat here. He 
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wanted to know. It was useless to mess with the five 
older ones. Onnele Cyolla never trusted him. That left 
the three youngest. They could be forced. Which is? 
Does he want something bad? He just wants to know... 

Strangely, Elenhel turned out to be much 
stronger than he thought. He couldn't break the 
impenetrable barrier and get to her thoughts. With 
Ayoni, he had better luck. The girl didn't even 
understand anything - as if she had fallen asleep for a 
minute, and, of course, she didn't remember anything. 
Now he knew. Without understanding the Master's 
objective, in fact, but the knowledge of a secret seemed 
to place him above the others. 


- I never thought, Artificer, that you would leave 

the house in weather like this! Come in, welcome! 

The craftsman took off his soaked cloak and 
entered, following the owner of the house. The building 
was large, made of solid oak wood, decorated with 
carvings. In the largest room a fire was burning in the 
fireplace, on the table was a thick book, which the owner 
was adorning with complex initials. On the side, on 
separate sheets, the colored illuminations were already 
ready. 

- It will be a beautiful book, - said the Artificer, 
studying the delicate work. - Do you want me to make 
the cover and the zippers? 

- Who would refuse your work, Artificer Geleon! I 
think the Book Friend will be happy if you help him too. 
And the Storyteller too. Although, - Painter smiled, that 
shouldn't have been the only reason you came, Artificer. 

Geleon turned desperately red. Not knowing 
where to look, he took a small carved black wooden box 
from his pocket and handed it to the Painter. 

- Here. It's a wedding gift. For Ierne 

Painter laughs. 

- This is nothing new to me. Would I be blind and 
deaf? How could I not know that you have an 
agreement? But for anyone it is flattering to become 
related to the Artificer. And I'm happy, even though it's 
difficult to separate from my daughter - I don't have 
other children. And she is still a dancer, few can 
compare to her. The Master himself likes to watch her 
dance on New Sun Day and the Beginning of Autumn 
festival... Well, if the daughter agrees - so be it. At the 
end of summer we will start preparing for the wedding, 
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and on the day of the Beginning of Autumn there will be 
a party. Come on, let's drink honey for the occasion! 


The Artificer's gift was priceless - it wasn't 
because the metal and stones were valuable, that wasn't 
what the Elleri valued. A carved wooden chalice 
happened to be more valuable than a necklace of 
precious stones. And here - in the intertwining of the 
fine silver threads, moonstones sparkled, like clots of 
mist. Everyone has already seen the Artificer's gift and 
said that the precious adornment will make Ierne even 
more beautiful when she dances at the wedding. And 
they also said that they would be a beautiful couple - 
even if the Artificer was one of the Elders, but 
inspiration preserved his youth, and only in his eyes 
could one see ancient wisdom. And Ierne has always 
been known for her beauty. 

In the middle of summer, weapons had to be 
forged, and marriage was no longer thought of. The 
Artificer no longer worked with silver, did not polish 
stones - he only created swords and shields, helmets and 
metal mail. And I didn't memorize them - I didn't have 
time. Only one sword - light and practical - had a 
beautifully ornamented hilt. The sword he gave to Ierne. 


The fighting in Ast Ahe was cruel. Here, for the 
first time, the Immortals encountered the Ahere, Flames 
of the Dark, demons of the Dark Fire - Valaraukar. Maiar 
almost retreated, but the Army of Light commanders did 
not give up easily. 

And the fortress was taken. 

Gorthaur rode north to the wooden city of the 
Dark Elves. And, faster than he, the Spirits of Fire flew 
in a burning wind towards Helgor, and behind, it seemed 
to him, sounded the heavy footsteps of the army of 
Valinor. 


- ..No, Gorthaur. I understand your concern; but 
Master said that the Valar came to Arta because they 
loved the World and for Elves and Men. He said so, and I 
believe him. They will not harm us; and we will explain 
ourselves to them, and they will understand. We don't 
hurt anyone, why kill us? And how is it possible to kill? - 
The Painter shrugged and smiled. - Don't worry, 
everything will be fine... 


- ..Where will I go, Gorthaur? Look - the ears are 
ripe, the harvest time is near: the earth says - one or two 
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more days and we will be able to harvest the wheat... 
The apples are ripening too - take it, try it! The taste is 
different this year, isn't it? Look what they invented: 
fighting well during harvest time! It's all bullshit. I'm not 
going anywhere: we'll lose the wheat, it's a pity... 


Even so, many left. And many - stayed; and 
forcibly force them to abandon their homes, their land - 
Gorthaur did not have this power. And also in his spirit 
there was still the hope that, perhaps, they would really 
leave them alone. Maybe he got excited himself. He 
released the Balrogs upon them, as if he had forgotten 
how afraid he was to go to the strange and unknown 
North - to the Enemy. It's not at all strange that they 
armed themselves: Gorthaur himself, if something 
happened, wouldn't think twice before using the 
dagger... 

But the Balrogs, even if they are alive - and itis a 
pity that many died - are not Men... Really, the Great 
Ones must not harm the Elves: it is like hurting a child, 
you will understand!... The mind said - it is true. The 
heart struggled like a bird with broken wings... “Maybe, 
did I ruin everything? Why didn't Master stop me? And 
why should he stop it? He just didn't think I was a stupid, 
awkward child. But I, as you can see, am exactly that. 
After the death of so many warriors - will they listen to 
the Master? Will you want to understand? Will they 
believe?..” 


- Listen, Gorthaur, - the Wanderer with golden 
eyes, Gellair said, stretching the words a little, - I have 
seen many lands and many tribes... You say - war; but I 
didn't hear that word from anyone else. You say - 
cruelty; but I never saw cruelty. No, I believe; but I think 
if you talk to them, they will understand. Believe me, I 
spoke to many. 

- You spoke _ to 

Elves. They are 

neither Elves nor 

Men. s The 

Wanderer smiled: 

- But the Master is also a Vala, and you - Maia... 
Don't you look like us? Don't you understand us? Do you 
want a war? 

- But we wanted to become like you! 

- And the other Valar? Have they not adopted 
forms similar to the forms of Elves and Men to better 
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understand us? Master said this, don't you believe him? - 
the Wanderer smiled again: would there be at least one 
who doesn't believe in the Master? What a joke! 
He placed his hand on Gorthaur's shoulder and 
said, reassuring him: 
- Nothing will happen They will understand, Gorthaur... . 


...When the first house caught fire, and the flames 
ran merrily along the carved wooden wall, he stood still 
for a few moments, and then ran towards them and 
exclaimed, with pain and incomprehension: 

- For what?.. What are you doing this for?.. Stop, 

listen... Have we done you any harm? 

For a time, the Maiar ignored him; then someone 
said, making a face, - what is this guy talking about... - 
he pulled out his sword. The Wanderer was petrified. 

- No... - his voice lowered to a whisper. - No... it 

can't be... 

He didn't have time to say anything else. 


The wooden city, without walls, burned. The 
Painter's house was also burned. He himself was 
murdered on the threshold, and the burning of the house 
was his funeral pyre. Some Maia studied, curiously, the 
strange signs in the thick volume and the amusing 
drawings, but Tulkas ripped off the book and threw it 
into the fire, and Maia got a good shake so as not to be 
distracted from his great achievements. 


..The Wizard dismounted with difficulty and 
collapsed into the arms of his friends who ran over. He 
opened his black eyes clouded by suffering: 

- They... don't take pity... on anyone... You were 
right, Gorthaur... forgive us for not believing... Master... 
There is... no one else... alive... only me... to arrive in 
time... tell... Gellain, Gellain, my snow star... What did I 
do, why didn't I tell you to go... You would protect her, 
Master , Yes?.. 

This feeling of complete helplessness was 
terrible. They consider him omnipotent - and you can 
only trust in the strength of your arms and the sharp 
sword... And it is possible to protect, possible to defend - 
possible, if you tear a piece of flesh from Arda's body... 
and you don't have the strength to do it That's it - she is 
alive and will feel pain... 
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He tried to talk to his brothers by thought. He 
didn't remember exactly what happened next: a wave of 
hatred suddenly crashed over him, hatred for himself 
and his disciples... He couldn't break down that wall. 
And the infinite days and nights of the siege were the 
anticipation of the inevitable end, which transformed 
waiting into torment... 


Those who arrived at Helgor's fortress took little 
with them - now weapons were their most precious 
possession. They managed to save a few books. Of that, 
happy, unbelievable as delirium, life, the Artificer kept 
only the ring with serpents - Disciple's Ring; Ierne - a 
large bead that resembled an almond eye - now she wore 
it around her neck. They were all his treasures. 

Helgor's castle was now the last refuge and 
stronghold of the Dark Elves. The siege couldn't be very 
long - they weren't good fighters, and there were few of 
them, and no one wanted to leave. The day before the 
Beginning of Autumn, on a quiet full moon night, the 
Maia Gorthaur stood on a rock, looking down on the 
camp below... “There are so few. Master, you did not 
want them to know hate - and here is the price. What 
are their swords worth if they don't know how to kill... 
You thought - they will flee at your command, and look - 
they didn't want to abandon you... It seems that the 
Artificer Geleon should have made a sword first and only 
then - aring ..." 


..Only now have they begun to understand the 
meaning of the word “war”. This concept, which once 
seemed like a horror story, has now become an even 
more terrifying reality. What they considered a game, an 
exercise of strength and _ skill, turned out to be 
indispensable for survival; everything they knew, 
moreover, became useless, as it did not help them to 
stay alive. And the most necessary thing of all was what 
none of them knew how to do or were capable of doing: 
kill. 


- ...Go away. All. Right now. Without delay. 

- And you, Master? 

- I... will go too. After. 

He Who Sees lowered his gaze: 

- You don't know how to lie. Did you think that we 
would abandon him, run away, saving our own lives? 
Why humiliate us, Master? 

- Understand, it is necessary! 
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- They will kill him, as they killed the Wanderer. 

- lam immortal, you - not. I order... 

- You can't, - for the first time, the Armorer's eyes 
looked at him with dark challenge. - We - are Mortals, 
and we have the right to make our choice! 

He felt confused. For the first time, he felt sorry 
for not having power over them, for not being able to 
make them obey his orders. The thought was terrible, 
but a hundred times worse was knowing what they 
would do to them if they stayed on Helgor. He turned to 
those two who arrived in the Northlands just now. This is 
how it sometimes happened: the Elves went deep into 
the dark forests and found the wooden city - and ended 
up staying among the Elleri Ahe. Two brothers, Gelnor 
and Gelloth, gray hair and light eyes, were holding 
hands. There was something childlike in their faces; 
even the young Artais of the Hearers of the Earth now 
seemed older than both of them. But, answering his 
silent question, they spoke in unison - no. 

- Master, - added Gelnor, trying to find the right 
words, - we try to be worthy of being called your 
disciples. Maybe we didn't understand everything you 
told us, maybe we made mistakes. But tell me, how could 
we abandon our friends at a bad time? Yes, right, we 
don't know how to fight yet, we won't be able to protect 
them. We still don't know many things, but the Path has 
been chosen. Forgive us, we won't leave. 

- You haven't seen death or blood yet. If... 

The Minstrel blushed: 

- If necessary, we will swear to each other! I 

swear... 

He interrupted him with a gesture: 

- No. Don't rush to speak for everyone. If this is 
your decision - choose for yourselves - I do not have the 
power to change it, - there was bitterness in the Master's 
voice; he lowered his eyes. - But let everyone reflect and 
weigh everything. I do not bind them with an oath. I ask, 
- he highlighted this word, - only one thing: do not judge 
those who are still alive. 

And shortly after Geleon returned and said - 

quietly: 

- We are staying. You and we have only one path. 
And the one who abandons the master at a bad time - 
would he be worthy of being called a disciple? 
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“Only four months - and how much more adult 
they became. Even the two youngest ones - the smallest 
ones. Children. What else can I...” 

- It's time. You must leave. 

Silence. Then Naure began to speak: 

- Why? Why should we go now, when something 
like this happened? Now, every sword is precious! 

- There are things of greater value than a sword. 
Try to understand. You probably now think that I am 
terribly unfair, that I sacrifice everyone else for you. It's 
not like that, believe me! Yes, you know what I expected 
from you, but unfortunately I didn't have time to do 
anything, and who knows when I will be able to help you 
again... I promise - as soon as the war is over, I will find 
you. And now - go. I will protect others, don't be afraid. I 
am a Vala, and I still have power over the elements. But I 
want to make sure that... 

He looked at them. "They do not believe. Who are 

you trying to fool?” 

- And for that, you will take an oath. That they will 
leave. They will do what they were elected to do. (“Cruel, 
vile and cruel! Poor children...”) 

They kissed the icy blade of the sword in silence, 
kneeling and then - some loudly, some almost without 
sound - repeated in the name of Arta. He finished. That's 
better. 

- And here, receive my gifts. Each of them will 
help you develop your dormant powers. I didn't have 
time, as you can see. And wait until we meet again - who 
knows when that will happen? Just don't give up. These 
symbols will help you to be a single force, always listen 
and understand each other, always help. Find, if 
lose, remember, forget. That - is power. That's all I can 
give you... 

- Naure - you are the oldest. You will have to 

unite... here is your symbol... 

Bracelet, made from a single morion crystal, 
pulsating, as if a heart was beating inside it. In the 
center of the red circle, where almost invisible rays met, 
the rune appeared in the air 
Erath, Fire rune, symbol of Movement and Creation. 

Moro - dark blue eyes, bitter. He went alone. 

Orien stayed. 

- For you - determine the path. 

Heavy blackened steel sword with nine points. On 
each ray -arune. Adee-Cyoth,t 1 rune of the Path 
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and Enlightenment. The same symbol, in silver, on the 
simple iron ring. 

Hello. A transparent blue crystal on a thin chain, 
Helre rune streaked with cold fire: Purification and 
Clarity of the mind, symbol of Ice. The young man lowers 
his golden head when receiving the gift, and when he 
stands up he no longer takes his strange eyes - the sky 
reflected in a deep river - from the Master's face. 

Allua - flame of life, the light that ignites other 
souls. A smooth oval stone, the color of wine or blood, 
inside is a red spark. And in the obsidian medallion - 
rune of Life and Rebirth, sign of Earth, sign of Arta - 
Erth. The young woman shuddered and whispered: 
“Blood...” 

Blue drop brooch, in which, from the depths, at 
the intersection of two petals - past and future - shines 
Te-esse, Eternal Water, current of Time. 

- This is yours, Onnele Cyolla. 

- A sip of water... - sad smile. 
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The B 


There are no more words. Almost inaudible 

response: 

- I thank. 

And that's it. 

- Ald... 

The young man took a step forward. He made a 
sudden movement with his head, as usual, to remove a 
stray strand of hair from his forehead. Impetuous as the 
wind. This was also the case with his sign - Ol-aer, rune 
of Wings and Wind. Rune of Thought - and the skittish 
silver hawk with amethyst eyes. - My hope, Ayoni... 

A maple leaf, a green-gold ring with the same 
stone - too big for the girl's slender fingers, - and the 
rune of Hope and Light, Aeth. 

- And you, Dene. 

At another time, this would probably be funny - a 
boy and the rune of Power, rune of Iron Tor-en. Buckle 
with the image of a dragon. The boy took it - seriously, 
trying to appear more adult - and replied in a 
purposefully serious voice: 

- I will do everything, Master. 

And that's it. How empty it is, how it hurts... 

- Now, Onnele, you know what it's like - death. 

Did you see. 

- Yes. Whatever the freedom there, beyond the 
border, life is beautiful. And you shouldn't leave before 
your time... Am I wrong? But, it seems, it is impossible to 
leave before doing everything within your power of what 
was destined for you. The soul will then be too weak and 
useless to preserve strength, will and form, and even 
more to do... And death is frightening, even when you 
know... 

- Master, - the low and cutting voice, like glass, 
Elhe, - is it possible to return? If you take the step 
beyond the border of the world? 

- I don't know... But if there is a choice... If it's 
necessary, if you left something undone, you didn't do it, 
you didn't finish it, and there's no one else who... You 
probably can. Why? 

- Just to know. 

I wouldn't get anything else. He knew. 

- Okay, the time has come. Now, it all depends on 

you... 
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Page nai- | 
for you, Elh 


She stopped in front of the mirror and looked at 
her own reflection for a long time. Then she straightened 
her short hair and took off her long, knee-length 
blackened steel mesh. It's too heavy, it blocks your 
movements. But the helmet will certainly come in 
handy... 

- Elhe!... 

Allua threw open the door to her friend's room. 
The frail young man, with his back to her, shuddered and 
turned around. 

- He?.. - she stopped, finding it strange. The 

young man took off his helmet, and Allua smiled: 

- It looks good on her... I can't even recognize 

her... - she became serious. - Do you think this 

will be useful along the way? He didn't respond, 
just bit his lip. 

- You are going? 

- No, - low and resolved. 


Why?. 


But... 


ng it. 

- But it is necessary to tell... - Allua was 

completely disturbed. 

The green eyes became cold and hard. 

- You won't tell him. 

- Hey! This is our duty... 

- I'll be back, - brief as a stab. 

- Listen, - Allua leaned against the door and 
spoke, serious and sad, - you understand... It's war, and 
death doesn't choose... 

- Know. I will not leave. 
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And suddenly he threw himself at Allua, 
impetuously clasped her warm hands with his icy ones 
and replied, quickly and quietly: 

- Understand, believe me - I know, I know 
everything, I see, but I can't, I can't go... Forgive - maybe 
he will forgive too - I must stay. I'll be back; I don't know 
how - I just know: it will be like this. Do not stop. Do not 
tell anyone. And him too - don't tell. He must not know. I 
ask you - it must be like this, believe me... 

Allua remained silent, looking at the wall. 

- You are right. It's like this... as I didn't realize 
before... Don't be afraid, I won't tell anyone, to anyone 
and ever. And I won't explain anything, if you ask... 

- Yes yes! Let them accuse of betrayal, let them 
curse - I can't do it any other way, I can't! If I don't stay 
here now, I will cease to be what I am, my power will 
die, and I will be a useless void, and what use would I be 
like that... 

- Leave it, don't say anything. I understand. But 
we must be nine. We will hardly be able to do anything if 
at least one leaves. 

- I'll be back, I swear! Allua, you know me! You 

believe? Do you believe it? 

- I know and I believe. All is well then. We will 

wait. 

- Forgive me. And I ask... 

- Do not need to talk. It's better not to say 

anything... 

- Allua, Allua... I'm so scared... 


- Naure, I need to tell you something. Elenhel will 

catch up with us later. 

- Why doesn't she go with everyone? 

- She is sick. Master asked to let you know that 
we have to go without her. In about twelve days she will 
find us. 

- Well, that being the case... Then we'll leave at 

dawn. 


Eight - there were. One remained. When he spoke 
his farewell words to her, she remained with her head 
down, hiding her eyes, already knowing for sure that she 
would not be able to obey. And he didn't dare tell him 
that. 


Thin fingers will not hold the heavy sword. 
But I will not leave - and no matter what follows. 
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The armor is too heavy for a girl's shoulders, 
But I will stay by your side, I will be your shield. 


She knew it was her last song, which no one will 
sing. “And then you will return”, - he said, and that soft 
voice, those confident words could deceive anyone - but 
not her, who saw. It hurt so much, as if, by staying, she 
was betraying him, but there was no other way - because 
she saw. Because obeying meant killing your own heart. 
Because she knew what's about to happen. 

...Few were those who knew how to wield a 
sword. The pen is more accustomed to the writer's 
hands, and the lute is better suited to the bard. And 
bloody battle is no place for women. 

But no one backed down; and Melkor himself entered 
the fight at the head of the Elleri Ahe. 

And then, on a rock, the Minstrel Gelren shouted: 

- The last song is for you, Alado! 

His eyes shone with inspiration, and the wind 
made his ash-colored hair fly, and a winged star shone 
on his chest. He started to sing. And everyone stopped, 
listening to him. He sang about Arta - the trembling 
heart in the caring hands of the Dark, and about the 
other worlds, which are the life and greatness of the 
Universe. And each one heard something of their own in 
their corner, and hands let go of weapons, and smiles 
appeared on blood-stained faces and the E, dark no 
longer seemed frightening and hostile, because only in 
the Dark is there Light... 

No one has ever composed such a song in Arta, 
and never will, unless the Walls of Night are torn down 
and the hearts of men are opened to the Music of the 
Worlds and the Call of Ea... But Vala Tulkas, breaking 
free from the spell , shouted: 

- Why are you listening?! Kill! 

And the Maia who was closest to the Minstrel ran 
and struck him. That one didn't have time to protect 
himself. Melkor advanced and the black sword came 
down on the Maia's head. 

- Go to Mandos Mansions! 

Vala bent over the disciple. His black cloak 
turned into wings, and these wings hid the dying man 
from the eyes of the Immortals. There seemed to be an 
invisible wall surrounding them: no one could or dared 
to approach, despite the fighting around them. 

The silver star on the Minstrel's chest turned red. 
“The symbol of sudden death... That was what you 
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carried over your heart, disciple...” - thought Melkor. 
Gelren smiled: 

- At least I found him once again, Master... I 

thank you... 

- My disciple... - Vala’s voice trailed off. 

- Goodbye... Forgive me... forgive us all... for 
what... will happen... We can't... forgive... 

- What are you saying... - He was short of breath 

because of the pain. 

- Master... Don't give up; Arta is in your hands... 
don't blame yourself for anything, Winged... Now I know, 
star... I see... 

The Minstrel's head fell. The fingers that gripped 

Melkor's hand loosened. Dead. 

Carefully, as if afraid of waking him, Vala placed 
the disciple's body on the floor, and passed her hand 
over his face, closing his eyes. Melkor's face went still. 

- Sleep, child... - inaudible. 


She saw only one thing: that pale face, disfigured 
by anger and pain. The face of a convict. She knew - he 
is condemned to life, like them - to death, and death 
seemed to her a mercy. For him. For her - cowardice, 
betrayal. But she couldn't be any different. r 

Then everything went too fast. There were many - 
Maiar in red robes, whose eyes shone with the dark fire 
of death - she didn't have time to understand, but she 
noticed one more, who suddenly advanced from the left. 
And she ran forward. 

She felt no pain when she received two heavy 
blows to the chest. And then a hand caught her, and she 
was surprised - am I falling? 

The face above her - perplexed, worried. He took 
the helmet off the little warrior's head. Elhe's face 
looked like a girl's, incredibly young because of her 
cropped hair. She had thought - what good are they 
now? They don't even go under the helmet... And he only 
sighed when the heavy locks fell to the ground like a 
wave of moonlight. 

A longer strand ran down the neck like a snake; 
he wanted to hit the wires - an absurd, useless gesture - 
and only now did he realize that he was still holding the 
sword. 

“Why did you... I asked, I told you to go... why...” 

He breathed hard, his face turned pale, drops of 

sweat glistened on his temples. 

- You... weren't... injured?.. - she breathed out. 
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The pain exploded in two balls of fire 

- near the neck and in the chest on 

the left. - Mel kori... 

She tried to smile at him - through the pain, 
through the approaching bloody darkness. And then the 
Star shone. The last desperate thought was of return... 
and the world ceased to exist. 


Bird, star, wind, autumn rain, 

I will return, with a new form and a new name... 
My heart, I will be your shield. 

Millennia from now - I'll be back, I know... 
Forgive. 


He didn't really remember what followed. His 
sword was covered in the blood of his enemies up to the 
hilt: the Maiar also know something that resembles 
death. He retreated, looking at his enemies with eyes 
blinded by pain and anger, and this look to many seemed 
more terrible than the black sword that never missed a 
blow. And Maia Gorthaur fought side by side with him. 
For brief moments, Ahere managed to hold back the 
Immortals. Melkor turned to Gorthaur: 

- Come on. Fast. 

In the throne room, he handed the Book of Arta 

to the disciple. 

- Wow, Orthenner. 

- Iam not a traitor, Master. I will not abandon 

you. 

Melkor looked at him. 

- I order, I ask... Don't you understand what will 
happen now? Even if you stay, we won't resist. Go. I'll be 
back. A long time from now. But - I will be back. I 
promise. 

- Let them judge me! 

- They need me. You will stay in Endoré. So it 
must be, Disciple, - Melkor's voice was cruel. -V. It's the 
only thing you can do to help me. And yet they must not 
take the book. It's the one : memory of Arta, Disciple. 

For a few moments, Gorthaur imagined he saw a 
heavy chain binding Melkor's hands. 

- Teacher! 

It disappeared. Melkor repeated, deafly: 

- Go. 

At the door, the Disciple turned around. The last 
thing he saw - Melkor, standing in the middle of the 
room, tense, holding the sword in his hand. 


The Black Book of Arda 


Ierne was surprised, how had she managed to 
resist for so long? Maybe there was some spell on 
Geleon's sword? Or did anger give him strength? Her 
strong body was accustomed to dancing and sudden 
movements, she escaped blows easily and did not tire for 
a long time. And then, a woman appeared in front of him, 
beautiful and merciless, with dead black eyes, and Ierne 
understood that he would not be able to defend himself. 
And even so, she tried to resist, but the sword cut 
through her leather armor, and her clothing, and her 
body. The narrow cut quickly filled with blood. A second 
blow knocked her to the ground. The sword flew away. 
“The end”, - without the slightest fear she thought, 
seeing the bloody blade pressed against her throat. But 
this one suddenly deviated. Something new, alive shone 
in the big black eyes. The strong hand lifted her. 

- Don't be afraid... We won't do anything to the 
prisoners, I promise... It hurts, yes? Can you walk? 

Ierne nodded yes. The warrior took her 
downstairs, to the remains of the gate, where there were 
already a dozen Dark Elves, surrounded by guards. 


He fought like a cornered animal against those 
who came from the blessed land of Aman. By a miracle 
they managed to hold out for so long. The nine went out 
at night - or rather, he thought it was all nine. Then he 
understood that he hadn't... And in the fight his anger 
increased because of the bitter feeling that they had 
sacrificed him, like everyone else, for these nine. The 
Master sacrificed him, and he respected him so much... 
Wasn't it thanks to him that they resisted for so long? 
“Master, you chose the wrong people... I should be the 
Guardian... Master, but why didn't you choose me?..” 


Among Tulkas' disciples, they were the best - two 
brothers, Warriors. Darkly beautiful, courageous and 
strong, in combat they were equal to the lord himself. 
When they fought together, no one could subdue him. 
Their eyes glowed with dark battle flames as Tulkas told 
his Maiar about the march north. And the Warrior let out 
a loud war cry when Tulkas named him his general. 

..And the Enemy's army was destroyed. Only the 
latest defenders - the Dark Elves - stood in front of the 
gates of the dark mansions, silent, and there was death 
in their eyes. 

They fell, desperately defending their lord, and 
little by little admiration for the courage of their enemies 
arose in the minds of the Warriors, and the Warrior 
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deflected the blow, and did not kill the wound - a warrior 
like herself. Thus she knows piety. u 

And the Warrior had already engaged in combat 
with the last of the Elves. That one was injured and 
defended himself with difficulty. 

- Surrender! - Maia shouted. - Surrender, and I 

swear - you will live! 

But the Elf shook his head. Then the Warrior 
snatched the sword from his weakened hands. That one 
fell. The Warrior bent down to help him up, but the Elf 
unexpectedly grabbed the blade of his sword, and cut his 
own throat in a sudden movement. 

"Why?" - Bewildered, almost offended, thought 
Guerreiro. “I would keep my word... Why? Did he hate 
and fear me so much?” But in the wide, dead eyes there 
was neither fear nor hatred - only pain and compassion. 

They burst into the fortress. And Tulkas fought 
hand to hand with Melkor, and the Warriors, looking at 
the fight, saw - the Dark Ditch is much more skillful. And 
more honestly, he didn't try to cheat in combat. The 
swords broke, but they continued the fight. They 
remained motionless for a few seconds, and one could 
say that they were two brothers hugging each other. But 
slowly, Tulkas, growing redder and redder, began to 
kneel. It seemed that the very look of the Enemy made 
him bow down. Guerreiro gave his sister a push on the 
shoulder: 

- Look at that! What a power! 

That one agreed. I looked. 

- If he beats Tulkas, we will have to go - such is 

the law of a fair fight! 

But there was no fair fight. Someone screeched: 

“Why are they standing still, on top of him!” 

And the army of the Valar fell upon Melkor, and 
when the crowd fell apart, he was on the ground—beaten 
and bound. Tulkas kicked him angrily and turned to his 
disciples, expecting delighted praise. But he only heard a 
taciturn response: 

- This is against honor... 

Wrath of Eru's face changed, but he remained 

silent. But he didn't forget. 


And then was brought the iron chain, skillfully 
wrought by Great Aulé. The most powerful of spells was 
in it, and it was so heavy that even Tulkas, the most 
powerful among the Valar, lifted it with difficulty. And 
her name was Angainor. 
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And Aulé brought two red-hot iron shackles, and 
closed them for eternity on Melkor's wrists. He 
struggled, barely containing his scream; but Tulkas and 
Oromé held him well. From that time on, the pain did not 
cease and the burns did not heal: this was the curse of 
the One and the Manwe. 

Valar closed his eyes. He didn't understand why; 
and he thought, not without foundations, that this was 
due to the fact that they feared his gaze, and also 
wanted to humiliate the rebel even more. But Melkor 
discovered the true cause of this only much later. And so 
they made him go to the ports, where the ships of 
Valinor were already waiting for them; and he stood 
erect and stepped firmly, despite the pain and the chain, 
which pulled him to the ground and seemed to become 
heavier with each step. And in his heart Melkor swore 
that the Valar would hear neither his groans nor his 
pleas for mercy, that no suffering would make him 
humble himself before them and no offense would wrest 
a single word from him. Biting his lips until blood came 
out, he repeated this oath while rolling across the plank 
floor of the ship's hold, helpless and trapped. And with 
great feasts the Valar carried the prisoner to the Blessed 
Realm of the Immortals. 

Gorthaur was not found. They said later that he, 
fearing the wrath of the Valar, hid in one of the caves of 
the Fortress of Melkor, and for a long time he remained 
there, trembling with fear and not daring to leave his 
hiding place, even after the Immortals had left. But it 
was like this: he went to the fortress of Ahanagger, in 
the east, taking the Book with him. The lines about the 
War of the Powers of Arda were inscribed on it in letters 
of fire. And reading these words, Gorthaur felt the 
Master's pain and understood what had been hidden 
from both of them until that time. And the Black Maia 
cursed himself for impotence and blindness. 


..After the battle was over, Oromé went to the 
Elves, and chose three among them: Ingwé, Finwé and 
Elwé, who later became kings. And he bade them follow 
him, that they might be ambassadors of the Quendi in 
Valinor, and see the eternal beauty of the Blessed Realm, 
and when they returned, they might tell it to their 
people... 


The sea was not calm, and the ship was rocking. 
We could hear little from the basement, and the lack of 
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knowledge was the worst of all. Ierne leaned back tiredly 
on the Artificer's shoulder. 

- Here's the wedding, - she said sadly. Artificer 

hugged her in silence. 

- Maybe everything will still work out? She said - 
they won't do anything to the prisoners... Maybe, we'll 
stay in the same cell. It's not true, will everything work 
out? - Ierne looked imploringly at the Artificer, and he 
forced a smile. Someone came over and sat on the floor 
next to them. Friend of Books. 

- Ierne, don't be sad. Whatever happens - we are 
free. We are Mortals, you understand? We will be able to 
escape the circle of predetermination. And they won't be 
able to do anything. That's what the Master said, and I 
believe it. And you? 

- I believe. But I would like to live a little longer. 

- And me too... 

A heavy silence. Suddenly, the Friend of Books 
stood up abruptly. His eyes sparkled. 

- But you were about to get married... Everyone, 

come here! 

The others surrounded them, not understanding 
what is going on. And then the Friend of Books, raising 
his hands, said: 

- Before Arta and Ea, Sun, Moon and Stars, from 

now and forever I pronounce you husband and 

wife! They were words of tradition. He just didn’t 
say “in life and in death”. 

- Let it be so! 

And then, suddenly, the second of the captured 
women - almost still a girl - began to cry torrentially: 
only now did she understand that everything is over, that 
she will never have anything else - not even a marriage 
like this. And the Friend of the Lives went to her and 
took her hands away from her face in tears. He said 
quietly: 

- Why are you crying? You are more slender than 
a young tree, your eyes are morning stars, your smile is 
brighter than the spring sun. Her hair is like light linen. 
You are beautiful, and I love you. Why are you crying? 
The rest is bullshit. I love you and marry you - in front of 
everyone. Do not Cry. 

“You're making it up,” she whimpered. 

- Have I ever lied? And now I also speak the 

truth. Believe please. Do you believe it? - True? 
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- Of course, - he lied for the first time in his life. 
“I’m inventing as well as the Storyteller.” That’s where 
my first and last fairy tale ended.” 


- Now you have seen the Blessed Kingdom, its 
glory and its greatness, its beauty and its light. What will 
you, Children of the One, say? 

- Great, - Ingwé finally broke the silence, with his 
eyes closed, - we have no words, because we do not have 
the power to express what we feel in our hearts... 

- Do not call me great, - smiled the Maia softly, - 
for I am no more than the servant or the messenger of 
the Powers of Arda, but dust beneath the feet of the 
Valar and the shadow of their shadow. But you were 
chosen not only to see Aman and speak to your people 
about him: a shadow of sadness has clouded the quiet of 
the Powers, and I must, for this is their will, speak to you 
about the Enemy. 

- Enemy? And what is this? asked Elwé. 

- Know that the Enemy is a renegade and a rebel, 
that he wants to destroy the beauty of the world, turn 
the gardens into ashes and the valleys into deserts, dry 
up the rivers and release the flames of 
Burn, for the world to sink into chaos, and for the 
eternal Dark to devour the Light... 

Elwé shuddered, taking a step back. 

- But that's not the worst of his plans. Know that 
he wished to take from them everything that was given 
to them by Iluvatar, giving death in exchange. 

- What is this - death? - Elwé's lips trembled, like 

those of a frightened child. 

- Death will take you outside the limits of the 
world, into nothingness, into the void, and you will be 
transformed into emptiness, and all your thoughts and 
feelings, your creations and your very essence will turn 
into dust. 

They remained silent, trying to understand what 
they heard. Like this? All this - flowers and trees, stars 
and herbs, and mountains, and the world itself - will 
exist, but they will not. Everything will remain as it is, 
there will just be no more of them, and they will never 
hear the song of the river again, they will not see the 
clear sky sprinkled with stars, they will not taste the 
fruits, they will not breathe the smell of herbs, they will 
not feel the wind on their faces. .. How is that? 
Incomprehensible and terrible: there is everything, there 
is not only yourself, and that forever? 
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- For... what does he need this for? - whispered 

Ingwe. 

- Envy is in his heart - envy of everything that is 
limpid and clear, of everything that is unattainable for 
him. And he wants to rise up through your unhappiness, 
and turn you into slaves, obedient to him - Maia's voice 
became threatening. - The terrible thing is that he 
corrupted the souls of many, and they became his 
servants, but the fear of the cruel tortures to which he 
subjects those who deny him is immense, and now their 
hatred is destined for the entire world, especially for 
those who were before the same people as them, but 
denied the path of Evil. And those, whose souls the 
Enemy was unable to enslave, in the dark dungeons are 
subjected to terrible torments, which mutilate the body 
and soul; and so the Enemy creates the Orcs, whose 
essence is a mockery of the beautiful Elves, as he himself 
cannot create anything, he can only defile and corrupt 
the creations of others. 
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- Messenger... - Elwé lowered his head; Long 
locks of gray hair hid his pale face. - Answer, why are 
you telling us about this here, in this land unreachable 
for the Enemy? Or has Evil already infiltrated Valinor? 

Maia remained silent for a long time, watching 
the three with half-closed eyes. His words hit home. 
Finally, he began to speak, slowly and imposingly: 

- The Powers of Arda defeated the Enemy in a 
terrible war, and his servants were destroyed or 
dissipated like evil mist. But the Powers must not punish, 
but rather provide justice; therefore the Enemy and 
those who served him will now be judged by the Valar. 
And as they waged this war not for their own peace, but 
for the Children of Iluvatar, as for the Children of 
Iluvatar they came long ago to Arda, to prepare a 
dwelling for them, so worthiest among the Eldar must 
speak their word in this judgment. : This is the will of the 
Valar. Only after this will the King of the World be able 
to declare his sentence on the renegades. And I came to 
tell you: let your thoughts now be about the good of your 
people; strengthen your hearts, expel evil thoughts and 
follow me, for you must present yourself to the Powers in 
Mahanaxar. 

He noticed with satisfaction how Finwé's eyes 
shone, who had remained silent until then. It seems that 
this silent one understood his words better than the 
others. 

...What will a child do when he sees a spider for 
the first time in his life - a disgusting, hairy monster with 
many legs? One will run away terrified and remain 
crying near her elders. Another will be petrified, unable 
to move or understand what she sees because of so 
much fear. Thirdly - with the cruel courage of a child he 
will crush the disgusting insect, to get rid of it forever... 


They placed Melkor before the throne of Manwé. 
With disdainful compassion, Manwé stared at his older 
brother, the most powerful of the Ainur. Manwe's taunts 
fell short: Melkor remained silent. And the King of Arda 
ordered the bandage to be removed from the rebel's 
eyes and said: 

- Now you will see what happens to those who 
dare to disobey the One and the Powers of Arda, who 
dared to follow him and fight us! 

From the top of Taniquetil, Melkor looked down, 
where Manwe's hand was pointing. His face turned 
deathly pale, and he trembled with horror and pain, and 
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the suffering was visible on his face, for at that moment 
he understood everything. 

Not all Dark Elves died in the fighting. Those who 
survived were imprisoned by the Valar: neither Melkor 
nor Gorthaur knew this. They were taken to Valinor in 
the same ship as Melkor; and now they were there, at 
the foot of Taniquetil, guarded by Maiar, awaiting their 
fate. Tied up, with their black clothes torn, they were 
still beautiful, and their eyes shone like stars. 

And the proud Vala fell to his knees and begged 

the King of the World, his younger brother: 

- Forgive them! I'm to blame for everything, me! I 
made them obey me, I guided them: do what you want 
with me, but forgive them! I beg you! 

And Manweée smiled coldly, looking at the defeated 

enemy, and asked: 

- Do you regret, insignificant one, what you did? 

- Yes! - Melkor shouted in despair. 

“Maybe by paying that price I can save 

them?” - knows sabRedoria and the 

greatness of the Valar? 

- Sim. 

- Do you recognize that with torture and 
disgusting spells you transformed the beautiful Children 
of the One into disgusting Orcs? 

- Sim. 

- Do you recognize, impostor, 

that you named yourself the 

Lord of All That Is? - Yes 

- Do you recognize that you came to Arda 
bringing anger and envy in your heart, that you wanted 
to dominate the entire world, populating it with your 
own repulsive creations? 

- Yes, yes, - moaned Melkor, - I admit, I recognize 
everything - but forgive them! Have mercy - and I will be 
a servant of the Valar! 

And Varda asked: 

- Do you admit that only out of black envy of the 
Creator of All That Exists and wanting to diminish his 
greatness did he speak lies about other worlds? 

- I admit, - Melkor's voice sounded hoarse; he 
covered his face with his hands. “How I want them not to 
hear this, I hope they don’t see it, I hope...” 

- And you wanted to deceive the Faithful with 
these stories, even though you knew that before Arda 
there was nothing but the One and the Ainur, and that 
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beyond the limits of Arda there is only emptiness and 
darkness? 

- Sim... 

- And you didn't see anything in the void? 

- Nothing, - sighed Vala hoarsely. 

- Higher! 

- Anything! shouted Melkor. - I confess, I lied! 

Just forgive them, forgive them, forgive them! 

Afterwards he no longer heard the questions or 
his own answers. He only repeated: “Yes...” Yes, Iluvatar 
is the only Creator; yes, Melkor did only evil; yes, he 
wanted to distort the plan of Creation; yes, he only knew 
how to destroy, but not to create; yea, he hated every 
living thing; yes, the stars are Varda's creation; yes, yes, 
yes... He denied everything he saw and knew, he 
confessed himself guilty of all possible and impossible 
crimes; he no longer understood what he was saying - 
just one thought: now they must forgive them, he will 
pay with himself for them, otherwise they will die - 
because they chose the path of Mortals... Better that the 
Valar condemn him to eternal torments - he is immortal 
and will not be able to die, whatever the penalty... But 
those who continue what he started will remain... They 
will remain... 

Finally, the King of the World was pleased and 
made a sign to Tulkas. And Melkor was taken beyond the 
golden gates of Valmar, capital of Valinor. And in the 
Council of the Great, Mahanaxar, the Powers of Arda sat 
upon their thrones; but Aulé was not among them, and 
they placed Melkor on his throne. And the servants of 
the Powers, Maiar, gathered together by order of 
Manwe: he wanted them also to see and hear everything. 

And thus said Manwé, the King of the World: 

- Repeat everything you told us. And let everyone 

hear you. 

And Melkor repeated. Deaf and heavy were the 

words, he spoke with a dead voice. And Valar, 

and 
Maiar, and the three kings of the Elves who were also 
there - Ingwée, Finwé and Elwé - listened and memorized. 

He betrayed himself to save his disciples. And 
when he finished, he thought only of one thing: they 
didn't hear that... 

Manwe again made a sign, and the Dark Elves 
were brought to the Circle of Destiny, they were vin et 
and m; and there were two warriors among him. And, 
speaking to Melko, his youngest brother, Manwe, said: 
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- The Valar are just and merciful. We heard his 
words and saw his repentance. You will be forgiven and 
have freedom. He will be one of us again, and will 
rightfully occupy one of Mahanaxar's thrones. Their 
knowledge will serve the Powers, and the Children of 
Only, to the Firstborn, you will give them, to compensate 
for their wickedness. Swear! 

And Melkor swore. And Manweée said: 

- See, now you are on a throne as an equal. And it 
will be. He will receive forgiveness from the Powers, but 
first his deeds will be a pledge of his words. 

And, pointing to the prisoners, he added: 

- Kill them. With your own hands. Their blood will 

redeem you from guilt: kill. 

Blind despair abandoned Melkor; pain 

and anger disfigured his face, and he 

roared: - No! 

Silence. 

And in the Circle of Fate, before the throne of 
Manwée, stood the Dark Elves; but they looked only at 
Melkor, their Master, and he also looked at them. And 
with frightening clarity he understood: everything was in 
vain. There will be no forgiveness or mercy. 


Then the King of the World spoke: 

- What should be done with those who denied the 
One and went over to the side of the Enemy? What will 
we do with those who wished for your death, Children of 
the One? - he addressed the three who were now next to 
his throne. 

Intimidated by the King of the World's gaze, the 
three lowered their eyes. But suddenly Finwé stepped 
forward; His eyes shone, and his clear, tense voice 
sounded almost inspired: 

- Allow me to say a word, Manwé Stlimo, King of 
the World, lord of heaven! They deserve the harshest 
punishment, and nothing will be too cruel for them. The 
Great Ones must forget, at this time, infinite mercy, and 
may the will of the One be done! 

Manwé agreed: 

- Now I will tell you the words of the One, which I 
heard, and I want everyone to hear them: the weeds 
must be pulled out by their roots. Immense is the mercy 
of the One, but his wrath is terrible. May the Valar now 
be a tool of that wrath! 

And Manweée pronounced the sentence. And when 
he began to speak, Melkor shouted: “No!..” - and fell to 
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his knees, stretching out his chained hands in a gesture 
of despair. 

Then Geleon's clear voice sounded: 

- Do not humble yourself, Master: they do not 

know mercy and compassion. They... 

But Tulkas jumped to his feet, face darkened with 
rage, and he slapped the Elf into silence. 

And Melkor, gnashing his teeth, arose and stood 
by his disciples. He listened to the sentence until the 
end. And he didn't say another word. 

Aulé himself chained the renegades, and Finwé 
helped him in his work, as the other two retreated in 
fear. And great was the reward of the Valar; and he and 
his descendants were chosen from among the other 
Elves. But Melkor cursed him. 


They waited thirteen days. And ten more. Elenhel 
did not appear. And then Allua said - she will not come. 
Naure looked at her angrily: 

- So you knew? 

- Yes, from the beginning. 

- And you didn't say anything? You two - yes, both 

of you, are traitors! 

- Let it be so. But she will come back. 

- She's dead, - said Moro deafly. For the first time 

since the match, he opened his mouth. - 

It's all over. Everyone is dead. Did you not understand 
why Master told us to go? 

- I understood. Do you think I wanted to go? 

Think that... 

- Enough! - Allua interrupted them. - Enough. 

Everyone understood. 

- But she didn't go! She swore too! And now 
nothing will work because of her! It's a betrayal! And 
you, you too... Allua, how could you? Why was he silent? 

- No need, Naure. You yourself don't believe your 
own words. Although you can curse us as you please. But 
she will come back. 

- When? Then?! 

- I don't know. But it will come back. And we will 
see that, - she squeezed the cloth bag hanging around 
her neck in her hand - there was the red stone. - You 
have to wait. 

- And now - stay here and do nothing? 

- No. Let's live. Knowing yourself and teaching 
others, so that we are ready when the time comes. 
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- But everything has changed, - said Aldh. - What 

should we do now? 

- Let's resolve it ourselves, - replied Onnele 
Cyolla. - They trusted us. We only have the Gift and we 
have the Inheritance. We will think. 

Fate didn't give them time. On the third night, the 
Orcs attacked. In the morning, when they again 
gathered together, they discovered that there were only 
four of them. Dene and Ollo arrived later. Ayoni 
disappeared. For days, she had been complaining of 
strange headaches, which almost took away her memory. 
And now it was like that too, she threw herself towards 
the forest, and no matter how much they looked for her 
afterwards, she didn't appear. And the Orcs, themselves 
frightened by the unexpected combat, soon dispersed 
and probably did not take her with them. Onnele Cyolla 
ran after her, and still hadn't come back. She didn't even 
come back... Then Dene disappeared - she left while the 
others were sleeping. Probably, the little warrior decided 
to try to find Ayoni anyway... 

And then it no longer made sense to look. And 
then the five separated - each went to one side, to meet 
right there, when the eldest - Naure called them, and the 
Inheritance responded. Maybe they will be able to find 
the others... Only one thing consoled them - they knew 
how to feel each other, and they knew that everyone was 
alive. Too bad, they weren't yet strong enough to point 
the way by thought. You can call - but where? This they 
could not indicate. They knew they were alive. They 
didn't know where... 

Ierne stood next to the Artificer, trying to close 
his clothes, cut by the sword. This was extremely 
difficult with his hands chained. The chain was short and 
hindered any movement. Artificer hugged her - she was 
in the circle of his chained hands. So they remained, 
together. Ierne had long understood that they would be 
killed, he just didn't know when and how. Here, there 
was a heavy, sickening feeling - the bright light from all 
sides, dead, the still air with no smell, neither cold nor 
hot - none. It had a strange, sharp taste, somewhat 
reminiscent of blood... She didn't understand what was 
happening, she was stunned. Even if she didn't suffer 
because of the wound, her mind would still refuse to 
understand what was going on. First - the Master on his 
knees, then the Artificer left her and, taking a step 
forward, said something, then they hit him and he fell, 
spitting blood, then someone's voice: 
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- Let at least the women live! 
And another, cold and solemn. 
- There are no men and women here. Here there 
are only the damned renegades! 

“At least together,” she thought, reassured. - at 
least we will die together.” 
And the huge black eyes looking at the crowd, full 
of horror and anger... 


... They hung them by their chained hands on the 
rocks of Taniquetil. And the eagles of Manweé prowled 
the peak and, descending, tore their bodies with their 
claws. And Melkor saw this. Even if he wanted to look 
away, he couldn't: next to him was Tulkas, who was 
watching him intently. But even if there was no 
guardian, he would not close his eyes: he wanted to see, 
to always remember. He gave them all his strength. They 
chose death; but death was not enough - he could not 
even give them that. He could only see. The chains 
tightened his chest so much that even breathing caused 
pain, but he felt nothing; He was clenching his fists and 
blood was running out from under the handcuffs. He 
couldn't do anything. And then he opened his mind to 
their thoughts, and his heart - . to their suffering... 


- Have you thought about everything? Don't rush 
with the answer; the gift of death is a terrible and great 
gift. Who knows, maybe they'll curse me later for that 
choice. 

- No. We chose this path ourselves; Now there is 

no one left for us. 

- Look inside yourself. Would there be fear or 

doubts in the voice? 

- No, Melkor. We chose the path with open eyes, 
and none of us will ever say that you lured us to your 
side with lies. I know in my heart that you tell the truth. 
We made our choice, Winged. 


“Why, why like this - with them? Will no one say: 
“enough”?! I am to blame for everything; I should have, I 
should have defended them - and now I can't even give 
them a quick death... It would be better if I were in their 
place!” He hated the One, he hated the Valar, but most 
of all - himself. He cursed himself. He looked, without 
taking his eyes off, knowing that he could never forget 
and forgive himself. And then, like a sigh, like a groan, 
not words, but a thought: 
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- Don't blame yourself, Master. You are not to 
blame for anything: we ourselves made our choice; We 
are Mortals, and we pay for it with ourselves. That's how 
it's always been. Don't torture yourself, we beg you: it 
hurts... Because we hear you... 

And, in a last effort, he closed his own mind from 

them... 


They could see each other even without turning 
their heads to the side. As if to make the death of these 
two more painful, they chained them to neighboring 
rocks. The eagles have not yet touched Ierne, but the 
sharp claws have already torn through the Artificer's 
body twice, baring his ribs. His blood dripped, staining 
the shiny sand beneath. But he didn't scream. He saw 
how her face turned pale with horror and suffering. But 
she no longer screamed. 

- Don't look, - he rasped. - Please, I ask you... 

Ierne bit his lip and lowered his head. The torn 
clothes revealed one breast, cut with a red line. Seeing 
this was the most painful of all, and he was grinding his 
teeth because he couldn't do anything. 

He screamed only when a huge eagle flew, 
quickly, descending towards Ierne. But the bird paid him 
no attention - it had already chosen its victim. As if in a 
nightmare, he saw how the curved beak hit his neck, 
from the side. The blood gushed into a fountain, and the 
bird rose, with cries of displeasure. His body contorted, 
as if he wanted to break free, throw himself at her... 
Ierne didn't move, his body swayed like a rag doll. It 
seemed to him that there, under the torn black clothes, 
was another one - red, terribly red. He thought - Ierne is 
already dead, but suddenly she raised her head, and he 
saw her face once again, covered in blood. The lips 
whispered something, without sound. He understood - 
what. Then her head fell onto her chest. He finished. 

"...1 will wait for you..." 


While the sentence was being carried out, Nienna 
appeared beside Manwé's throne. Tears ran down her 
face, and she begged the King of the World to grant 
death to the condemned, because, she said, it is 
unacceptable to torture the living in this way. 

- Remember, they are Children of Iluvatar! 

- They denied the gifts of the One, and he 
disowned them. They are cursed. And may it be like this 
with all those who dare to go against the Powers! 
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Nienna wanted to say something else, but Manwé 

spoke coldly: 

- Weeds must be pulled out along with the roots! 

- Have mercy on Melkor, he is your brother! At 
least order them to look at his eyes again! Let him not 
see this! 

- No. He must see. 

- I beg you, have mercy... 

Manweé was thoughtful, then, smiling, replied: 

- He is well. I will do your will. 

And, looking up with feigned mercy, he sighed: 

- Mercy, even for those who do not deserve it - is 
the path of all who carry the burden of being Guardians 
of Arda! 

Therefore, Melkor did not see the death of the 
Dark Elves. They first took him to the Mandos Mandos, 
the underground prison, from which no one can escape: 
not Vala, not Maia, not Elf, not Mortal. Worst of all - the 
torture with the unknown. And the hours dragged by, 
resembling centuries, and then there was nothing left, 
and he understood, and whispered: “They died...”, and 
fell, powerless, on the stone floor... 

“This will break him,” thought the King of the 
World. - He is too proud, too powerful, sees too much...” 
The Lord of Arda needed neither a free Melkor nor a 
servant Melkor. He needed a slave, without a will of his 
own, an obedient tool in the hands of the One. But he 
judged her thinking about himself, and that's why he was 
Wrong... 


Everything went against honor. And _ the 
punishment of Melkor and, even more so, the judgment 
of the Dark Elves. The Warrior saw the one she had 
failed to kill. Now she cursed herself for compassion. “It 
would be better if I had killed her then... She would die 
quickly, without suffering...” The Warrior, looking at the 
condemned, whispered deafly to his sister: 

- I promised you freedom and honor, and now, 

who am I? Liar and traitor, trash... 

They were only allowed to fight; I was not 

allowed to have my own opinion. 

And when it was over, Guerreiro addressed 

Tulkas again: 

- This is against honor. 

Since that time, the Warriors no longer appeared 
in Tulkas' mansions - neither for war nor for parties. Her 
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home was now Irmo's gardens, and there the Warrior 
knew tears. 


The bodies were pulled down. The Artificer's 
corpse was dragged along the diamond path, and 
splinters stuck to the mutilated body, dressing it in shiny 
scales, like a fish. They lay there, in shrouds of precious 
stones, and one of the Maiar inspected the bodies by 
order of the Valar - checking to see if there were any 
talisman left. It was he who noticed the ring on the 
Artificer's finger. He barely had time to cut off the dead 
man's finger when someone slapped him hard, throwing 
him to the ground. 

- Get out! - roared Guerreira, clenching his fists. 
Maia knew better than to mess with her, and ran away. 

Guerreira bent down next to Ierne's body and 
stared at the dead face for a long time, with a new and 
still unknown feeling. And then she saw the stone. 
"Forgive me. I'll take it as a souvenir... I won't forget, it's 
true! I won't forgive. And you - forgive me...” 

She left quickly, without looking for a way, feeling 
an increasingly strange pain. Something was tight in her 
throat, her eyes hurt... She was already running, not 
understanding what was happening to her, clutching the 
stone in her hand. 

She fell onto the green grass in the gray and 
golden gloom of the enchanted garden, and then a 
strange sound came out of her mouth, like that of a 
wounded animal. The eyes became wet, everything 
became stained, and there was no stopping it. Someone 
touched his trembling shoulders. Brother looked at her 
softly. 

- What's wrong with me... what is it... I'm dying? 

- No, they are tears. You are being reborn. Cry, 
cry. You need to know this. Cry, my daughter. Is 
required. 


And Ossé was intimidated by the punishment 
Melkor received, and returned to Valinor. He was 
forgiven, and there was a huge celebration in his honor. 
But something disturbed him. “Renegade” - someone’s 
deaf voice sounded in his heart. And when he turned 
around, he saw the Lord of Destiny. And then, after the 
feast, Ossé fell to his knees like a wave before Namo, 
and begged for forgiveness. 
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- Forgive me, sir, but I am afraid, not of pain, not 
of death, of servitude. I am wild and untamed, and for 
me servitude is more terrible than any torture! Forgive! 

Osse's words didn't please Namo very much. But 

he felt sorry for Maia. 


..And over the lake, Ayo's dreams dissolved like a 
mist, and the four Maiar saw everything that happened 
in Valinor. And the Hunter was petrified, and Springleaf 
covered her face with her hands in horror, and Golden 
Eyes couldn't hold back the tears. And Ayo didn't say 
anything. 


..And in the Book that Gorthaur held, words 
appeared drawn by an invisible hand. This narration was 
written in blood and, reading the dark lines, Maia 
Gorthaur cried in tears without tears. Hatred and anger 
burned in his heart, and he swore that the Elves, the 
Maiar and the Valar would pay for the Master's pain and 
for the death of the Elleri Ahe. And in that dark hour, he 
cursed Finwé and all his house. 


“Initially, like Melkor, Vala Aulé was a creator. 
But, fearing Iluvatar's wrath, he disowned his own 
creations and tried to destroy them; at that time, Maia 
Gorthaur, whose name was at that time Artano Aulendil, 
the first of Aulé's disciples, and equal to the Blacksmith 
himself in skill, abandoned him, as Vala's cowardice was 
repugnant to him. And now, the fear of disobeying 
Manwe and Eru made Aulé an executioner. And after he 
forged Angainor and the chains for the Dark Elves, he 
lost the gift of creation, and was not able to create 
anything else, for an executioner cannot be a creator.” 


Thus ends the narration about the Elleri Ahe. She 
is known neither to Elves nor to Men of the West: 
neither the Valar nor the Maiar have told them of it. 
Therefore, the “Quenta Silmarillion” says nothing about 
the Dark Elves, and the sages say nothing. Only among 
the descendants of Finwé, reicarrasco, is the story told 
about the Judgment of Valinor. And neither the Valar nor 
their servants, for the most part, want to know or 
remember. 


... There were no more names left. He was told to 
forget. 

Stories will glorify the victors; 

And the fate of the defeated is oblivion: 
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All that was left was the flag in tatters, 
There was blood left on the stone steps, 
And the Way, like a narrow sword of star 
steel... 

So we left. 

What followed is silence. 


THIRD PART. THE IRON CROWN 


THE LORD OF DESTINY AND THE LORD OF THE 
DARK. AGE OF TREES. THE CAPTIVITY OF 
MELKOR. 

502802 AWAKENING OF THE ELVES 


In Valinor, time progressed for a few. Firstly for 
Namo, Lord of the Destinies of Arda, nicknamed Mandos. 
He knew, unlike the others, how to feel time. For him, 
there was the Past and the Future, and not the eternal 
Always. Perhaps, it was like this because in their 
Mansions Men appeared and waited for their departure, 
and then went on to the Unknown, never to return; and 
their destinies were not under the rule of the Lord of 
Destiny. His memory contained everything he discovered 
with them. His thought and vision - in that was his 
power, but Memory was the source of it. 

Tying together the disjointed threads of events, 
he united them into a single string, which sang with the 
voice of Arda in the eternal chorus of Ea. It seemed like 
he felt it with his hand, outstretched, echoing every 
thought, every whisper in the world. And ahead - again 
threads, threads, and which of them will be the basis for 
a new rope, and how many threads will wind into one - 
who knows? How will this string sing, and who will make 
it sing? Namo smiled involuntarily. Lord of Destiny, 
creator of the Rope, who weaves... Vairé. V-a-i-r-e. 
It is not she who is the weaver of destinies, it is he - the 
weaver. And Vairé sees only what is, not what can be. 
No, it won't be, but it could be. Thousands of threads, 
and he feels them all. Great is Eru if this is his plan, the 
possibility of finding a single thread, more sonorous, that 
gives voice to the entire string. Interesting, who else 
listens to these Arda songs? Does Eru hear them? Is he 
happy with the design that appears on the fabric he 
created? Namo hung his head heavily. He has long 
noticed that not everything is understandable to him and 
not everything is to his liking in the works of the Valar. 
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But who is he to judge them? Eru speaks only to Manwe. 
He, King of the World, knows everything, and the choir's 
song is beautiful and orderly only when it is governed by 
a unique harmony. But - Eru's ultimate plan? Would this 
mean that all the threads will come to the same thing, 
and the song choice is just a shadow? If so, what is he, 
Namo, doing here? Why is he the Lord of Destiny? Or 
should he make it all the same, making the world sing 
just as Eru planned, and not listen to the music? Who 
will say?.. 

..He wrote the first lines of his Book in time 
immemorial, when he himself did not yet understand 
why. And - he was afraid of his own discovery. Just as he 
feared the sight itself. Just as he later feared the power 
of words themselves. He wrote, and these signs - which 
expressed thoughts - where did they come from? They 
appeared alone on the pages, as if someone were 
guiding his hand. Namo did not consider himself a 
creator, and that is why he would never admit that it was 
he who created them. Then he thought - it is a gift from 
Eru, and glorified the One in his heart. And, since then, 
he wrote down his thoughts, his memory, his visions in 
the Book... When did it happen like this, that his own 
thoughts scared him? He always returned to the same 
memory, which painfully wounded his conscience. But he 
didn't want to get rid of her, because the Lord of Destiny 
must remember everything. 

That was a long time ago, before Men even 
looked at the face of the Sun. Namo, from the beginning, 
was surprised and marveled at the duality of existence, 
in which the essence of Arda's life consisted. He found 
her in everything, even the simplest, and it brought him 
joy to look for her everywhere and study her different 
faces. It was then that he thought about the Balance for 
the first time, and marveled at the depth of the plan of 
the One, which created such a thing, and at the eternal 
movement of the Balance, which gives life to Arda. But 
gradually he began to realize that Manweé replaces 
Balance with dead symmetry. Manweé - King of the 
World, elected from Eru... So this is the will of the One? 
So he, Namo, is wrong? He _ still trusted Eru 
unconditionally - and stopped trusting himself. But - he 
didn't stop thinking. “There is nothing wrong with my 
thoughts if I keep them to yourself. May they be in my 
Book. No one will see, and no harm will come from 
them”, he thought. The first step was done. Now it was 
necessary to keep walking. Either think and act for 
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yourself, or obey Eru. And Namo trusted Unico and his 
regent Manwée. That's why he denied himself. But he 
could not deny Duality. She was in front of him - always 
and everywhere, and no matter how much he tried to run 
away from her, he didn't see her, and he continued to 
see her. And, frightened, he understood that, besides 
him, only one of the Valar can or dares to see Duality 
and does not hide it - Melkor. 

From the beginning, Namo leaned towards him, 
seeing in him something close to himself, even if he 
didn't understand what. And at the same time I was 
afraid of him. Or from you? He understood, in his heart, 
that Melkor was right in his actions, but Manwé said that 
this was against Eru's will. And this duality tormented 
him. So he, unable to bear this any longer, decided to 
choose one of the sides, and he chose - the Light. That's 
how he thought then. And he became hostile to Melkor. 
He chose Eru. That's why he didn't say a word against 
the Dark Elves' sentence. He knew how to predict, and 
terror gripped him when he understood what they would 
do to them, even though no one had yet said it. "No. No. 
That cannot be, - he argued to himself, - Eru is merciful. 
Those are my thoughts again. I will drive them out, I will 
drive them out. Nothing bad will happen. Eru is always 
right.” And at the same time, his spirit convulsed 
painfully, and the cowardly arguments faded in the 
rising tide of terror. And when Melkor fell to his knees, 
Namo could not stand it. Left. The King of the World, 
jubilant, did not notice his departure. 

“He humiliates himself. He humiliates himself for 
others - he, the Enemy, Evil, saves others... No matter 
how evil his deeds are, but this one - is this evil? He who 
does evil does good for his disciples... But he cannot, he 
is not capable, he must not, he is Evil!” Duality again 
stood before him. There is no way out. You can't not see 
it. This was a shock. But an even more terrible shock 
awaited him. He walked, in suffering and confusion, 
through his immense underground mansions _ and, 
without knowing how, he entered the room destined for 
Men. 

..They appeared like lightning. In bloody black 
clothes - this was their bodies, abandoned without burial 
on the battlefield. Thus they appeared to him - in the 
Mansions of Men. And, with difficulty, he spoke in a 
voice that was not his: 

- Who... Why here... 
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His lips trembled. And he heard the answer, 

which sounded inside him, in his mind. 

- We are Mortals. 

He couldn't utter anything else. He recognized 
them. And hatred rose in a fiery cold wave - hatred of 
Melkor, who led them to this end. Hatred of Manwée - the 
one who pronounced the sentence. Hatred for their 
brothers, who condemned them to death. Self-hate - for 
not daring to trust yourself. And this was the second step 
away from Eru's path, for he dared to ponder the deeds 
of the King of the World, right from the beginning in all 
his deeds. 

He didn't have time to ask anything else - 
Eonwé's voice summoned him to the throne room. He 
rose to the surface. There were already the four - Eonwé 
and, between Tulkas and Aulé - Melkor. Namo looked at 
everyone with regret and asked darkly: 

- What brought you here, herald of the King of 

the World? 

And Eonwé, raising his voice, pronounced 

Manwée's message. 

- “In his immense mercy, Eru, the Only One, 
Father of All That Is, out of pity for Arda, orders an 
exemplary penalty to be applied to Melkor, the one who 
refused to follow Eru's path. Therefore, the King of the 
World Manwé Sulimus, regent of the One in Arda, 
ordered the rebel to be imprisoned for three centuries, 
to free Arda from his evil deeds and give him the 
possibility to rethink everything and repent. He orders 
him to be taken, in chains, to the Mandos Mandos, where 
he will remain.” I, Eonwé, herald of Manwé, said. 

“Mandos, the Jailer”, - Namo's face reddened, as 
if touched by a red-hot iron. “Because of Melkor, this 
nickname will stick with me forever”, he thought angrily. 

- My name is Namo, - he said, and Eonwé paled 

under his gaze. 

All this time, Melkor remained motionless, not 
looking at them. Pain and terror were written on his 
face. His arms hung down. And I didn't hear anything - I 
heard something else... 1 

- Follow me, - grumbled Namo. 

Tulkas pushed Melkor. He obeyed, without his 
own will. He wasn't there. They descended into the 
depths of Arda's body, into the dark dungeon where 
there was neither light nor sound. Tulkas held the torch, 
while Auleé fixed a ring to the wall to chain the prisoner. 
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Melkor, throughout this time, remained motionless. It 
was done. Aulé and Tulkas were already on the 
threshold, and Namo then uttered the words for which 
he would later curse himself: 

- He created the Dark, delight in him now! 

“Why did I do this? Why hurt the loser even 
more?” - he thought moments later. These words caught 
Melkor's attention. He raised his head, and two blades of 
icy fire lit up in front of Namo. It seemed to him that he 
was losing consciousness - his mind stopped obeying him 
and he barely understood the words: 

- If there was no Darkness, how would you know 

the Light? 

Namo retreated sharply. The last thing he saw 
before slamming the door was Melkor, standing with his 
eyes closed, clenching his fists, chained. 

He returned to the Men's Room, but the Dark 
Elves were no longer there. He began to work again with 
his Book in those times. For everything that had 
happened was at odds with Valinor's preset. Dark Elves - 
Mortals appeared simultaneously with the Eldar, and 
neither Eru nor Manwe knew about it. And they could do 
nothing but kill them - “to return to the Plane of Eru”. 
Merciful. And himself? He supported Manwé... Namo 
groaned with anger at himself. Again the damn Duality! 
But he chose! He chose? No. He understood - even now 
he can choose. Does Melkor torment you? There are two 
ways - follow him or destroy him, so that the conscience 
does not torture, eternally remembering, with his 
existence, Namo's cowardice. No, anything but that. 
Follow Melkor? Namo realized with horror that this is 
the option he wants to choose. And he's afraid. And then 
he thought - why not his own path? 

"Duality? Whatever". May she be in me. I will go 
to the limit, the fleeting limit of Balance, carrying it in 
my hands, like a precious chalice with the drink of life. 
Light? If this is Manwé, then it is not the Light. It is not 
my path. Dark? I am unable. I don't know why, but I 
can't. Limit, where the Light and the Dark join hands, 
maintaining the Balance... I don't know... Only those will 
know the Light, who have already known the Dark... He 
said so... And do I know them?” He wanted to ask, but to 
whom? Manwéeé? No, never. Eru? Why not? Could he not 
be an Ainu, Lord of Destiny? And he called Eru. He knew 
somehow that the One heard him. But he got no 
response. And then, for the first time, came the crazy 
and frightening idea of addressing Melkor... 
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He did not immediately go to the prisoner. In 
those years, there was a lot of work. Elves appeared in 
their mansions, and next to them - Orcs. And again the 
hidden duality of existence arose - could it be that the 
Orcs are the second “self” of the beautiful Children of 
Iluvatar? Or was it really Melkor who created them? 
That's what Manwé said, but Namo no longer believed it. 
He remembered the Dark Elves. And then he had the 
courage to write their story in the Book. And the story of 
the first war of Arda... 

At that time he still sometimes attended the 
festivals of the Valar, but joy was increasingly difficult 
for him. And so he was almost happy, meeting Nienna 
upon returning from a festivities. In Valinor, they 
avoided her - her eternal sadness did not at all match 
the joy of the Immortals. 

Strange was she - sister of Namo Mandos and Brother 
Lorien. 

She looked into her brother's eyes, making him 

suddenly feel uncomfortable. 

- Don't you feel sorry for Melkor, brother? - she 
asked, quietly, and left without waiting for an answer. 
And then Namo realized that he was looking for 
something to justify feel the desire to talk to Melkor. 
And he found her. 

He descended the endless stairs, walked down 
endless corridors, past heavy locked doors, down, closer 
and closer to the heart of Arda, to Melkor's cell. No light 
penetrated here. There were no sounds here. Here time 
moved painfully slowly even for the Immortals, and 
death seemed to be salvation, not evil. But even that has 
not been given to Melkor - yet. 

We couldn't see very well in the darkness, but 
here even he walked with difficulty, stumbling. And for 
the first time he thought - and how does Melkor feel 
there? A hundred years alone with yourself - the most 
terrible interlocutor... That thought made him feel 
uneasy. He stopped in front of the door. It opened 
silently at a gesture, but Namo did not enter, 
intimidated, but stood at the threshold, listening to the 
silence and trying in vain to see something in the 
darkness. 

- Melkor, - he called, uncertainly, startled by the 

sound of his voice. - Melkor, are you here? 

A short evil laugh sounded: 

- And where can I be? I'm chained, - another 

laugh. - Aulé did his best. 
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The voice sounded a little hoarse, as if Melkor 
had lost the habit of speaking during his years of 
solitude. Namo didn't respond, not knowing how to start 
the conversation, but Melkor made his task easier. 

- It wasn't for nothing that you came here, 

Mandos. Ask, I will answer. 

She added, mockingly: 

- A polite visitor will not leave the host's 

questions unanswered! 

Namo swallowed the offense - he understood that 
Melkor had every right to speak like that. He took 
courage and asked the question that brought him there. 

- Melkor, tell me, why did you create the Orcs? 

- Ah, so they already appeared in your domains... 

And why do you think I created them? 

- So says Manwe. 

Another evil laugh. 

- Of course, what good can you expect from the 

villain Melkor! Ah, poor Children of Ilivatar! 

Suddenly he fell silent, and then continued in a 
completely different voice - with a hidden sadness and 
bitterness: 

- I am not its creator, even if 

part of the fault is mine. - But 

who, then? 

- Fear. Fear and darkness. 

- But aren't you the creator of darkness and fear? 

After a brief silence: 

- Namo, are you afraid of the Dark? 

Namo thought. 

- No, I think. I'm used to darkness. 

- Do not confuse darkness with the Dark. 
Darkness comes from the Dark, but Light also comes 
from the Dark. You just need to know how to see... Do 
you see stars? 

- Yes but... 

- Long time? 

Namo again became thoughtful, and suddenly 
shuddered - at that moment he realized that he had 
always seen them, since before Arda was born. As if a 
curtain fell between vision and perception. Because 
now? Could it be Melkor? 

Melkor understood his silence. 

- Then you can see it too. But do you have the 
courage? Will you be able to understand that the Dark 
existed before us, that it was not created by me? I can 
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only see and understand Him, and help others to see and 
know Him. The Dark does not generate fear in those who 
have the willpower not to run away from it, but to look 
carefully and understand. And the Children of Ilivatar 
proved weak... for the most part. And now almost all of 
them live under the care of the Valar, not by 
themselves... And the Orcs - whatever, are as immortal 
as the Elves. They were generated by fear and take 
revenge on everyone for their fear; fear is their essence, 
fear is their weapon... Eru's creations are perfect in 
everything - wise, beautiful, courageous... But they will 
never understand the price and value of life, as death 
was not given to them. And they will not fully know good 
and evil, since in any case there will be no punishment 
for them. In essence, they are equal to the Ors, because 
they hate each other so; and these s, and those are the c 
and curse of Arda. 

Melkor spoke these words with cruel bitterness, 
and when he had finished, Namo asked, fearing his own 
question: 

- Melkor, Dark Elves... I found them - in the Hall 
of Mortals. They said - we are Mortals... But men must 
arrive after the Elves... No, that's not it... 

He took a long time to respond: he spoke harshly, 

as if he were throwing the words in his face. 
Us: 

- I won't talk about them with you. You came to 
know about the Orcs - you did. Now go. You might get in 
trouble for talking to me. 

- Melkor, if you allow, I will come from time to 

time to talk to you. 

In response - another evil laugh: 

- If you allow it! The Great Lord of the Dead asks 
puny Melkor for permission! No, Mandos, I want neither 
trouble for you nor Manwe's mercy. Go away. 

Namo did not see Melkor's face in the darkness. 
But it seemed to him that Melkor saw him. He left with a 
strange feeling - an unbelievable mixture of pain, hope, 
grief and relief. “Melkor,” he thought. - Yes, Manwé 
chose his punishment well. There is nothing worse for 
him than being deprived of the ability to create. 
Whatever comes out of your hands - would it be possible 
to correct the spirit with punishment? Maybe it would be 
better to understand... And now he's angry, and we're 
the ones who made him like that. I fear now that your 
power serves only evil now. And he truly is the most 


The Black Book of Arda 


powerful among us.” There was only one thing Namo 
was sure of - he would still come here many times. 

Something happened to him after his first 
encounter with Melkor. He understood what only after 
finally leaving the gate of his Mansions. He almost went 
blind. Light. Light from the sky - he understood that this 
was precisely Light - and not what flowed from the Trees 
of Valinor! Namo almost screamed with joy. Something 
great happened! He wished to share his joy with 
everyone else, he thought - it is a gift from Eru, and 
everyone knows it, but no one understands it. Nobody 
saw anything. He noticed Manwe's frightened look and 
suddenly knew - Manweé is afraid of him, Namo! And the 
heretical thought that he was perhaps more powerful 
than the King of the World, dimly arose in his mind. 

His feet carried him to the dungeon by 
themselves. This time he carried a crystal container with 
a shooting star, and for the first time since the trial he 
saw the face of Melkor. Vala Rebelde was sitting, leaning 
against the wall. He closed his eyes - he became unused 
to the light. His hair was gray, and wrinkles marked the 
corners of his mouth. Hands with heavy chains on their 
wrists lay helplessly on their knees. This was so artificial, 
so absurd - hands destined to create were chained so 
that they could not create anything... Namo sighed. 
Melkor, noticing this, asked him: 

- What is the matter with you, Lord of Destiny, 

Lord of the Dead? 

His voice was calm, not like before. Namo had the 
impression that Melkor was waiting for him. Despite 
everything, I hoped. 

- It seems that I saw the Light, - or questioning, or 
perhaps already with certainty, said Namo. - You know, I 
left - and in the sky there is light! There is something 
fiery, beautiful, of course! I was happy, I said: “See, 
there is the Light!” And them... 

- And they don't see anything and are scared by 

your words. Yes? O 

- Yes yes! And Manwe - he was intimidated! 

What? I don't understand... 

- You. Your vision. Your power, Namo. You know 
how to see. You dare to see. You are more powerful than 
them, - in Melkor's voice soft notes sounded, and Namo 
noticed in his speech the almost imperceptible echoes of 
joy and surprise. - You are powerful, Namo. From the 
start, you command the Fates of Ard. And now you dare 
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to see and know everything you want - not what Manwé 
allows you. 

- But... maybe it's a hallucination... - Namo didn't 
finish speaking. “Hallucination sent by the Enemy”, - he 
wanted to say, but the Enemy - here, trapped, 
powerless. Namo _ stumbled, choosing his words 
desperately, but Melkor, realizing his mistake, smiled 
and replied: 

- No, it's not a hallucination. And you're not the 
only one. But you see and dare to see, others purposely 
close their eyes. For Eru did not order, - a venomous 
mockery sounded in his voice. - 

Anything. If not Valar, Maiar will see. Like Gorthaur,” he 
finished abruptly. 

- And who of the Valar sees, besides you? ’ asked 

Namo. 

- You, I think your brother and sister. Maybe 

Este. They see, but they still don't understand. 

AND 
Varda. 

His voice became dry and unpleasant when he 

said the last name. 

- Varda? But when I came... when I said... 

- Right. She sees, but has the power to close the 
eyes of others. Such is Eru's will. But you are more 
powerful. 

- Where do you know Eru's will? Did he talk to 

you? 

Melkor looked at him with a little mockery, and 

Namo felt all the futility of his question. 

- Yes of course. Otherwise Eru wouldn't be afraid 

of you. 

- And where do you know that Eru fears me? 

- I don't know... I know and that's it... Why? - 

Namo asked in surprise. 

- But that's how it should be. We are part of Eru's 
mind and plans. And any of us, finding ourselves, can 
equal Eru and surpass him. But not everyone will dare. 
Yes you. Namo, believe me, you are powerful, and no one 
can match you in Valinor. So stop fearing, believe in 
yourself! 

Now, conversations with Melkor had already 
become a necessity for Namo, as, it seemed, they were 
also for the prisoner. And after each conversation, Namo 
noticed that his way of seeing the world was changing. 
Not because of Melkor, no, Namo began to understand 
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on his own, and only sought confirmation from the Dark 
Ditch. It seemed to him that he was following a narrow 
path, and on both sides was the abyss. He steps slowly 
and carefully, but he advances, and Melkor holds out his 
hand so he doesn't fall... He learned to understand 
Duality and not deny any of its faces and, most 
importantly, he discovered the essence of the Balance of 
the Worlds and he saw now its eternal movement and its 
mutability - that which had long been changed into 
immutability in Valinor. Here, Balance was sacrificed to 
Predetermination. He now looked differently upon the 
Valar and all their work; increasingly clear was his gift of 
foresight, and he knew that he is truly the Lord of 
Destiny, and that his word can come true. He 
understood, now, what Eru planned, and what Melkor 
tried to do, and he looked at his chains with pain. He 
wrote a lot, and the Book became thicker and thicker. 

Often he talked with Melkor about Arda, about 
Endoré. And Melkor smiled as he remembered the 
Mortal Lands. It seemed like he saw what he was talking 
about. 

- There, time passes. There - is life. And each day 
is new, different from the previous one. Even the stars 
are different there. No, Elves will not live there - they do 
not know the value of life, they do not understand the 
sweet pain of the passage of time... Those who will live 
there will be Men. They will arrive. They will see the 
Sun, and no one will be able to cover their eyes. They 
will live, and not exist. And they will be given the right to 
choose and decide, judge and carry out... 

- Melkor, but if you are able to make them like 

this, you are much more powerful than Eru... 

Melkor raised his chained arms in an abrupt 
gesture and loosened the chain. His face became icy and 
impenetrable. 

- In this, Eru has more power. Immense is Aulé's 
art - it is not possible to let go, - he added, without hope, 
lowering his head. 

And Namo felt shame and pain. 

- Forgive me, Melkor. Forgive me, if you can,” he 
said softly and left the cell. And he did not see Melkor's 
shaken look; because compassion is the weapon that can 
break the most resistant armor. 

When he came again, he saw that Melkor was 
waiting for him. Now, they both needed each other. 
From now on, they spoke as equals. Namo placed Melkor 
above himself, and so he was surprised and happy when 
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he told him that he had the hands of a creator. Namo 
looked at his own fingers, without understanding. 

- Yes, you are capable of creating, Namo. You are 
not yet aware of it, but I see it. You will make it. And 
Aulé... - he looked at the chain and continued bitterly. - 
This is his last work. When a creator starts making 
chains, he becomes an executioner, and will never create 
anything. And in your hands - I see - is the great gift of 
creating... 

- And you are chained... Even your name was 

taken from you, the one who loved Arda. 

- Just like yours, Lord of Destiny. But for me you 

are Namo, not Mandos, “Jailer”. 

Namo shook his head. 

- No. Precisely jailer. And I'm guilty. 

- Not you. You are my brother, Namo. And it will 

continue to be... - Melkor suddenly fell silent. 

- Even here I see the stars, - almost whispered 
Melkor, into the void, and a terrible and painful 
presentiment arose in Namo's spirit, and he understood 
that Melkor is feeling the same at this moment. That 
afternoon they didn't speak anymore - they simply 
remained silent, without looking at each other... 

As he left, Namo almost bumped into one of his 
Maiar, hiding behind the door. He cowered against the 
wall and looked at Namo, filled with fury, desperate fear 
and defiance at the same time. Namo grabbed him by 
the shoulder and pushed him forward. - Let's go! 

Maia walked obediently. Upstairs, in one of the 

rooms, Namo closed all the doors. 

- You dare! Did you watch me? Did you hear? Or, 

who knows, snitched? - he roared, shaking him. - 
Reply! 

Maia shook her head desperately. 

- No, no, Lord! No! I listened... and understood... 
Master! - he suddenly shouted. - I beg you, let me go 
with him! When they release him... Master! 

Namo looked at him curiously. 

- For now, you are still my Maia, - he replied, 

without rushing. 

- Even if you don't let me - I'll run away. Like 

Artano, - said Maia stubbornly. 

Namo frowned. Maia, without meaning to, 

equated him with Aulé. 

- And don't you think, - he said sternly, - that I can 
now order you to be arrested for disobedience? 
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Maia backed away. His face turned red, his eyes 
narrowed with anger and disdain. He stretched out his 
arms and threw, through his teeth: 

- Call. Let them arrest you. I'll go anyway. 

Namo laughed sadly. 

- You, it seems to me, are confusing me with Aulé. 

I will let you go. 

- Teacher! - Maia fell to her knees. 

- Raise! - shouted Namo. And added below: 

- But you will come back. 

“My Maia, - he thought, - the incarnation of my 
thoughts... He chose... Could this be the other side of 
me? Interesting...” Namo smiled, remembering his 
disciple’s stubbornness. 


- ...You said, I have the hands of a creator. It's 
hard to believe that. Sometimes I don't understand 
myself. Who am I? What am I here for? What is my role? 

- You are here because you loved this world, like 

all of us. 

- And? I didn't do anything here. Nothing here 

was created by me. What am I here for? 

- But you didn't plan anything when we were 
creating music? Didn't you have your Canto note? 

- I don't remember. I do not understand. At that 
time, we knew nothing about Elves and Men. And now 
their fate is in my hands. What was my part? I was not 
needed in the creation of Arda. Or did I forget? 

- I can not help you. I do not know how. And 
truth. I always thought - why did you, your brother and 
sister, arrive in the world at that moment, when there 
was not yet, and could not be, pain, death, suffering? 
Why would Nienna cry? What would you be master of? 
Or did you predict something? 

- I don't know. I forgot. I, the Lord of Destiny who 
remembers everything, have forgotten. I can't 
remember... Every now and then, it seems to me that 
they put me here especially to be your jailer. 

Silence. 

- I don't know what you saw, what you created 
then, to scare the One so much, to the point of making 
you forget, depriving you of the right to create. And his 
will was dominated... And yet they fear him... I don't 
know. 

- Even you don't know. 

- I can't know everything, Namo. I'm not the only 
one,” he smiled. - And the One, I fear, will not tell, 
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although he is the one who knows this for sure. But it's 
not with him. It was a mistake to make you my jailer! 
ABOUT FINWE AND MIRIEL. THE CAPTIVITY OF 
MELKOR. YEARS 654655 AWAKENING OF THE 
ELVES 


..A century and a half... Now, he was no longer so 
terribly lonely: Namo went down to his cell frequently. 
But it was increasingly difficult to be alone again. 


This time, the heavy door didn't creak, but he felt 
someone else's presence before he looked up. 

A slender figure stood in the doorway: not dark, 
but silver and sparkling, like moonlight, and he jumped 
to his feet before realizing his mistake. 

- Miriel... What does the beautiful queen of the 

Noldor want from an imprisoned rebel? 

The vision shuddered, as if it were about to 
disappear, but in his voice there was more pain than 
mockery, and she replied: 

- Do not call me like that. Call... like before. 

- As? 

- Tayli. Don't you remember... Melkor? 

- Tayli... I remember everything. And everyone. 

But how did you get here? 

- In Mandos, there are no barriers to a spirit... 

Melkor. And for memory... 

- Do you remember? 

- Iremember. You... - the silver figure swayed, as 
if wanting to get closer. - Your hair is all white... 

He was silent. And suddenly, a terrible thought: a 

living person cannot penetrate the 
Mansion of the Dead! Her too?!.. 

- How did you find your way here? 

- They say - I fell asleep... I... went; it was so 
heavy... The air burns, and the light... But abandoning 
the son... Féanaro, he is so like... us... and Finwé... for he 
loves me; and me... 

He shuddered when he heard the hated name. Of 
course, she is his wife... wife of the one who condemned 
the last of her people!.. what a mockery... Did Finwé 
himself know who he had married? 

- You seem to hate him... Melkor, - in the 
whispering voice - a shadow of sad surprise. - You were 
different. You didn't know how to hate. 

- Do you think that’s how you can teach yourself 
to love? - he raised his chained arms, but when he saw 
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sadness on the translucent face, he added softly. - 
Forgive. 

She continued to talk about Finwé. 

- He is so clear, so open - like a child... Sometimes 
it seemed to me that I was older; I wanted to help, 
protect... Is it possible to hate him? 

“Protect... Until then...” 

He remained silent, then said, thoughtfully: 

- Maybe you're right about some things. You 
could also say it like this... A scared child... 

His fists involuntarily clenched, his eyes shone: 

-I can't, Tayli! I can't... 

- My Master did not know how to hate, - she 
repeated, and he understood why she thought for a few 
moments before pronouncing his name. - I understand... 
sometimes his face was so strange... it's the shadow of 
his hatred. What did he do to you? - She pressed her 
pale arms against her chest, looking at him almost 
pleadingly. - What could he have done to you? 

“Of course, you don’t know, you didn’t see that.” 

- To me? - he couldn't contain a dry laugh. - He 
didn’t do anything to me. He didn't even lay a finger on 
me. 

- But you hate him... And his son - his son - will 

you hate him too?! - he shouted with desperation 
she. 

- Did you come to ask for them? No, I will not hate 
your son, Tayli, - his voice trembled, but soon recovered, 
it sounded harsh, almost cruel. - But don't ask me to 
forgive your husband, Queen Miriel! 

The shimmering figure knelt. 


- I don't understand, - I whisper, - I don't 

understand... 

- Do you remember what happened to your 

sister? 

- Orien... yes... they killed her... and Laytenn 

too... 

- And then? 

- I don't remember... - She was confused, she 
raised her translucent hand to her face. - I don't 


remember... I don't know... I was asleep... Then, Mr. 
Brother took me by the hand, and I followed him... He 
was sad... There was light, and flowers - lots of flowers... 
beautiful ... many different. I don't eat... at home. Queen 
Varda smiled at me and said - how beautiful you are, my 
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child... And he... I saw him in Irmo's gardens. He was so 
handsome... 

“Okay, beautiful. This I remember. Tall, slender, 

gray eyes...” 

- ..in a wreath of flowers... We looked at each 
other - as if there was no one else and nothing else 
around... Afterwards we met often, and one day I made 
him a wreath of white flowers, and he. .. 

- Nol.. 

She shuddered and backed away. He gritted his 

teeth: 

- No! Except that... it's not like that... 

- What happened? 

“T shouldn't talk... the spirit is so defenseless... 
but how can I explain it otherwise? How to say - yes, I 
shouldn't hate Finwé, yes, he wasn't to blame, yes, he 
didn't know what he was doing, yes, he looked like a 
scared child - but I can't forgive him, I can't forget those 
words , I can't... I'm unfair, but being fair is beyond my 
strength. Maybe I haven't stopped being a superior 
spirit, but I can't remain impartial. Immense is your love, 
child: you didn't come to know what happened to your 
people, why they killed your sister, where your brother is 
- you came to ask for Finwé..." 

He remained silent. She waited for an answer for 
a long time, then slipped to the door, but on the 
threshold she turned and asked, as if thinking about it 
for the first time: 

- Melkor... Why are you here? Why did they chain 

you? 

He looked up - and suddenly let out a raucous, 

frightening laugh. 

She disappeared - light morning fog under a 
furious blast of icy wind, and he was still laughing, until 
the laughter no longer turned into a dull cry without 
tears - and he fell silent. 

“Ask my brother why I’m here. Ask Aulé why I am 
chained. Ask Tulkas how his father died. Ask Oromé why 
they killed the others. Ask your husband how your 
brother Ahtener died!” 

..Ahtener - black eyes with golden sparks, black 
hair with sparkles of fire, cheeky and mocking... Did the 
future King of the Noldor know that he had condemned 
to death the brother of the woman who would later 
become his beloved wife? Probably not, and she didn't 
know either... 
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And Manweé was probably happy with this union: 
he managed to undo the evil done by the villain, he won 
the fight for the young spirit, I managed to cure her! And 
how many more children are there like that in Valinor? 
They didn't kill the children, the Powers are merciful: 
why kill, if it is possible to order them to be forgotten... 


Brother walked slowly among shadows and rays 
of light, rustles and dew drops. Where the Lord of 
Dreams passed by, the Gardens gained new strength. 
Slowly, thoughtfully, he walked, as if gliding over the 
grass, leaving not the slightest footprint on the earth. 
They said that the gardens are part of the Brother 
himself, his power and his mind. This was probably true 
- he felt the Gardens as a part of himself. And now a 
sharp pain in his temples took him to where the herbs 
died because of someone's grief. 

The branches almost closed over the round 
meadow, leaving only a window in the green dome, 
through which a beam of light streamed. There, among 
small white flowers, a young woman slept. Irmo knew 
this corner of the Gardens so well that he felt a sharp 
pain, as the sad perfection of this place was disturbed. 
Quick whisper, sobs - the leaves tremble, worried... A 
dark figure kneels, shoulders tremble. Brother already 
understood who he was. He often came here. Vala 
approached silently and plowed beside the crying dog. 
This one raised his head; her beautiful face, full of grief 
and despair, was wet with tears. 

- Sir, - whisper brokenly - why... Why? They said - 
Miriel will never wake up again... why, Lord? Why 
doesn't she come back? I love her! And she too... She 
couldn't die, could she? True?! 

Irmo shook his head and didn't respond. But the 
King of the Noldor apparently did not care about the 
answer. He spoke. He spoke more to himself than to 
Irmo. 

- I remember, I remember... It was here, in these 

Gardens, that I found her... Oh, how beautiful she 

is... 

..She seemed to him like the spirit of a white 
flower. Shadow - in the shadow of the trees, silver mist, 
delicate stem... The young girl with silver hair and the 
beautiful, gentle eyes of a frightened gazelle. How slowly 
the white flowers fell from her hands... How slowly the 
arms-wings in the wide white sleeves flew... She herself 
seemed so translucent... And he ran, ran to meet her. At 
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this moment he thought that he now knows what it 
means - to die. It seemed to him that he was dying... 
They remained silent, hugging each other, and it seemed 
to them that they had one heart. And only then were 
they able to look each other in the eye. In a whisper, he 
asked: 

- What is your name... 

- Miriel... - like the sigh of the wind. 


- She abandoned her Gardens, and behold - she 
came back, to abandon me... Why, why, Lord? Or is she 
not an Eldé? Is she a shadow? 

- No, - Irmo broke the silence, - she is just like 

you. 

- I know... but then she can't die! It cannot, while 

there is Arda! Eldar don't die! - They don't die. 

- And she isn't dead? Yes? She sleep? 

- It's not like that, Finwe... Her spirit left her 
body, but it's not in Mandos' mansions. 

- But will she come back? They told me - she was 
gone, forever... But how... I don't believe it! She couldn't 
abandon me, we loved each other so much! 

Irmo sat down on the grass, next to Finwée. Vala 
looked up, not wanting to look into the Elf's eyes - she 
knew the power of her own gaze, and did not want to 
impose anything on Finwé. 

He spoke in a low voice, trying to calm him down: 

- It is your knowledge that her spirit could no 
longer inhabit this body. She gave all her strength to her 
son; for his love gave him life... 

- Love... So love kills? So, was it me who killed 
her? Yes? So, to love too much - is to kill... 1am to blame 
for everything, me, me! 

He was again seized with despair; I swayed from 
side to side, repeating this “me, me, me”. Brother 
touched his shoulder. He could tell many things about 
death, and about love, and about guilt... But he talked 
about something else: 

- No. It wasn't love that killed her. You know... 
Not everyone can give their strength like that. 
Sometimes these cannot be recovered. 

- But this is Aman! Could something like this 
happen in this sacred land? Wouldn't this be the cure for 
all ills? Lord, I don't understand! 

- Not everyone can live here. Some cannot bear... 
Aman's blessing. Yes, Finwe, she loved you. Yes, his love 
gave him strength. But she also gave herself entirely to 
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you. It was difficult for her, too difficult... To gather all 
her strength to live, to love you, to carry her son under 
her heart... She was strong, but... 

Finwé looked at him, beginning to understand. 

- You say... - he began quietly, - that she couldn't 
bear it? But just... she was one of those?! 

Irmo didn't respond. But Finwé no longer needed 

words. 

- She knew? - deafly. 

- No. 

Fanwé remained motionless for a long time, with 
his head down - and fell next to Miriel's body, with a 
groan: 

- I hate... I hate! It was him, he who killed her! He 
corrupted, distorted their spirits! Even those who were 
no longer in their power could not live here! Even here 
his black claws reached them! So this is revenge... He 
killed her. He killed me. Miriel... 

- You must agree that, if 

that was the case, he had 

reason to take revenge. 

Finwé stood up abruptly, 

with a furious gleam in his 

eyes: 

- Yes... He takes revenge for everything that goes 
against his will! Yes, they should be killed! They were 
permeated with evil, there was no way to cure them! It 
was necessary, to at least take away their spirits! 

“You yourself don’t know what you said, Finwé. 
The weed is pulled out - and even it feels pain. And when 
a soul is ripped away, even if it's not yours, but the one 
that took root in you... Now you know how that 
happens.” 

- This was all because of him... If it weren't for 
him, Arda would be similar to Aman, and there wouldn't 
be these... And Miriel would be with me forever! Maybe 
we wouldn't even have to leave Endoré. Brother. I want 
them to release him. I will challenge you to combat, and 
I will kill! 

Irmo remained silent. The Elf also fell silent. Then 
he looked at the Lord of Dreams. The face became sad 
again, the features softened. 

- Forgive me, Lord, I was not very polite. And - 
thank you. Allow me to be alone. I need to say goodbye 
to her... 

Irmo stood up and retreated into the shadows, 
dissolving into them. In the meadow, the two remained - 
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Miriel, asleep, and Finwé, motionless as a statue - on 
their knees; Miriel's white hand, translucently clear, was 
in his hands, as if he hoped, by warming her, to restore 
life to his beloved. 

“Maybe, you would bring her back,” thought 
Irmo, “if you called her by her real name. But you 
wouldn't want to meet him. And if I wanted to - I couldn't 
pronounce....” 


Like a flickering candle flame - the vague figure 
on the threshold. Delirium? Or did the Dark really 
generate something alive? But for that, you would need 
thought. And he had long since stopped thinking about 
creating - it was too terrible to imagine that he would be 
murdered again... And he had no power here - in the 
Land-without-Dark, Land-without-Light. No, here there is 
Light, but after tearing the Dark from it, they will never 
discover its power or its beauty... 

And the figure didn't disappear. Who is it? He 
discerned her face with difficulty, a vague memory. Only 
when the memories came in a bitter wave did the face 
become more defined, and he understood who the visitor 
was. The infinitely sad face, slender fingers intertwined, 
silver hair that wrapped her like a shroud... “Here 
again... Who did you come to ask for now, girl? I'm glad 
you don't remember...” 

A voice - low and bitter: 

- Goodbye, Master. I go... 

Pain tore the heart with its claws. For a few 
minutes, he couldn't see anything, and when he could, 
there was only darkness, and the echo dissolved: 

- Master... Master... Master... 


“Why, why 
did you 
remember 
that? 

Why?!" - 
Why, Tayli! 


YEAR 802 AWAKENING OF THE ELVES 


In Namo's book, notes about Men appeared. They 
were incomprehensible beings. Often rude, cruel and 
savage, yet they understood that which was not given to 
either the Elves or the Valar, for death was known to 
them. As difficult as it was to discern between good and 
evil, men not only had this ability, but also the ability to 
correct evil. And with that his time was so short! 
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The Elves, no matter how much time passed, 
always remained the same. His wisdom was eternally the 
same. And the Men who passed through the Mansions 
were wiser and wiser, and Namo noticed, with surprise, 
that many of them are already above not only the Elves, 
but also the Valar in wisdom, and when talking to many 
of them, he heard the same words he had heard of 
Melkor... And then they departed into the unknown... He 
painfully desired to know the path of Men, even more so 
because he accepted of his own free will, by the custom 
of those who loved Arda, to carry all the sorrows and 
pains of this world, to better understand the Children of 
Iluvatar. He did not yet know that most of the Valar 
refused this burden in secret, deeming it too heavy and 
humiliating for the Powers of Arda. Namo wanted the 
answer. He did not speak to Manwé - he called out to 
Eru again. But that one didn't respond. Nor did Melkor 
respond - he only said regretfully: "I am not a mortal to 
know..." 

And then the terms of Melkor's captivity ended, 
and the King of the World gathered the Valar again, to 
decide whether the rebellious Vala would be released. 
And Nienna begged to be given her freedom. And Namo 
went down to the underground, and joy illuminated his 
path in the darkness. 

- Melkor! - he shouted; the echo of his voice 

rolled through the dark corridors, like an 

avalanche. 

He opened the cell door. Melkor was sitting on 
the floor, hunched over the pages of the Book of Namo. 
The crystal lamp cast a soft cold light on his face. He 
raised his head, visibly surprised by Namo's joy. 

- Melkor, you are free, - said the one. Strange, but 
the Dark Ditch showed no joy, at least apparently. 

- So that's how it is, - he said not very loudly, 
standing up. - Free? And what will they do to me now? 
Are you going to put a collar on, like the dogs of Oromé? 
Or will they post a watchman so that the vile rebel does 
not think he has been allowed to be himself? - he said 
with resentment. 

Namo shuddered. He expected something else. 
Melkor's words hurt him - he too was among those who 
condemned him. Prison officer. But how can you forget 
everything that happened? He opened his heart, he 
trusted - and now he hurts his unprotected soul like 
this... It seems like another lesson - don't trust anyone. 
Don't open up to anyone. 
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- Kind are the Valar, - slowly, with a grimace of 

disgust, Melkor continued. - 

Merciful Manwé, wise Tulkas, kind-hearted Aulé, 
hospitable Man... 

“Mandos”, - Namo 

continued to himself, 

lowering his head. 

Melkor stopped 

suddenly. 

- Namo, - he said after a short silence. - Forgive 
me... I didn't mean to... I didn't think about you, I'm 
sorry! 

Namo responded with difficulty: 

- It is true. Why should I forgive him? Everything 
is alright. I'm a jailer. I judged you. You are right in 
everything, - he could not bring himself to look into 
Melkor's eyes. 

- Namo, I beg you, forgive! Could it be that you 
want to add more to my regrets? I know - I am guilty, 
my anger has blinded me, but will it be that because of 
one careless word you will abandon me too? 

There was so much pain in the eyes of the Lord of 

Fate that Melkor began to kneel. 

- No, please! - shouted Namo, holding his hands. - 
If you need words - then I forgive, I forgive, but don't 
humiliate yourself! Do not you dare... 

He felt strangely bewildered, he almost didn't 
realize what he was doing. And when he finally saw 
again, the first thing he saw was the Angainor chain in 
his own hands. And then Melkor's surprised look. That 
one looked at his wrists, as if he couldn't believe that the 
chain no longer existed. Aulé's art and Varda's spell did 
not resist Namo's will. 

- How powerful you are, Namo! I thank you, Lord 
of Destiny. I'm glad it's fair for you to do that. From your 
hands I accept freedom as a gift. In the hands of others, 
she would be a handout. 

And he bowed deeply. Then Namo took the chain, 
opened one of the links and kept it as a souvenir. Then, 
together, they went up, frightening Aulé and Tulkas, who 
followed to carry out Manwée's order. 

...Melkor stood before the King of the World 
without lowering his head - he only blinked his eyes, 
unaccustomed to strong dead light. None of the Valar 
dared to be the first to speak - only Varda, bending 
down, whispered almost silently into her husband's ear 
what they all felt now: 
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- He didn’t resign himself. 

Then Valié Nienna began to speak; she asked for 
freedom for Melkor, and in her voice there was a secret 
power that not even the King of the World could resist. 
He only asked: 

- Who else will defend him? 

- Me, - replied Brother. Esté nodded, Namo 
stood up in silence and stood next to Melkor, looking at 
the King of the World. Aulé stirred, as if he wanted to 
speak, but he lowered his head and remained silent. 

And Manweé then pronounced that, in his 

immense mercy and in response to Valié's 

request 
Nienna, Valar give Melkor freedom. 

- But, - he said, - We order you, Melkor, never to 
cross the limits of Valmar, until with your deeds you 
have earned the forgiveness of the Powers. 

- Thank you... my brother, - a short laugh. And, 

turning to Nienna, with another voice, soft 
is sad: 

- Thank you for everything, sister. 

Nienna didn't respond - she lowered her head, for 

the first time hiding her tears. 


And he had no abode in Valinor; he remained at 
Namo Mansions, but was now considered a beloved 
guest. And often, without hiding anymore - the Maia of 
Namo listened to their conversations, the same person 
who had asked to let him go... 
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LORIEN GARDENS. YEAR 803 AWAKENING OF 
THE ELVES 


..He was looking at the waters of the magical 
Lérellin lagoon. For some reason, those waters reflected 
the invisible stars... Irmo approached silently and 
stopped behind him. - Melkor... 

- Firmly? 

- I must tell you, how it was... with them. 

- Why cause more pain to your spirit? 

- None of us know how to forget. I know, it won't 
get any easier, but I'm to blame. I do not seek to justify 
myself, I only wish to tell. Will you... listen to me? 

He turned and looked into the Dream Lord's 

eyes. Brother was the first to look away. - 

Say. 


..Maiar dressed in blue, with expressionless 
beautiful faces, stood behind them in a semicircle. 

- Lord of Dreams, these are the words of the King 
of the World Manwé Stlimo: you know, what should be 
done with them, so do what is due. 

Irmo didn't respond, studying the children's 

frightened faces. 

- What will be your answer? 

- I will do it, - he said in a strange voice. 

He didn't say another word until the Maiar left. 
The children also remained _ silent, somehow 
understanding that it is better not to speak in their 
presence. 

- What happened to our Master? - The first to 
speak was the oldest, a boy of about fourteen with 
elongated, greenish-brown eyes, dark skin and copper- 
colored hair. - Why did they kill Orien and Laytenn? 

- Are you going to kill us? - almost at the same 
time asked the girl with dark eyes and silver hair, a little 
younger. Beside her was a little girl of about four years 
old, scared - the older one was stroking her disheveled 
golden hair, trying to calm her down. 

- No, - replied Irmo quickly, happy at having the 
possibility of not answering the first questions, and 
ashamed of this cowardly joy. - No, you're just going to 
rest here - you're so tired - and then you're going to 
wake up and everything will be fine... 

- You don't know how to lie, - said the oldest. 

- No, no, believe me, I'm not lying! 
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- What can be okay if my father is now dying 
there?! - the boy pointed, accurately, towards Taniquetil, 
and Irmo felt a cold in his chest: “Seer...” 

- Believe me, I won't hurt you, - with guilt, almost 
begging, asked the Lord of Dreams; he felt powerless 
before the children who saw death. - Believe me... 

The little girl with golden hair looked at him from 

behind the older girl: 

a€ceHea€™s telling the truth,a€ she said quietly. 

- He's nice... 

Irmo was happy with this unexpected defense: 

- Yes yes! Come with me - let's rest, take a nap... - 
he just didn't know what else to say to them, how to 
reassure them. - What are your names? 

- Linner... Tayli... - the older ones introduced 

themselves almost in unison. 

- Yolli... - your golden-haired defender. 

- Eyno, - also with golden hair, gray eyes, brave. 

- Dael... Oyoli... - probably brothers, those with 
ash-colored hair, fragile and quiet, cling to each other 
like helpless birds in the cold. 

- Aheir, - dark hair and clear eyes. - And this is 
Gelli, - little, one and a half years old, who he holds in his 
arms. 

- Tayo, - light golden hair, eyebrows of someone 
persistent and courageous: little warrior. And here's his 
lady: short hair with red highlights, she tries to look 
defiant, even though she's scared: 

- Erelli. 

- Ellorn... Enneth... - twins, black hair and holding 

hands. 

- Torn... 

- Isilhe... - huge eyes, lips tremble, she's almost 

crying. 

- Tenno... 

- Alcho... 

- Ennoro... 

- Caves... 

- Aello... 

- Tiellinn... - a girl again, her voice thin and clear. 

- Tapir... - she became shy. - Anta-elli... 

The last one remains silent. Tiellinn answers for 

her: 

- She is Elgeni. She won't... She won't talk. 

Laytenn is your sister. It was. 
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- They took the others somewhere, - adds Linner. - 
We asked ourselves, but they didn't tell us where. 

He took them to the forest, with the secret hope 
that the sparkling magic of that place would distract 
them at least a little; but the children followed him in 
frightened silence. Despite all their arguments, they did 
not expect anything good here. 

... They fell asleep quickly: their bodies and spirits 
were too exhausted to resist the Dream Lord's spells. He 
spoke to them softly, ran his hand over their messy hair, 
looked into their sad eyes. Thin bodies, torn clothes - 
they didn't have much ceremony with them. 

Linner was last. 

- You didn't answer me, - he looked into Irmo's 
eyes. - Although I already know. We no longer have 
anything and anyone; and he... - the boy fell silent, for a 
moment closing his eyes and clenching his teeth. - And 
you, - harshly, - must take away our memory. The last 
one we have. Did I get it right, Brother? 

Vala was surprised - where did Linner know his 

name? 

- Clear. They knew who to ask. You are merciful. 
You don't want any more blood here,” he grimaced. - 
Scrape the writing off the parchment. After all, 
parchment burns poorly. And for what? - you can rewrite 
everything later! But the traces of the other symbols, 
erased, will remain, Brother. Nothing can erase them 
entirely. 

He spoke to Vala not simply as an adult, but as 
someone older; but that was no longer surprising. 

- And not all the blood will be covered with herbs; 
the brand will remain. It will remain in your spirits as 
well as in your hands, and not even all the waters of the 
Great Sea will wash it away... Why wasn't I born sooner! 
I could be there, along with my brothers and sisters, 
with a sword in hand... But what does it matter. We 
didn't know how to kill. You know. 

The Dream Lord tried not to look away. Linner 

talked about other things: 

- This autumn, I should choose the Name of the 
Stars. I already knew it: Gelleyn. I am Seer, after all. But 
there is no Master, for him to say - “Now your name is 
Gelleyn; your Path is chosen - let it be so.” And there 
will be no more Path. There will be no - here. And there 
will be no strength to return. And there's nowhere to go. 

He stood up a little, leaning on his elbow, and 

looked at the others. 
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- How many of them will raise their sword against 

him? - low and bitter. 

Brother can't say a single word. 

- I will leave, Lord of Dreams. I know, you don't 
wish us harm. Master talked about you. Forgive me for 
speaking to you like that; it's not your fault. 

- No, Linner. I remained silent when they were 
planning the attack. I forbade myself to believe in what I 
saw and knew. I was afraid. Afraid they would punish me 
like Aulé. And I remained silent. 

- I remember. Master also spoke about him. We 
just couldn't understand one thing: how it could be 
forbidden to create. What is this necessary for? And how 
to kill people, he didn't explain to us either, - crooked 
smile. - But it doesn't matter: we saw that for ourselves. 

- ..Then I'm simply a coward, Linner. My Maia 
also left, like Artano of Aulé... 

- Gorthaur, - corrected the boy. 

- As?.. 

- Gorthaur. Master sometimes calls him by 
another name: Orthenner. But in our language - it is like 
this. 

- Yes, of 

course, - 

Brother 

quickly 

agreed. 

Silence. 

- I would like you to stay here, - Irmo said, 
thoughtfully. - But you won't want to. I don't think I 
would want to either... 

L nner placed his hand on Irmo's: i 

- You... no, you're not a coward. You just don't 
have the courage to believe in yourself. 

Irmo shuddered involuntarily; It dawned on him 
that these words were spoken by another - the one who 
was now taken, in chains, to the Mandos of Mandos. 

- You are not to blame, Lord of Dreams, - 

repeated Linner. 

- I would like... - almost begging Irmo continued, - 
for you to stay. I don't even have anyone to talk to... But 
you have become mortal, and I won't make you an Elf, 
much less I can turn you into a Maia. And he won't be 
able to live here... It seems to me that I talk to him. I 
didn't dare while it was possible. And after what I did, I 
probably won't be able to... 
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- You didn't mean any harm. What I say: no one 
here meant any harm to us! They only blindly carried out 
someone's will. Like naive children new 

And again Irmo imagined he heard another voice. 

- But you, Lord of Dreams... It's difficult for me to 
look so far away, but you will still be human. And, you 
know... 

The boy smiled sadly and wisely: 

- You know... let you be the one to say those 
words that the Master didn't have time to say. He 
wouldn't condemn me for that decision. 

- I, Linner, have chosen the Path of the Seer, and 
as a symbol of the Path, in the name of Arta and Ea, I 
take the name of Gelleyn, the Eye of the Star. 

Brother, almost voiceless, replied: 

- Before the stars of Ea... and... Arta... - For the 
first time he pronounced the name of the world like this, 
- its name will be... Gelleyn. Your Path is chosen... May it 
be so. 

The boy smiled: 

- I thank. Goodbye. 

And he closed his eyes. 


...He was the only one who did not awaken from 
his sleep at the right time. 


- ...It seems like he simply took pity on me. 
Forgive me, if you can, for having said your words in 
your place. 

- It's not your fault. And then, he himself decided 

that way. 

- He couldn't forget. I understood that he is your 
disciple when I saw that his willpower is stronger than 
mine. And he was right: the memory didn't disappear, it 
sleeps in everyone - even in Gelli. And I... I wanted to kill 
the memory. You can't forgive that, I know... 

- But they are alive. Thank you. 

- They are no longer your children... 

- This only means that from the adoptive father 

they returned to the real father. 

- But weren't they better off with the adoptive 

one? 

- I don't know, maybe with their current adoptive 
parents they will be happier than... Where are they now? 
Tayli Miriel - I know. And the others? 

Brother lowered his eyes: 
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- Yolli and Eyno - with Manwe. Now they call 
them Amarié and Glorfindel. Tayo - Laure - is educated 
in the house of the king of the Vanyar Ingwé. Dael, Oyoli, 
Isilhe and Tiellinn - in Alqualondé, with Olwe. Tiellinn is 
his adopted daughter. She... 

- I know. The others - with the Noldor? 

- Sim. 

- Better not to meet us. If you remember - you 
won't be able to live here. What if... no, that won't 
happen. 

He smiled evilly: 

- So, my younger brother also decided to get 
some disciples. And he defended the house of his chosen 
ones well! 

And suddenly, low and sad: 

- How simple everything was... 

LIGHT IN THE PALMS. 803866 AWAKENING OF 
THE ELVES 


The Vanyar value quiet; they are content with 
their fate - what good is new knowledge that disturbs 
their spirits? Teleri do not strive to return to the Mortal 
Lands. Only the Noldor look like those... At first they 
avoided him, looking with trepidation at the heavy iron 
shackles that remained forever on his wrists - like 
stigma, like 
mark, as a reminder: he disobeyed the One. Then they 
got used to it too... 

And one day he saw the books of the Noldor. 

Melkor got a shock. There was a heaviness to the 
writing of the Light Elves, uncharacteristic of the light, 
flowing Tay-an script; but, without a doubt, this was the 
writing of the Elleri Ahe. 

- Who... gave them those signs? 

- Féanaro, - replied Rumil, one of the wisest 

among the Noldor. 

Dark Vala's heart beat heavy and dull: 

- Wait, repeat. This writing was created by... 

- urufinwé Féanaro, the oldest sonold man of Finwé. 

Melkor was silent. 

- He is rightfully considered the wisest of the 
Noldor, - Rumil sighed. - When we created writing, we 
spent several years. But my signals are not as beautiful, 
and the system is more complicated. Féandaro is talented; 
the work that took me years, he did in a month. Your 
signs don't look much like mine; in fact, mine are easier 
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to carve in stone... Yes, he surpassed me; They will 
probably soon forget about me and my signs... 

- No, - deafly replied Melkor. - The stone will 
remain for centuries. And the books... - a brief silence, 
and the unexpectedly abrupt end, - the books burn. 

Rumil looked at him in surprise, but Dark Vala 

got up and left quickly. 


..When Melkor returned to the Mansions of 
Namo, his face was changed. Dead. He sat in silence and 
stared at a spot on the wall. 

- What there was? asked Namo, worried. 

- Tengwar, - replied Melkor. - Writing of Féanaro. 

Why didn't you tell me? 

- I... - Namo couldn't choose the right words. - 
Melkor, I couldn't... I didn't want to... I didn't have the 
courage... 

How to explain?.. He didn't write it down in the 

Book. I didn't know what will happen to Melkor 

when 
he read. 

- He took pity on me, - with the same voice 
continued Melkor, - decided that this will break me. Or 
he was afraid that I would decide to take revenge. 

Namo shuddered: Melkor seemed to read his 
thoughts. The Dark Ditch turned to him; a crooked smile 
appeared on his face: 

- Anything. At least there is something left of 
them, - with a dead laugh he said, but his laughter 
turned either into a dry cough, or perhaps into tears; the 
Dark Ditch turned again. 

- You know... they were so happy with the power 
to write down their thoughts... They... did everything - by 
themselves... I just... helped a little... 

He stopped again. Suddenly he laughed softly, 
and Namo thought with horror that Melkor had gone 
mad. 

- Do you know... do you know what one of them 
brought me one day? Fairy tale. Yes that's right. Then 
they called him that - Storyteller. You know, he tells... - 
Melkor didn't say: “he counted”, but he didn't notice the 
error, - ...about flowers, trees, herbs... about the world, 
the birds, the animals, the stars... For him, every leaf, 
every stone, every star speaks with a special voice - and 
tells its story, its legend, - Melkor laughed again. - He 
says: when the children grow up, they will read this. You 
know, it seems to me that children must love these tales. 
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Wise tales. And he himself - a great and wise child... 
Strange, right? And he still talks about other worlds. 
And, I think, he really sees them... 

Melkor looked at Namo. On the face of the Lord 
of Destiny, horror was mixed with compassion and 
perplexity. The smile disappeared from Melkor's face. He 
came back to reality. - Yes, - he corrected, harshly. And 
after a pause: 

- Tell me how it happened. 

Namo shook his head. 

- Count. I have the right to know. 

And Namo told. 

The Dark Elves' manuscripts ended up in Aulé's 
hands. And when Féanaro decided to work seriously with 
writing, the Blacksmith handed them over to his disciple. 
They understood right away. 

Thus Tay-an transformed into Tengwar Feanorean. 

- And... the books? What happened to them? 

They were burned. Right there, in the Mansions 
of Aulé. No one but Féanaro took notice. The books 
where the knowledge that came from the Dark was 
written. Legends of the Dark Elves and their history. 

- There is nothing left? 

- No, Melkor, - the voice of the Lord of Fate 

trembled. 

- Not even memory... But your Book, Namo... 
Speak, will you write about it? You will write, won't you? 
At least something... 

- I promise I will write, - almost without sound 
replied Namo. And he repeated, like an oath - I promise, 
Melkor. . 


The Dark Ditch revealed to the Elves many things 
that were not known to the rest of the Valar; he was an 
attentive and patient teacher. He was in no hurry, 
because the wisdom of the Dark is like a blade, which 
hurts those who are not careful, turning against them. 

And to many of them Melkor's words seemed 
strange and dangerous, but the Elves were silent. 

And the time came - the Dark Ditch began to tell 
the Noldor about Middle Earth. And so he said: 

- You are slaves... or children, if you wish; 
children, who were commanded to be content with toys 
and not try to go too far, nor learn too much. You say you 
are happy under the power of the Valar: perhaps; but 
cross the limits drawn by them - and you will know all 
the cruelty of their hearts. See: both your art and your 
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own beauty only serve to beautify their domains. It is not 
love that moves them, but the thirst for possession: 
check it out for yourself! Demand what was given to you 
by Iluvatar, what is rightfully yours: this entire world, 
full of mysteries, which you must decipher and know. 
And the flesh of this world will be transformed into its 
creations, which will not have enough place in these toy 
gardens, separated from the world by an endless sea, 
protected by mountain ranges... 

Noldor listened to his words, and what he said 
remained in the hearts of many. And, seeing this, the 
Vala told them about the Mortals - Atani: 

- You will become his elder brothers and masters, 
- he said, - and together you will make the Forsaken 
Lands as, or perhaps more beautiful than Aman. 

The Elves marveled at the speeches of the Dark 
Vala, for the Valar told him nothing about the Atani: at 
that time when Iluvatar revealed to the Ainur the vision 
of Arda, they also knew about those who should come 
into the world after the Elves. But the Elves were similar 
to the Ainur, and were understandable to them, while 
the Men, strange and free, Mortals - and who after death 
left along unknown paths, were different, and in the 
spirits of the Great Ones there was no love for them, only 
a vague fear. Therefore, the Valar decided that the Elves 
should remain in Valinor, at their side; and they didn't 
care about Mortals. 

The Noldor understood little of what Melkor said; 
and what they understood, they explained in their own 
way. And they thought that Atani wanted to dominate 
the lands that were destined, from the beginning, for the 
Elves; and Manwé imprisons the Eldar in Valinor, for it is 
easier for the Valar to dominate a weak and mortal 
people. From that time on, there was never any 
friendship between Elves and Men, and later the Elves 
began to say that, more than the rest of Valar, Mortals 
resemble Melkor, Morgoth, Dark Enemy. Only one 
seemed to understand everything: Findarato, Arafinwé's 
eldest son; only he asked Vala more about the Atani... 


...In those days, a new idea came to the head of 
Féanaro, Finwé's firstborn. He remembered what he 
read in the Elleri books: one of the disciples of the Dark 
Ditch thought of creating stones that keep the light of 
the stars. Nice idea. It is equal to that of the flame 
stones of that Maia, traitor, who fled from Valin - the 
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books also told about this. But if even they were able to 
do this - would the 


Can't Curufinwé Féanaro, Aulé's own best student, do 
better than them? 
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He tried hard to remember everything the books 
said about the creation of these gems. He completed 
what he didn't understand with what he knew. He was 
wise, skillful and talented; He was immensely proud, 
which is why he admitted that only Aulé himself was his 
master, even though he had learned a lot from Mahtan, 
his wife Nerdanel's father. 

In absolute secrecy, Féanaro began his work. And 
he worked faster, and with more passion, than he had 
ever worked before. To create his gems, he took a piece 
of that non- 

Darkness that radiated from the Trees of Valinor, and 
confined him in crystals. 

Thus were created the three elven jewels, pride 
and curse of the Noldor; and his name was Silmarils. 

Surprised in wonder, the people of Aman looked 
at the work of éanaro. And Varda sanctified the code F, 
and thus said: 

- Let not one whose hands are unclean, nor one 
whose heart is evil, nor a mortal man dare to touch 
them; and they will burn the body of the mortal who 
touches them. 

And it was prophesied, at that time, that the 
elements of Arda, earth, water and air, will be linked to 
the destiny of these jewels. 

And the heart of Féanaro clung to the work of his 
hands; and the Queen of the Stars benevolently granted 
the guardianship of the gems to the house of Finwe. 

- For, - she said, - the house of Finwé is the house 
of the elect, and the grace of the Valar is with his 
descendants. Great were the deeds of Finwé, King of the 
Noldor, in days gone by, and great will be his reward, 
and that of his sons. May these jewels be, from now on, 
the symbol of the house chosen by the Valar! 

And Féanaro made a deep bow to Varda, and took 
the Silmarils from her hands. Since then he began to 
consider himself the lord of the Noldor, the wisest, the 
chosen one. He looked with pride and presumption at 
the other Noldor, and even though his wisdom, talent 
and beauty attracted them, the other Elves had no love 
for him; not everyone wanted to obey him. 

Among the Eldar were equally honored Féanaro 
and Nolofinwé, the two eldest sons of Finwe; for this 
reason, Nolofinwé did not want to obey Féanaro. And he 
had the impression that his brother wanted to take his 
place on the throne in Tirion, and also in the heart of 
Finwé, his father. 
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So he went back to work in secret; but this time 
he forged swords. The other Noldor imitated him, 
although none openly used weapons. 

Féanaro heard about Endoré - from his father, 
from the other Elves, but more often - from his nephew 
Findarato. Precisely due to the words of Arafinwé's 
firstborn, the desire to see Endoré was born in the heart 
of Féanaro; He didn't want to remember the one whose 
words Findarato repeated. And he thought: “Who can be 
king of the Shadowlands besides me?” He noticed that 
the Noldor's desire to return to Endoré was not to the 
liking of the Valar, and for the first time he thought - 
what if Melkor is right, and Eldar are just toys of the 
Powers, who only serve to beautify Valinor? cruelly your 
pride; now he openly called for a rebellion against the 
Valar and a return; He proclaimed himself a great chief 
of the Noldor, promising to free those who followed him 
from slavery. 

At that time, Nolofinwé went to his father, and 
asked him to curb Féanaro's pride; and he said this: 

- My lord and father, curb the pride of our brother 
Curufinwé Féanaro - truly, by right he bears the name of 
fire, for his furious spirit is similar to flames that devour 
everything. Who gave him the right to speak for all our 
people, as if he were king of the Noldor? Was it not you 
who spoke to the Quendi in the past, was it not you who 
summoned them to Aman? Were you not the leader of 
the Noldor on their long journey, nor were you the one 
to guide them from the darkness of Endoré to the 
blessed light of Eldamar? And if you don't regret these 
deeds now, you still have two children who respect you! 

But as he spoke, Féanaro entered the room; and 
he wore armor and carried a heavy sword. He spoke 
furious words to Nolofinwé, accusing his brother of 
wanting to create enmity between him and his father. 
Nolofinwé did not respond and headed towards the exit, 
but Féanaro caught up with him and, placing the blade 
of his sword against his chest, said: 

- See, my father's son, this is sharper than your 
tongue! Try once more to dispute my place and come 
between my father and me, and perhaps that will free 
the Noldor from him who wishes to become master of 
the slaves! 

Nolofinwé remained silent, hiding his anger, and 
left; but the Valar learned of the deeds and words of 
Féanaro, and he was summoned to Mahanaxar, to give 
them the necessary explanations. Thus was the sentence 
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of the Valar: Féanaro is no longer permitted to live in 
Tirion on Tuna. And he went, with his seven sons and a 
part of the Noldor, to the north of the land of Aman, and 
there they founded the fortress city of Formenos. And 
Finwe, king of the Noldor, went with him into exile for 
the son of 
Miriel... 

- But among the treasures of Valimar there is 

nothing that compares to the Silmarils. 

- I've heard that word before. What is this, Rumil? 

- No one knows this, besides Féanaro and the 
Powers. Féanaro created three gems that contain the 
light of the Trees. The golden and silver sparkle mix in 
them, and this light seems like the shine of a diamond - 
and pearls, and... Melkor, do you hear me? 


- ... wanted to make some gems that sparkled 
with starlight. Gorthaur made sure that the flame did not 
go out in the drops of Arta's blood. And I want the Light 
of the stars, preserved in the 
gems, is also visible during the day. I almost know how 
to do this, I just... 

Geleon's eyes darkened; he looked into the 

distance - as if seeing through time. 

- I'm just afraid that I won't have time. I will note 

this; Maybe someone will one day be able to... 


He looked like a wanderer in his black clothes 
and dusty cape: all he needed was a catchphrase. Or a 
lute on your back. Although the dust is clear, shiny. 

He stopped, involuntarily marveling at the house: 
complex ornaments drawn on the stone pillars, precious 
stained glass windows framed in silver... They liked that 
too. But the wood burns easily, and then the silver lace 
on the windows begins to melt... 

The bitterness of the memories remained in his 
throat. You shouldn't touch the wound forever - in any 
case it will never close, just as burns on your wrists 
won't heal. 

He slowly walked up the steps and knocked. The 
door opened almost at the same moment - as if they had 
been waiting for him, and a figure dressed in black and 
red appeared on the threshold. Black?!.. oh, yes - 
Féanaro is now no longer the King of the World's 
darling. 

- What brought you here? 


The Black Book of Arda 


- I want to ask you, Féanaro. Is the peace of 
Valinor sweet? Do the favors of the Powers please you? 

The Noldo's eyes glowed menacingly: 

- House. 

- You are an artificer, Féanaro, - with 
incomprehensible bitterness said Vala. - Do you wish to 
remain here and decorate the toy gardens with precious 
stones - or will you ultimately decide to know the 
bitterness of freedom? 

- House. 

- I repeat, Féanaro - my strength and my 
knowledge will help them; the Valar will not start war a 
second time - and you too will be able to defend 
yourselves. 

With a smile of dark pride, Noldo 

caressed the sword's precious hilt. - 

And what do you want as a prize? 

- Only one thing: may the Noldor become elder 
brothers and teachers to those who follow them. 

- I will think about your words. 

- And more, Féanaro: allow me to see the 

Silmarils. 

“And may their non-Dark be transformed into the 
light of the Sun and the Moon... I just don't know if there 
will then be a place for them on this earth?..” 

Noldo glanced briefly at the Vala's thoughtful 

face; Anger burned in his eyes. 

- I understood what your sweet lines were for, 

slave of the Valar! 

Vala shuddered, as if she had awakened from a 

dream. 

- You desired the light of my creations only for 
yourself! I see that, however strong these walls are and 
however brave the guardians are, in the land of the Valar 
this is not enough to guard the Silmarils! Retire, 
criminal, retreat to Mandos prison - that's where you 
belong! Far from my doors!.. 


- And Varda consecrated these gems, saying that 
neither he whose hands are unclean, nor he in whose 
heart is evil, nor he who follows the path of Mortals will 
touch them, and they will burn the mortal flesh that 
touches them. And from now on, she said, these gems 
will be the symbol of the house of the elect... Do you 
hear me, Melkor? 

- Yes. It's the price for blood. 

- What are you talking?!.. 
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...He burst into the room like a red and golden 
storm. The Dark Ditch, who was explaining something to 
the Elves, fell silent and faced Finwe's son. 

- Why are they listening to him! - roared Féanaro. 
- What can he tell you that is not known to the other 
Valar? All he really knows is how to speak beautifully; 
but the poison of their words imperceptibly penetrates 
their minds - their spirits have been poisoned by the 
Enemy! 

He turned to Melkor. Dark Ditch's face was calm, 
sad and tired, and this made Finwé's son completely lose 
control: 

- How do you see yourself looking at my face again, 


slave! Kneel en rwas king of the 
Noldor! 
In the sudden silence, Melkor's cold voice 
sounded: 


- You will not be king of the Noldor for long, son 
of Finweé, and your crown was paid for in blood. Yes, iron 
binds my hands, but I am freer than you: fear of the 
Valar, fear of disobeying their order and abandoning 
these lands makes you a slave. I was never an enemy of 
the Noldor; If you have the courage to choose freedom, I 
will help you from Valinor; and I, a Vala, will give them 
aid and protection... 

- Don't listen to him! You're lying! 

- And to you, Noldo of the house of Finwé, I say: 
beware! said Melkor, and there was a hidden threat in 
his voice. 

They faced each other now: Féanaro dressed in 
red and gold, with a precious gold chain on his chest - 
and Melkor in simple black robes, calm and dangerous 
as a black blade. The Noldor stepped back and looked at 
them perplexed, like frightened children. Melkor's 
penetrating gaze made _ Finwé's’~ son _ shudder, 
involuntarily making the movement of someone wanting 
to draw a sword. Melkor did not move, and Féanaro was 
forced to lower his eyes. In Melkor's gaze was a shadow 
of mockery: 

- Take care of yourself, Noldo, - he repeated 

slowly. 


And there came to the Council of Powers also 
those of the Eldar who were frightened by the wisdom 
that M lkor had shared with them and spoke against him; 
him, and accused him before Manwe. 
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And the King of the World, angry, ordered Tulkas 
to capture the rebel and again bring him to trial. 


“T hope there’s time...” - thought Namo 
feverishly. 

- Melkor!.. 

The echo ran, hitting the walls of the dark room. 

He appeared in moments, the winged Dark Ditch. 

Namo spoke with difficulty: 

- Melkor, I was in a hurry... to warn you... them... 

- I know, - said the short one. - I'm leaving. I 

thank you, my brother. 

Something trembled in the spirit of the Lord of 
Destiny when he heard that voice, sad and dignified; a 
lump remained in my throat. 

..How he knew how to laugh - free, open; it 
seemed like the whole world was happy with him... What 
his smile was like - clear, confident, happy - a surprising 
smile; and the star eyes shone... 

Namo would give anything to see his brother like 
that again; but since the execution of the Dark Elves, 
Vala had never smiled: only a crooked smile marked her 
face from time to time, and in her eyes there was a black 
sadness. And Namo painfully wanted to say something to 
the Dark Ditch, so that the pain would leave him at least 
for a moment. He looked for words - and couldn't find 
them. He just repeated: 

- Melkor... - and lowered his eyes. Only now did 
Namo notice in the hands of the rebellious Vala a sword. 
Strange sword: its blade sparkled like a black star, and a 
thin stream of bluish-white sparks ran through its 
center. Its handle ended with something like black 
wings, and the Eye of the Dark One - starstone, similar 
to an eye - shone there. The hilt was crowned by the 
sickle of a black moon. 
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- What is this, Melkor? For what? 

- Arta's guardian cannot remain unarmed, Namo. 
This is the Sword of Vengeance; You were right - I can't 
forgive. I won't be able to forget, my brother. 

A short silence. Then he added: 

- One day, you will also make a sword. 

- My hands are not fit to create something like 
this, - said the Lord of Destiny - and at the same moment 
he was afraid of having offended the Dark Ditch. 

- And not even mine are useful for destroying and 

killing. 

The two fell silent. Then Namo asked, as if trying 
to apologize for his unintentional rudeness: 

- Tell me, what... does this symbol mean? 

- The Omniscience of the Dark, - brief answer. 

He touched Namo's hand with his icy fingers and 

repeated: 

- I'm leaving. Until the next meeting, my brother. 

And suddenly Namo understood what tortured 
him so much. Strange words emerged from nowhere - 
over thorns and a red-hot iron crown - and he exclaimed: 

- No, you don't need to! It's better not to have this 

meeting! 

- You yourself know, my brother - it will be like 

this. 

- Melkor... My brother... 

- Goodbye. 
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ABOUT THE PERISHING OF THE TREES OF 
VALINOR. YEARS 867869 AWAKENING OF THE 
ELVES 


“Thus, unseen, he arrived at last in the dark 
region of Avathar. This narrow land lay south of Eldamar 
Bay, close to the eastern foothills of the Pelori, and its 
long, sad beaches stretched south, dark and unexplored. 
There, beneath the craggy walls of the mountains and 
beside the cold, black sea, the shadows were the deepest 
and thickest in the world; and there, in Avathar, in total 
secrecy, Ungoliant had made his home. The Eldar did not 
know where it came from; but some said that, in very 
remote times, she had descended from the darkness that 
surrounds Arda, when Melkor had first looked with envy 
upon the Kingdom of Manwé, and that in the beginning 
she had been one of the beings he had corrupted to his 
service. Ungoliant, however, had denied his Lord, as he 
desired to be the master of his own pleasure, taking all 
things for himself in order to nourish his emptiness. And 
she had fled to the south, escaping the attacks of the 
Valar and the hunters of Oromé, for their vigilance had 
always been directed towards the north, and the south 
had been neglected for a long time. From there she crept 
toward the light of the Blessed Realm; for he longed for 
the light and hated it...” 


..The grayish and shapeless Nothingness; 
generated by the Void and its own - the void, 
surrounded by non-Light... Melkor shuddered in 
disgust and gritted his teeth. 

He stood before the spawn of the Void: the Dark 
Ditch clothed in Darkness. Before the Formless One, he 
was in his true form, and in the clear and merciless eyes 
was a cold courage. He said: 

- Follow me. 

And she went, without turning around, knowing 
that, obedient to his will, chained out of fear of him, like 
a punished dog follows its owner, it follows the Beast. He 
now felt its presence behind - the cold, deathly breath of 
the Void. 

On the peak of Hyarmentir, in the far south of 
Valinor, in the land of Avathar - land of Shadows - he 
stood, waving it down to the Blessed Realm of the 
Immortals; he looked to the north, and saw far away 
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there the sparkling valleys and grand palaces of Valimar 
that shone like. And he saw the Trees. 


..When the Lamps collapsed, fear gripped the 
Powers of Arda. And it was night, but they did not see 
the stars; and it was day, but they did not see the Sun, 
because by the will of the One their eyes were closed, 
and until the appointed hour they were given only to 
look, without seeing. And there was Darkness; and it 
filled their hearts with fear, for they were unaware of its 
essence and its meaning. And they cursed the Dark Lord 
and fled in terror to the land of Aman, which became the 
Abode of the Powers of Arda. And on Mount Corollairé, 
which is also called Ezellohar, they gathered together. 
And Yavanna ascended the mountain, and called upon 
the One. At that time, the rest of the Valar lent him their 
powers, and his call was heard. And with the power of 
the One and the Valar the two Trees of Valinor were 
created. And the Silver tree was called Telperion, and 
the Golden - Laurelin. And the Dark retreated before the 
non-Dark of the Trees, which was not the Light; for 
where there is no place for the Dark, there is also no 
Light. Not Burn, but the Void gave life to the Trees. And 
from now on, the Valar could draw strength from the 
Void created by the One, to accomplish his will in the 
world; but they allowed the Void to penetrate the world, 
and this Void could destroy Arta itself. And the Valar 
rejoiced, but Féanturi remained silent, and Nienna wept. 
And Valié Yavanna could not create anything else, for he 
who touched the Void and accepted it cannot be a 
creator. 


It was the time of a great festival in Valinor, and 
by order of the King of the World Manwée, in his 
mansions at the top of Taniquetil the Valar, the Maiar 
and the Elves gathered. And Féanaro, the eldest son of 
Finwé, also attended; but he left the Silmarils, his great 
work, in Formenos. Neither his father, Finwé, nor the 
Noldor of Formenos came. 

At this time Melkor descended from the peak of 
Hyarmentir and ascended the green hill of Corollairé. 
And the Beast that followed him enveloped the Trees in 
non-Light. She sucked up their life and dried them up; 
and they turned into dark, brittle skeletons. Thus 
perished the Trees, the great work of 
Yavanna Kementari, and they would never be reborn; 
and the Beast absorbed the power of the Trees. 
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And Melkor came down from the hill; but the 

Beast, surrounded by non-Light, followed him. 

..And the night began. And the Valar gathered 
together at Mahanaxar, and were silent for a long time. 
Valié Yavanna climbed the mountain and touched the 
Trees; but they were black and dead, and the branches 
broke and fell to the ground at the touch of his hands. 
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And Yavanna claimed that she could resurrect the 
Trees, if she had just a drop of their blessed light. And 
Manwé bade Féanaro deliver the Silmarils to Yavanna; 
and Tulkas commanded the son of Finwé to yield to the 
entreaties of Yavanna. But Féanaro replied that the gems 
are too precious to him, and he will never be able to 
create anything similar to them. 

- Well, - he said, - if I break them, I will also break 
my heart and die - first of the Elves in the land of Aman. 

- Not the first, - muttered Namo deafly; but few 
understood his words. 

Féanaro was thoughtful; but he did not wish to 

obey the command of the Valar. And he 

exclaimed: 

- I will not do this of my own free will. However, if 
the Valar force me, then I will know for sure that Melkor 
is of their kind! 

- You said it, - replied Namo. 

And Nienna cried. 

At that time messengers came from Formenos; 

and brought disastrous news. 

“For they told how a blind Darkness had come to 
the North, and in the midst of it there had come some 
power for which there was no name; and Darkness 
emanated from that power. Melkor, however, was also 
there and had been to Féanaro's house. There he had 
murdered Finwe, King of the Noldor, before the gates, 
and shed the first blood in the Blessed Realm; for only 
Finwe had not escaped the horror of Darkness. And they 
said that Melkor had broken into the fortress of 
Formenos, taking away all the precious stones of the 
Noldor that were kept there; and the Silmarils had 
disappeared..." 


Melkor's face seemed to be made of stone: 
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- Behold, we meet again, Finwe, the chosen one 

of the Valar. 

Dark Vala's voice was calm, but a cold flame of 

hatred burned in his clear eyes. 

- Behold, we meet again, Melkor, slave of the 

Valar! 

...It is said that words open wounds. And it's true. 
It wasn't the first, nor the last time they called him a 
slave. It was always the first offense that came to his 
enemies' minds when 
they saw the iron shackles on his wrists. And that always 
caused pain. 

- Do the treasures of the Noldor disturb you? 

Vala's voice remained cold: 

- Maybe I was a slave, but an executioner and 
murderer of my own brothers - never. Take up the sword 
and fight: I don't kill unarmed. And what are the 
treasures for? Yes, I will take the Silmarils, the price of 
blood. But your life first. You will die. 

The King of the Noldor's face was almost joyful. 
He was not afraid of dying - and not because he was 
unfamiliar with death; In his eyes, there was a reflection 
of insanity: 

- It won't be that easy to live my life! 

Vala understood, suddenly, - Finwé knows she 
will die. Truly, Tayli did not love a coward. 

- And about the price of blood... Lies, as always! 
Lie, lie! You didn't create them, and you have no right to 
own these gems! You cover your greed with beautiful 
words. You are simply a thief, tell me straight away - 
give me the gems, because I want them, that way you 
will be more honest! 

Finwe laughed, clenching his teeth - this way he 
holds back the scream of pain in his throat. On your lips, 
a smile of defiance, and pain in your eyes. 

- I don't intend to argue with you. It's enough that 
you took away what was most precious to me. Do you 
think I don't know who created writing? Didn't I read 
what was in the burned books? Did you not know the 
one, - with each word, Melkor's voice grew louder and 
harsher, - did you not know the one who should create 
these gems and fill them with living light? Yes, Féanaro 
did it, but the plan doesn't belong to him! 

- Lie! 

- You know very well that I don't. And you know 
you will pay! The price of blood - for their blood. Your 
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life - for their lives. The most precious - for the most 
precious. 

- I'm glad I did it! Yes, happy! Now you have no 

power over them! 

Swords crossed. Vala fought in silence, Finwé 
struck him with furious and insane screams. 

- Yes! I am happy! A thousand times... I would 

do... the same! 

Their faces were very close - eye to eye - over 

their crossed swords. 

- Until Miriel? Her too?! 

- No, - laughed Noldo, - it was you who killed her! 
You! You corrupted their spirits and broke her heart! It's 
your fault she's dead! If you didn't exist, there wouldn't 
be these deaths! 

For a moment, an insane thought - talking to him. 
Make it understood. In the next second he understood - 
there is no point. It is not the place, nor the time, and 
the spirit - purposely deaf. And then he saw those 
again... “Even for Tayli. Not even by her pleas will there 
be forgiveness for you. She remembered. Now you know 
why. But I won't play Féanaro. It's her blood..." 

a€oeYou will die,a€ he said, almost inaudibly. He 

didn't say anything else until the end of the fight. 


Melkor's next blow hit him in the belly, Finwé 
dropped his sword and fell. Melkor bent over him. 

- Remember their 

pain. For you saw 

how they died. The 

Elf groaned 

muffledly. Vala 

looked into his 

eyes: 

- It is true. It is unacceptable to allow a living 
being to suffer so much, - with a grim smile said Melkor. 
The last blow, quick - to the heart. 

Life clung to the body for a few more moments, 
and the lips moved almost imperceptibly. Vala 
shuddered as she understood the name that was dying 
on her cooling lips. 

"Miriel..." 

He turned and walked away. 


...He returned to Endoré, and took with him the 
Silmarils, the price of blood. And the gems burned his 
palm like hot coals - the non-Dark is more of an enemy of 
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the Dark than the Light; but he only moved his fist 
further away. 

The Beast continued to follow him. He felt his 
own power - power given to him by the non-Dark of the 
Trees. And when Melkor stopped, he attacked him. 

He knew it would be like this, he was ready for it. 
But the pain took away strength. He felt the Beast's only 
desire: to escape, to escape beyond the limits of this 
world. And he knew: that shouldn't happen. 

Now they were equal in power, and to strengthen 
itself, the Beast needed only one thing: Silmarils, the last 
particle of the non-Dark of Valinor. 

a€oeYou will not have them,a€ said Melkor. 

He spoke the Word of Fire, and a circle of flame 
closed around them, and the Beast had no power to 
come out of it. 

He spoke the Word of the Dark, and the Dark 
became his shield, and the Beast retreated to the edge of 
the circle. 

He was losing strength; Bound to Arda by the 
word of Eru, he could not seek strength in Ea, outside 
the limits of this world. It seemed as if a servile voice 
was whispering: take the forces of Arda, you can do this, 
you are the true Lord of Arda. But he expelled these 
thoughts: to do so meant to destroy, to turn a part of the 
world into nothing. This would not be an obstacle for the 
King of the World; but the one who loved said - “no”. And 
now he could only count on himself. The pain took away 
strength - but it also didn't allow him to lose control of 
himself. He spoke the Word of Form; and howling with 
despair and rage, the Beast took the form of an 
enormous spider, a gray monster with a thousand eyes. 

He spoke the Word of the Earth; and the Beast 
received a mortal body. And, hissing with hatred, she 
jumped towards Melkor: he only had time to raise his 
arm, defending himself, and the curved sharp claw 
slipped over the iron of his armor; Melkor noticed, on 
her tip, a drop of whitish poison. 

All that was left was to pronounce the Word of 
Death, but he no longer had the strength. The Beast 
cowered to leap again. And then Melkor cried out, and 
his cry echoed on the sides of the black mountains, and 
it seemed as if the earth itself shook, as if Arta felt the 
pain and suffering of him who loved the world. 

And the black mountains remember Melkor's 
voice and his pain. That memory turned into an echo; 
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and Lammoth, Great Echo, has been called the valley 
ever since 

And in the subterranean mansions of Ast Ahe, the 
Ahere heard the call of the Lord. Like a storm of fire, a 
burning wind they flew over the earth; and they entered 
the circle of fire; and with their lashes of fire they drove 
away the Beast of the Void - Ungoliant. Where she had 
crawled, the earth remained dead for a long time 
because of her blood and her poison. In the Mountains of 
Terror, Ered Gorgoroth, in the deepest cave, she hid 
from the lashes of fire, and since then no one has seen 
her, and it is not known how Ungoliant, daughter of the 
non-Being, perished. 
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THE ESCAPE OF THE NOLDOR. YEARS 870871 
AWAKENING OF THE ELVES 


The soft pink pearls roll, sparkling, in the mother- 
of-pearl chalice. Teleri like pearls. Their young often 
swim far out to sea, and bring up shells of incomparable 
beauty from the bottom, and strange fish with sparkling 
fins play with the divers. Almost all Teleri wear pearl, 
coral and shell jewelry. And even Olwé's own palace in 
Alqualondé resembles a huge, fragile white shell. Here 
there is always a soft shadow, and the palace sparkles 
slightly on the edge of the Sea. The waves advance and 
retreat - are they the ones singing? or are these the 
voices of the Children of the Sea, Teleri? Even he who 
has heard the songs of the Vanyar cannot help but fall 
under the restless charm of these songs. The Vanyar's 
song is for great festivities, for song disputes; Teleri's 
music - for reflections, slight sadness and sweet 
dreams... 

Nerwen shook her head thoughtfully: What 

- What a song... Why, sir, do your subjects so 
rarely attend parties in Valmar? 

- We don't really like everything that is noisy and 
loud. And we are not very happy with the peace. 

- Not os Noldor. 

- No. You are looking for something else. More 
precisely, not so much finding, but remaking and taming. 
Although I won't be the one to judge them. I'm not a 
Noldo. Sorry if I don't understand your people properly. 

- I no longer understand it myself... But I'm not 
entirely Noldé either. Can I call you father, my mother's 
father? 

- Of course, my daughter. But what worries you? 
What happened in Valmar? What was the evil that befell 
Tirion? I've heard about your father's brother's exile. I 
am sorry for Finwé's sadness, but Féanaro deserves 
punishment. 

- My father, a restlessness arose in the spirits of 
the Noldor. Perhaps, it was really Melkor's words that 
lifted the mud from the depths of our hearts... But, my 
father, as terrible as this is - it seems to me that he is 
right about many things! Or do truth and lies sometimes 
follow the same path? Could this happen? And how, then, 
can we differentiate one from the other? You know, my 
heart is like a captive bird now. It weighs me down living 
here. What I can? Everyone says - you are the first of the 
Eldar maidens, you are the strongest, wisest, most 
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beautiful... What's the point of all this, if I can't do 
anything? I can't change anything here as I would like... 
It's probably bad to think like that, as we were told that 
this is how Melkor's path began. Do we, in our hearts, 
lean towards the Dark? I'm afraid of myself, I don't 
understand myself... I want to create - create in the 
world we have abandoned. Something calls me there. 

- But maybe that's how it should be? There will be 
no harm if you open your thoughts to the Great Ones. 
Who, besides them, will know about us what we don't 
know about ourselves? If this is a disease, wouldn't there 
be a cure in Valinor for any ailment? 

- No, my father. Miriel did not return. 

Olwe sighed. 

- Don't be sad. Go, speak to the Powers. Don't be 

sad, my daughter. 

He filled the goblets with golden and greenish 
wine from a pitcher made of shell, and pearls began to 
swirl in the bottom of the goblets. 

- This wine was blessed by Yavanna. He will make 
you happy. Spirits like yours should not be saddened! My 
daughter's daughter, don't be sad! Know - if your heart's 
desires please the Great Ones, and if your path leads to 
the Forgotten Lands - do not worry about the ship. He's 
already waiting for you. Look! 

Olwe got up and went to the stained glass 
window, pushed it and the glass opened outwards. The 
greenish and golden waves, like wine, gently rocked the 
white and silver ships, and their sleepy sails seemed to 
breathe slightly in the gentle breeze. The wind stirred 
Olwe's gray hair, the wide sleeves of her white robes 
resembled the wings of a seagull. 

- That one, - pointed out the king. - It's my ship. 

Receive it as a gift, daughter of my daughter! 


..And what happened next? Eldar do not know 
how to forget, they did not receive this merciful gift. 
From time to time one has involuntarily envied Mortals - 
they have been given oblivion. Or is this compensation 
for death? Only the Greats know... 

..And the Light slowly went out, and the stars 
covered the sky like thousands of bloody wounds. The 
Light was extinguished, and horror took over hearts. 
Endless night fell upon Valinor, the night full of torch 
smoke, full of wrath and pain. 

Probably, in chronicles it will not be written like 
that. And also the wise ones will speak differently - Eldar 
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forget nothing, but not everything that happened can be 
remembered. And there were Finwe's still open eyes, 
which looked like gray glass. For the first time, Nerwen 
saw death, and it was terrible in its artificiality. So 
terrible that she was surprised by her own calm - she 
simply couldn't feel the horror. The light from the 
torches gave everything around the blood color of red- 
hot steel. It seemed to him that Féanaro would now burn 
them all with a single touch... And there was - Finwé's 
bloody shirt in the hands of Féanaro, mad with pain and 
rage, and he threw it in the face of the messenger of the 
Valar, accusing them of this murder , for they were of 
the race of Morgoth. It was then that this name - 
Morgoth - sounded for the first time, and the son of the 
dead man demanded from those of the murderer's ilk the 
reward for his father. It was terrible to look at him - and 
impossible not to. It was terrible to hear him - and 
impossible not to hear. As the bite of fire causes pain, so 
fire itself undoes darkness - dangerous and beautiful; so 
Féanaro's speech and appearance made everyone obey 
him - not with ill will, but with a furious and cruel 
admiration. Her father called her Artanis, but she was 
now truly Nerwen. And there was the oath - that oath 
that sealed their fate in the smoke and fire of the 
torches, in the fierce red glow of the drawn blades... And 
- almost more terrible than the fury of Féanaro - the 
tears of Nolofinwé, red as blood in the fire reflections. 
He did not swear - but the sword, pointed at the sky, was 
his oath - an oath to avenge his father. This was 
understandable without words. 

It was exactly at that moment that she 
understood that everything had changed. Now she must 
leave, even though she had not taken the oath. Revenge 
called her, but much more - the desire to change this 
world so that she would no longer see, in a painfully 
inevitable way, the still eyes of Finwé, so that, upon her 
return, she could lay at the feet of the Valar a world free 
of pain, sadness and anger. ...Who could have imagined 
that the most terrible evil will come to Valinor, that the 
Noldor themselves will be evil, that they will bring this 
evil to the Forsaken Lands... Who could have imagined... 

She was the first to bring detailed news of what 
happened to the Teleri. Olwé walked nervously around 
the room: 

- Now you will not be able to navigate. 

- No, my father! Right now! There is no evil in me. 
Shouldn't there be at least one person with them who 
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can bring them to their senses? I am of their blood. They 
will believe me. Otherwise, they arrived there filled with 
immense anger and fury, and they will all perish! 

- But... 

Olwé didn't have time to respond. An Elf in silver 
court robes entered the room and said that Féanaro 
demands a meeting... 

She remembered that fight, short and terrible. 
Then Nerwen truly became equal to men, and the blood 
of his brothers covered his arms up to the elbow. This 
was terrible and beautiful - killing, and the horror fought 
in her heart with the ecstasy. She remembered how 
everything stopped for a moment when she suddenly - 
eye to eye - met Féanaro. Then fate separated them. It is 

- Don't get in my way, woman, - he roared. 

- I will always stand in your way! - she replied in 
the same tone. Someone shouted from behind, and 
Féanaro turned, and Nerwen stepped back - to assist 
Olwe. And if she had hit him then - everything would 
have been different... 

Olweé was injured, and she almost dragged him to 
the ships. Noldor now covered the decks like ants, and 
only Olwé's own ship was still defended. A massacre 
behind, fighting ahead - there was only one way left - to 
open the way to the ship. With a dozen Teleri, they 
opened the way. The ship weighed anchor, and from the 
deck they watched, filled with helpless fury, the 
slaughter and destruction of the other ships, of no use to 
the Noldor. 

- Go after them! - cried Olwé, grinding her teeth. - 
Go! Now I ask you. Punish them yourself, if the Valar 
allow it! Take revenge for us, daughter of my daughter, 
Nerwen! 

She shook Olwé's hand in silence. 

..In the night that fell over Valinor, cut by the 
flames of the fires, the Noldor saw the tall, shadowy 
figure of the Lord of Fate. And the voice, terrible and 
merciless, pronounced the sentence that broke Eru's 
predefinition: i 
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The Blac 


- You are expelled from Valinor, and there is no 
return for you. Not even the echo of their lamentations 
will cross the mountains. I curse the house of Finwé, 
which shed the blood of its own brothers, and the curse 
will befall this house and all those who are willing to 
accompany them, from the west to the eastern end of 
Arda. You will never possess what you swore the oath 
for, for this is the price of blood. All the things you start 
will turn against you. You betrayed your brothers, and 
your brothers will betray you. You have shed other 
people's blood, and you will drown in your own. You have 
condemned others to death, and you will know the death 
torments, sorrows and pains of mortals. Now they will 
feel, on their own skin, everything that others have felt 
through their fault - pain and suffering, torments of body 
and spirit, betrayal and sadness, impotence and defeat. 
And you will return to Valinor, and your spirits will then 
come to my Mansions, and will not find rest, for I will 
judge you by your deeds. And those who resist in Middle 
Earth and do not return to Valinor may be rejected by it, 
and may they see their own vileness in the days of 
arrival of those for whom Middle Earth was destined. I, 
Namo, said. Whatever! 

Not everyone understood Namo's words, but 
that's how he said it. And the descendants of Finwé were 
imprisoned eternally in the underground of Mandos, and 
the will of Manwe could not rescue them, for the Valar 
do not offer twice... 

“‘T'll go there anyway,” whispered Nerwen. - I 
understood. I am the punishment of the Valar. I am the 
sword in their hands... 

In the endless night, the silver-winged ship set 
sail. Nerwen was blessed in the eyes of the Valar, and 
the waves brought her to the Mortal Lands, to the 
dominions of Cirdan, before the host of the Noldor. 

How to describe this lonely journey in the 
darkness? She was alone on board. She and her 
thoughts, her fear that called her back to the feet of the 
Valar, to the comfortable, calm safety. And his thirst for 
knowledge and travel, such that there is nothing more 
powerful in this world. How well she understood her 
brother, Findarato... Where is he now? Nolofinwe, if you 
have not retreated, you must continue through the ice - 
there is no other way, there are no more ships left. And 
it is unlikely that Teleri will help the murderers' 
relatives, especially against the Valar's ban. Alone, 
abandoned by everyone... What was left for them besides 
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courage and honor? She knew very well - they will not 
want to lose the last remains... So, to those who are not 
to blame - the more difficult path... 

Through the mists and the darkness, out of the 
days and years, the ship flew, and the wind of Endoré 
threw salt water in its face, wind brought unknown 
smells, painfully attractive, of the strange land... And 
stars! How many there were, how brightly they shone 
here! And it seemed to him that Elentari herself 
illuminates his path. Indeed, good luck accompanied her, 
and she became the messenger of the Valar... 

THE LAND OF THE STAR. YEARS 516872 
AWAKENING OF THE ELVES 


The day came when the Star took the Elliri to the 
coast. The cold sea of the brief Nordic summer. 
Everything looked gray, as if a layer of salt covered the 
sky, and the pale sands, and the grasses; the gray-green 
waters dragged their eyes to some distant place, to the 
place where the sky merged with the sea, and it seemed 
to them that the long-awaited Land of the Star would 
emerge there at any moment. They were silent and 
listened to the incomprehensible whisper of the herbs 
and the sighs of the sand, the low voice of the waves and 
the distant cries of the white gulls, and they understood - 
the sea and the wind speak to them, bring them news 
about the distant land , but they still didn't know what 
the words of wind and sea meant. And an 
incomprehensible sadness nestled in their hearts, and 
someone said - It's the Sea Spells, Tellor - Power of the 
Sea. And they loved the sea forever. The power of the 
Sea gave strength to their ships, and the strength of 
Love guarded them on the journey. The ships went north 
under sails white as foam, and neither storms nor ice 
blocked their path, and the wind carried the swan boats 
on their wings. Happy was his journey. And then - in the 
sea mist of the morning they saw the islands, and white 
flakes of foam turned into gulls flying over the rocks, 
their cries welcoming the men. And those who saw 
better than others - those saw the Star even during the 
day, exactly over the islands. It always remained in the 
same place, even if the others moved around its own 
axis. And so men called this land as Neyir had once 
called it - Land-under-the-Star, Elles. 

Even in the days of Arta's youth, from his blood 
and his fire, Melkor created this land - as a challenge to 
the immobile, still lifeless world. The flames debated in 
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the chalices of the eight volcanoes - like wine in goblets 
raised to the sky in an eternal celebration. And with his 
power, the fury of fire was now imprisoned, for both fire 
and cold were under his power. The thick layer of soot, 
expelled in the days of insanity from the volcanoes, 
heated by the fire of Arta, received the seeds carried 
there by the wind. There were also seeds left over from 
those plants that had long since perished in Middle 
Earth, and those that had never existed in the rest of the 
world. 

The warm earth cultivated dense forests, and 
herbs grew in the meadows; Seabirds made their nests 
on the rocks, the forests were full of animals, and the 
rivers - of fish. The seeds brought from Endoré bore 
abundant fruit, and the men said - this land is blessed, 
we will stay here! 

They knew and knew many things. They knew the 
strength of herbs and stones, spells and magic, and 
knew how to cure many diseases, for which the men of 
Endoré knew no remedies. They knew how to read signs 
from the sky and the sea, listen to the wind and the 
earth, and everything they discovered, they engraved on 
stone, wood and leather with signs and drawings, and 
remembered this wisdom, making it take the form of 
verses and songs, passed down from generation to 
generation. They had power over wood, as they knew its 
soul - and the wood in their hands was transformed into 
warm houses and fast ships like birds, carved objects, 
beautiful statues and paintings. Few were as skilled in 
this art as they were. And the wood gained a voice, and 
whoever heard it became a musician and singer. And 
these men were no less respected than rulers and sages, 
for they created music and beauty. 

They knew the soul of the stone, and knew how to 
find colored gems. And they valued obsidian above all, as 
it was the memory and verb of the fire of the earth, and 
amber, as this was the memory and verb of the sea. 

They knew the soul of the sea, and their vessels 
sailed east, for so said the sea, but they did not seek 
ways to the west, to Avall6né and Valinor, for their 
hearts and the strength of the Tellor Sea said: there 
waits something disastrous. And they trusted the voice of 
their own hearts and the voice of the sea. 

They knew the soul of metal, and in their hands it 
clinked and sang, becoming jewels and _ precious 
chalices, lyre strings and hunting arrows - everything a 
man needed for his work and his play. They just didn't 
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make weapons that weren't for hunting, because they 
didn't fight. Human life was sacred to them, because in 
each person there was a gift of their own, which 
differentiated them from others; they called it Ando Tael. 
And if a man happened to die at the hands of another 
man, the murderer, even if the death was just an 
accident, preferred to die, not bearing the terrible crime. 
They valued life and what was connected with it above 
all else. Maybe that's why they knew how to love and 
laugh? Maybe because the greatest reward for a person 
was to see the smile on another's face in response to 
their own words? Maybe that's why they considered 
friendship and love sacred, and beautiful songs and 
legends were composed about those they loved and were 
willing to give their lives for the beloved?.. Their songs 
weren't always happy, as they didn't live in the land of 
Aman, but in the Mortal Lands - pain and dangers did 
not avoid them... 

They respected death, and said goodbye in 
solemn sadness to those who left, because a man who 
continued through life without lowering his eyes and 
without seeking peace is worthy of respect. And they did 
not fear death, because they knew - the Path has no 
end... 

They built cities, but they did not have walls. Its 
capital was called Eldain, City of the Star. The country 
was governed by the council of wise men, Nastari; and 
the three of the wisest elected the ruler, who was called 
aentar. And on its flag there was a golden dragon under 
a crown of eight stars, on a black background. 

Thus they lived, Elliri, Men of the Star, in the 
Land of the Star, which lies between Valinor and the 
coast of Beleriand. Valar did not turn their attention to 
the eight islands until a certain day, and the Teleri 
vessels entered those waters... an 


... The ruler's mother was a great woman - one of 
those who know how to listen and listen. The rustling of 
the sand and the clanking of white shells on the beach, 
the flight of the seagull and the silence of the morning 
sea - everything had meaning for her, in everything she 
saw signs that not everyone could understand. They 
claimed that she hears the voices of the stars, and that 
the reflection of the moon sings to her. In moments of 
sensitive heart - so she said, - she would remain 
motionless, like a dead statue, and then, when she came 
to, she would sing. And his singing could heal the spirit 
and the body, and his words were truth and prophecy. So 
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one day she went to a man who was known as a great 
sailor, and said to him: 

- Greetings, he who possesses the strength of 
Tellor, son of the sea! I have come to become your wife, 
for I know that from us will be born the one who will 
save our people. 

And the sailor took her as his wife, because he 
knew that she always told the truth. And also because 
she was beautiful. And from their marriage was born 
Eayir, the one who was elected ruler. 

And it was like this: one day Eayir-Seer arrived 

for the council of the Sages. And he said this: 

- For many nights in a row, a vision visited me. I 
saw a man in robes of Darkness, and he seemed to me to 
be the Coming One; and his eyes were as clear as stars, 
but his hair was white, and the seal of sorrow was on his 
face. And he said to me, go and take your people, 
because your land is destined to disappear. 

The wise men had advice, and it was decided to 
listen to the vision and abandon Elles. And white boats 
under green and silver sails carried the Star Travelers - 
away, away from the islands, and the Elliri took with 
them the harsh songs of exiles; There was no one in 
Endoré who could match them in the art of composing 
songs, not even the Elves. 

And when the last ships left the ports of the Land- 
under-the-Star, red flames rose to the night sky: there, 
behind, in the fire of the volcanoes, Elles disappeared. 
And those who did not wish to abandon their homeland 
perished... 


Oh Elles, the wings of their ships were white, but 
today 

Gray soot covered them, and was it the cold wind 
that caused the tears? 


Such was the will of the Great Ones: they did not 
care for this land, nor for those who lived there; and 
would omniscient Valar know of them? At that time, 
Noldor rebels abandoned Valinor. And so the Valar 
decided: there will be no return for the disobedient. 

The shores of Valinor and Avalloné are enveloped 
in mist: Valar do not forgive those who disown them. And 
the islands of Elles were called the Enchanted Isles from 
then on, and those who set foot on them did not return. 

And over the destroyed country, over the dead 

land beat, like a wounded heart, the Meltor 

Star... 
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Thus the people of the Elliri gained a second 
name - Vayiri, Exiles. 
And, upon returning to Middle Earth, they found 
a new homeland - Es-Tellia, Land-beside-the-Sea. In the 
west, east and south, this land was surrounded by dark 
forests. There lived the Aoi people, Men of the Shadows 
of the Forest, whom the Elliri in their language named 
Foyolli, People of Silence. These were short and delicate- 
boned, with white and translucent skin, straight black 
hair and greenish eyes. They preserved ancient legends 
and myths, their memory was as long as their life. They 
knew how to understand the silent animals and birds of 
this land; they lived on the banks of forest lakes, and 
their hair smelled of aquatic herbs... There was not and 
will not be a people in Arta who 
better understand the language of herbs, flowers and 
trees, as they were children of the Forest. 
Aoi welcomed as brothers the children of the 
North who came from beyond the sea. Elliri populated 
the coast, where there was white sand and sharp black 
rocks, where the wind sang in the copper pines. 
And clear and sad was the happiness of this land - the 
land of those who knew how to hear Arta's pain... 
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THE COMEBACK. YEAR 870 OF THE AWAKENING 
OF THE ELVES 


Only the wind sang sadly in the ruins. The terrible 
loneliness weighed much more now, on a sunny day. 
Nothing and nobody. Quiet and empty. Dead stones, the 
cracked teeth of the towers and blind eyes of the window 
openings. Three hundred years. The fragile herbs 
overcame the stone. Almost nothing can be seen 
anymore. It would probably be a great crime to rebuild 
all of this - as nothing will happen again. There is 
nothing. There is nobody. And there will never be again. 
Now he was almost happy with solitude - no one will see 
his weakness. He was sitting on a rock, hunched over, 
his hands were sick, and the wind was moving his gray 
hair. “Gorthaur will come. He will come back, he will 
come back soon, certainly. Faster, it's terrible, it's so 
difficult... At least someone... Has they forgiven me? Will 
come?" 

A faint rustle of rolling boulders made him turn. 
They stared at each other for a few painful seconds, not 
knowing how to start. The one who arrived was tall, 
golden hair fell over his shoulders, and his gray eyes 
were full of hope and guilt. He was barefoot, his clothes 
were quite worn out. Melkor looked at the familiar face, 
and joy in his spirit mingled with bitterness. 

- Hello, - he finally said. 

He made an awkward, quick gesture, swallowed 

hard and replied almost inaudibly: 

- Hello... 

He stopped, without the courage to say the usual 

“Master”. 

- And how did you live all these years? Sit down. 

He sat down quickly and, twisting his fingers 
nervously, began to speak, without looking at Melkor's 
face. 

- I wanted to go back then, true, I'm not lying. I 
was afraid, very afraid... I convinced myself that I can 
choose, you said it yourself. I wanted to live! And then, 
later, I was afraid that I was left alive - alone. I came 
back - there were only dead people. I almost went crazy 
- I called, screamed, thought - at least someone is alive... 
Then I buried them all - many days, many nights. I called 
everyone by name, I recognized everyone's faces... I 
buried them. 

- Where? - low, very calm. 

The one with the golden hair turned and pointed 

to the northeast. 
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- There. It's a whole field. Nothing grows there - 
only oak trees. Black sleepers, with a red spot in the 
middle. A field of nightshades... They talk, if you listen... 
- And then? 

- Anything. I wandered around. My consciousness 
seemed to split in two - I knew who and what I am, but it 
felt like sleep. Like in a dream - you know it's a dream, 
and you can't wake up. So I stayed. The men welcomed 
me - naked, almost crazy, half-starved. I lived with them 
for seven years. Then I left - I don't age... It was 
necessary to hide my essence. I saw many tribes. I got 
used to them... 

- How did you find me? 

- I wanted to see him. I felt here, inside, 
everything that happened to them... What happened to 
you... I felt it - and I came... 

- For what? 

He fell silent to catch his breath, then continued 

quickly: 

- Beg for forgiveness. I know that cowardice and 
betrayal cannot be erased or forgiven, but I understood 
everything! I lived... I punished myself every second, I 
can't take it anymore! Forgive me, tell me I'm not sucha 
desperately vile creature, help me! Order to pay, order 
to die! 

- For what? After that, will you be able to forget? 
Or will everyone come back to life? You can't turn back 
time, and you won't be able to feel like you did then. 

- I need your word! Say you forgive me! 

- I forgive. And I have no right either to condemn 
him or to punish him. What did you need my word for... I 
said it myself then... Simply... 

- Simply - no one else ran away. I know, don't 
continue! I saw... I couldn't even dream that you... I just 
needed your forgiveness. And myself, I will never forgive 
myself. 

Silence. 

- And what do you want? 

- Allow me... to continue with you, to help... Don't 

kick me out... 

- I'm not expelling him. But understand - it's hard 

to see. Painful. 
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Page c 
understand 
simply war 
leave. You 
care abo 
anymore. 
deserved it 
- You did not understand. You will stay with me. 
But... don't call me Master. No, that's just to remind 
you... 
- Yes, my Sir. I agree with everything. You didn't 
really teach us how to do what 
I did... 


His name was Geltorn. He was from the last 
generation of the Elleri Ahe, a sweet and kind boy, one 
of those who talk to herbs. It was possible to understand 
his fear and his escape, but... who would be 
him now? Man? Elf? What should be done with this poor 
lonely being? 

He had known for a long time. Now he saw it. 

Gorthaur knelt: 

- I know everything... what they did!... 

The voice disappeared, and he exhaled without a 

sound: 

- I won't forgive. 

“What they did to you, Disciple... You are cruel. 

What did I do to you...” 

Maia didn't have the courage to shake Melkor's 
hand. He only kissed a corner of his Master's cloak; he 
knew what Melkor had been through, what he had 
experienced, and what he had done. And Melkor caused 
him to arise; and, looking into the Master's eyes, Maia 
said: 

- I will never abandon you again. Forgive me; but 

do not ask and do not order. I swear, I won't 

leave. But Melkor was silent. 


Gellome, Laan Gellome... 

Why come back here over and over again? There 
is no one else. There is nothing. Why did you come?.. 

The ashes mixed with the earth, the earth 

absorbed the blood, Gellome, Laan Gellome... 

There where the houses stood - wormwood and 
weeds: ash seemed to cover the dark stems; and the 
branches of the trees - like fingers contorted in pain, 
mutilated hands stretched to the sky, Gellome, Laan 
Gellome... 
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If you look at the black glass of milk for a long 
time, you will see a face. The spirit turned into a black 
sleeper - there is not just a flower, a face. 

...Who is it? You... 

There is no one here. It's the fog of the night, the 
wind whispers something, a bird sings in the distance. 
Do not fool yourself. Why make the wounds of the spirit 
bleed eternally - you won't be able to forget even 
without that. 

The water is deep as sadness, tall are the stems of 
wormwood, the bitter drops of dew - tears of Laan 
Gellome. The lace bridges crumbled into boulders... 
Everything was silent... Your sadness, your memory - 
Laan Nien... 


- Teacher... 

Melkor slowly turned and looked at the Disciple. 

- Master, I did what I could, but the fortress has 

not yet been finished... 

Vala nodded and raised her arms. 

... It is impossible to get used to Creation, when 
you see how music is born from the heart, and music is 
transformed into forms - initially moving and vague, but 
which later gain life and flesh. When you see how, from 
rocks like dark clouds, ghostly towers grow, woven of 
mist and stars, how they become like black crystals - 
semi-transparent, sparkling... Time stops - and there is 
nothing, and there is no you - only the music that 
generates the new, only the music - sad and threatening, 
and you can hear how the Creator's heart beats, and the 
light in his palms and the star on his forehead... 

Melkor lowered his hands, and Gorthaur sighed 

in wonder: 

- You are truly omnipotent... 

The black gate opened silently; the Master and 

the Disciple entered the fortress. 


News from Geltorn came from time to time. Of 
him and about him. And it was always a bitter and 
painful joy - anyway Melkor loved him, as one loves a 
child. Maybe simply because this is a child... Five 
hundred year old child. He didn't age - Elves don't age. 
This was probably unbearable - always hiding, 
abandoning those he had become dear so they wouldn't 
find out he wasn't human. Gorthaur doesn't hide that 
he's immortal, and Melkor doesn't need to pretend 
either. And Geltorn is now an eternal wanderer, and has 
no home. 
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Strange to everyone, even those closest to us. 

They met again - in the field of ottomans, when 
the very dawn sky, red and black, looked like an 
immense ottoman. The wind was blowing, and Melkor 
clearly heard the singing voices of the flowers, and next 
to them - the lament. Almost at the same moment, Vala 
understood who it was. Geltorn didn't imagine anyone 
else would be here. Like a mad prophet of mortals, he 
walked among the flowers and called each one by name, 
said something, asked. Vala approached slowly. 

- Come on, - simply said Melkor. - Let's go home. 
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THE MESSENGER. YEAR 871 OF THE AWAKENING 
OF THE ELVES 


...In robes the color of dried blood, with a purple 
cape, he stood before the gates of Ast Ahe, without the 
courage to enter. Doubt took over him: he was so sure 
that he had made the right choice, but listening to the 
Dark Ditch's conversations with the Lord of Destiny is 
one thing, and here - another. Here it is necessary to do, 
create, fight - and what does he know? Nothing; just 
listen and understand, see and think. 

- Who are you and why are you here? 

He looked up: 

- Artano? 

Maia Escuro responded harshly: 

- My name is Gorthaur. 

- Yes, yes, of course, - he was happy to have 

recognized him. - I remember, he told me about 

you... 

Gorthaur's voice sounded more friendly: 

- About you - too... Come in, he will be happy to 

see you, disciple of Namo. 

He looked around, marveling at the austere 
beauty of the castle. Gorthaur carried a lamp - a black 
iron chalice, in which a bluish flame shone. 

- What is that? See, it looks like a star... 

Melkor's disciple was a little perplexed: 

- I don't know... Maybe, really a star, maybe not - 

there was no time to ask. 

- Did he do it? As? - asked Namo’s disciple. 

- Simple - he covered the cup with his hand and 

said something... 

“Simple... Simple - he lit a little star on earth... 
Simple - he decided to change Iluvatar's plan - alone - 
and he did it. I simply wanted to - and the world 
changed...” Namo's disciple looked closely at Gorthaur's 
face - and saw in him an imperceptible resemblance to 
the Winged Vala. “How did I not notice before! The one, 
whom in Valinor they called Aulendil, simply was not - 
and could not be - the creation of the Blacksmith's mind. 
And he could not be his servant. Simple!" 

They entered the throne room, and Namo's 
disciple was petrified. He had seen Melkor on his knees, 
begging for forgiveness. He had seen Melkor in chains, 
his face full of sadness and pain. To tell the truth, for the 
first time he went to the cell door of the Dark Ditch to try 
to understand why his Master had stooped to talk to the 
Enemy? He had seen Melkor overcome with cold fury 
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when, with his sword in hands, he abandoned the 
Mansions of the Lord of Destiny. Now he saw Lord 
Melkor. 

...Are those gems in the tall iron crown the 
Silmarils? But his light was different in Valinor... What 
unknown creature curled around the throne and placed 
its head on his knees? A winged serpent clothed in scales 
of steel and darkened silver, its eyes flicker with a 
mysterious flame... 

Melkor stood up, greeting the visitor, and only 
then did Namo's disciple see his hands. 

"What is that?" 

Moments later, he understood: Silmarils. 

“Let neither he whose hands are unclean, nor he 
whose heart is wicked, nor any mortal man dare to touch 
them; and they will burn the mortal body that touches 
them...” 

“But the blood is also on the hands of those who 
fought Melkor, who killed his disciples; and were the 
hands of Aulé, who forged the chains, and of Finwé, the 
executioner-king, clean? That there is evil in his heart... 
But I heard his words, and he did not lie; and I saw his 
work, and I understood: is this evil? And he is a Vala, an 
immortal Ainu...” 

For some reason he remembered Melkor's sad, 
dull voice, in which incomprehensible pain sounded: 
"Even here I see stars..." 

“T’ll ask you later. Not him: it must be difficult for 
him to talk about it. To Gorthaur - your disciple must 
know...” 

- Greetings, great Vala, - Namo's disciple bowed 

respectfully. 

- Greetings. I'm happy to see you again. 

The winged serpent, lightly and smoothly - that's 
how the water flows - went behind the throne and, 
placing his head on the back, declared: 

- And my name is Lomion, Son of the Dark. 

The voice sounded a little inhuman, but it didn't 

hurt the ears. 

- It's a dragon, - explained Melkor, smiling slightly 
at the perplexed Maia. The dragon yawned, showing 
sharp white teeth: 

- They say I'm still very small, - he said, looking 

sideways at the 
Sir. 

Behind Namo's disciple, Gorthaur laughed. 
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..He walked, looked, asked. Everything 
interested him: how, what for, why. He looked in wonder 
at this new and immense world. He just didn't rush to 
learn how to use weapons. 

- Sir, are wars inevitable? You are a Creator, 
Master, tell me, why do you need the sword? 

- And haven't you thought about what will happen 
if I lay down my arms? Creator... All my deeds were 
declared disastrous from the beginning, and can be 
nothing more than that. 

- But that's not true, Melkor! 

- Yes? - Dark Vala smiled bitterly, and exclaimed 
with unexpected anger. - Look at the prize I received 
from my younger brother, the King of the World - look! 

He abruptly raised his mutilated hands to Maia's 
face, and Maia looked away involuntarily. 

- I don't believe it, - said Namo's disciple deafly 
after a short silence. - I don't believe they can't 
understand. We need to try to explain. 

- Noldor will return to Middle Earth. And here are 
the Mortals. I thought the Elves would be your masters. 
Now I see what they will teach first. That Iam an enemy. 
That the Dark is evil. And kill,” Melkor turned. 

- But you... - began Namo's disciple and stopped. 

- Continues. For I have indeed killed Finwé. 

- No, Melkor... Lord... that's not it... 

The Dark Ditch began to speak again - in a low, 

calm voice. Too calm. 

- The one who knew how to tell stories - strange 
and wise - was killed in front of me. It was easy to kill 
him. He didn't know how to fight. He only had time to 
ask - why?.. The one who knew how to compose songs 
died in my arms, and I myself closed his eyes. And he 
who, like pearls on a necklace, traced runes, died slowly. 
There, on the peak of Taniquetil. And then Oromé's dogs 
tore his body apart. And his books were burned. Pull out 
the weeds! - Melkor laughed dryly. - There are no more 
names. They told us to forget. And no one will write 
songs about them... - he was silent for a minute, then 
continued, harshly: 

- And about the blood that covers my hands, 
truth: blood of my disciples. And there's no way to 
redeem myself - I wasn't able to defend them. I will pay 
the full price for having cursed the house of Finwé, even 
those yet unborn: I was not fair. But I don't want blood. I 
don't want. 

- Sir! Allow me - I will come and explain... 

- What?.. - Melkor raised his eyebrows. 
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- I will say that you do not want war. I'll explain 
everything - there's no way they won't understand! You 
said it yourself, Lord - all the Valar loved Arda equally, 
they all came into the world to create... They must 
understand you! 

- There is little hope. I don't want to let him go. 

- But neither Gorthaur nor any of the Ahere can 
be your messenger, Lord. And I - Namo's disciple smiled 
maliciously - have no guilt before the Valar; 
Furthermore, I will have immunity as a messenger. 

- And Namo is there... Maybe you're right. Go. 


.. And Eonwé questioned him: 

- Where are you from? 

- Iam the messenger of the Ainu Melkor, and I 

have come to carry his words to the Powers of 

Arda. 

Eonwé notified the Great Ones of this. And Tulkas 

said: 

- There is no need to listen to what a servant of 
the Enemy has to say! He deserves to die! 

And Namo said: 

- He is a messenger. 

And the King of the World said: 

- We will listen to you. Let him introduce himself 

to the Great Ones! 

In Mahanaxar, in the Council of Powers, the 
messenger of Melkor appeared. He bowed to the 
Féanturi and Nienna, but did not bow his head before 
Manwe. 

- Speak! - roared Manweée; and his voice sounded 
like furious thunder, but the messenger was not 
frightened and was not ashamed: 

- [have the following message from Lord Melkor 
to the Valar, his brothers, and to the King of the World 
Manweée. Enough blood; he, like you, no longer desires 
war. And his word to you, King of the World: stop those 
whose hearts overflow with the thirst for revenge, for 
evil generates only new evil. Leave anger aside: it blinds. 
Will those who came into this world because they loved 
it not be able to understand themselves? The price the 
world pays for the strife between the Great Ones is too 
high. If the Noldor wish to come to Middle-earth in 
peace, nothing will happen to them; and, in all their 
works, the Lord Melkor will assist them with his power. 
And only the Silmarils will not return to Valinor, and no 
one will touch them again, for they are the price of 
blood, and have been cursed. And so it says... 
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But at this point, Tulkas, irritated, jumped from 
his throne and punched the Maia in the face, making him 
fall. 

- Stop! - Namo stood up. - He's a messenger! 

- That's not a messenger, he's a renegade, thief 

and murderer! - shouted Aulé. 

- He stains the blessed ground of Valinor! - added 

Tulkas. 

- With his words of rebellion, he insults the King 

of the World and the Valar, - said Varda. 

- Release him, may he return to him who sent him 

with the answer of the Valar, - Namo. 

- Let him die! - tulkas hissed. 

The messenger was breathing with difficulty; 
Maiar of Tulkas tied his arms, his mouth was filled with 
salty blood - Tulkas wasn't considered the strongest in 
Valinor for nothing. 

- What is his fault before the Valar, King of the 
World? He was my Maia, and this is known to him; If you 
don't want him to go in peace, hand him over to me and 
I, who created him, will judge him... "and myself too" - 
Namo finished the sentence in his thoughts. 

But the King of the World did not say - “yes”. He 
tried not to look at Namo, silent, but suddenly the Lord 
of Destiny felt a wave of hatred from others engulfing 
him. "Again?! And again there is nothing, nothing to do - 
how then... My disciple....” 

Then said Tulkas: 

- King of the world! Let the stars and this sacred 
mountain be my witnesses - he is not a messenger, but a 
rebellious slave and servant of the Enemy! May he be 
judged by all the Valar! 

And the King of the World didn't say no. 

Therefore Tulkas and his servants took Melkor's 
messenger to the peak of Taniquetil and threw him from 
there. 

His body, torn apart by the rocks, was left at the 

foot of the mountain and the eagles, 
Manwe's witnesses were around him. 

And Tulkas presented himself to the King of the 

World, and his hands were stained with blood. 

And then Manwé broke the silence: 

- It is difficult for me to see this act, - he said, - 

did we act fairly? 

- The weed must be pulled out - so said Eru. Fear 

not, this act was to the pleasure of 
Single 
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And the King of the World agreed with a sigh. But 
he trembled when Tulkas touched his hand: for now also 
his hands were stained with the blood of Melkor's 
messenger. 


“My brother - forgive me... my disciple - forgive 
me... You were a thousand times right in leaving. And he 
will leave again. And I will be alone... I couldn't do 
anything... You said for nothing that I am powerful, my 
brother... I know - you expected my help, you entrusted 
me with your messenger - and I couldn't protect you. .. 
He stopped being my Maia - and he didn't have time to 
become his disciple...“ 


Thorondor, the High King of Eagles was elected 

Manwée's messenger. On one of the peaks of 
Mountains of Night, which the Elves’. called 
Thangorodrim, the Dark Ditch heard him, and Gorthaur, 
his Disciple, was at his side. 

- Thus says the King of the World Manwé Sullimus 
to Morgoth, Dark Enemy. Upon you is the curse of the 
Valar, and in due time you will receive their punishment, 
and there will be no mercy. Your servant is dead, and so 
will all who dare to follow him. Curse you! 

- I will kill him! - Gorthaur exclaimed, hoarsely. 

Melkor squeezed his shoulder. 

- We don't kill messengers. 


“T'll explain everything - there's no way they 
won't understand! You said it yourself, Lord - all the 
Valar loved Arda equally, they all came into the world to 
create... They must understand you!” 


“Why did I let him go! You believed in me, and I... 
My brother, forgive me - you entrusted me with your 
heart: your disciple. And I couldn't protect him. Truly, I 
am worthy of t curses. And there is no forgiveness for 


” 


me. 


With a victorious shout, Thorondor circled the peak, 
and headed for Valinor. 


... [he room where the disciple of Namo, 
messenger of Melkor, was lying was silent and dark. And 
Vala covered him with care, as one would cover a 
sleeping child, with a black cloak with purple trim - the 
colors of Melkor and Namo. 

“This is how you returned, disciple... How will you 
awaken from the sleep of death? - I don't know. I only 
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know: you will leave anyway. He will go to him, and I will 
not be the one to stop him, my disciple. And the time for 
the meeting will come - but not soon... Forgive me....” 
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CHILDREN OF ART. YEARS 870872 AWAKENING 
OF THE ELVES 


...When they awoke, the morning sun was shining 
in their eyes, and they laughed with joy at seeing the 
Great Fire and the Great Light. And so the Elves called 
them the home of the Sun. They did not fear the Light , 
but they also did not fear the Dark, as they knew how to 
look and were able to see. They were not thought of in 
Valinor, for they were strangers to the Valar - 
incomprehensible, free, risky, curious. Too similar to the 
Damned One. And no one from Valinor went to meet 
him. The one who found them was dressed in black and 
hid his hands in the folds of his black robes. And when 
they saw him, they laughed like children, and in fact they 
were children. And for the first time since the Dark 
Elves' condemnation, the Bane smiled. But the smile left 
his stern face when he saw the Four. He didn't ask who 
they were, he understood instantly. He didn't ask why 
they were there - he understood that too. He just asked: 

- Where do you want to take them? What do they 

want from them? 

It took a while to receive answers - they were 
shy. Ayo advanced and, bowing, answered for everyone: 

- Grande Vala, we didn't think about it. We don't 
understand them, but they are already precious to us... 
Probably, we would simply like to stay close... Keep... 
Simply love them. There is something incomprehensible 
about them, at the same time sublime and sad... 

- Everything truly sublime is sad, - said the 

Accursed One. 

- Yes... They are strange and attractive. Valar 
were masters of the Elves, but what will we teach them? 
I'm afraid to teach them, but at the same time I want to. 

- It is not necessary. At least not the way the 
Elves taught. They will understand everything 
themselves. They are Men, and their wisdom will be 
higher, for it will not be given, but found. They are above 
the Elves, as they are free, and have a choice. 

- Choice? Between what and what? - the one with 

golden eyes entered the conversation. 

The Dark Ditch looked closely at the four of them, 
and something strange flashed in his gaze. A crooked 
smile. 

- You will understand for yourself. Even if they 
are not men... - she spoke as if she were talking to 
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herself. - Arta changes everyone, even the Immortals. 
You too will have a choice... 

He smiled again. 

- You are strange. They are neither with me nor 
against me. They are not with me, but they follow my 
path. Better, not mine. We simply walk side by side... 
Aren't you afraid? 

- What should we fear? - said the Hunter. 

- For example, me. Or - to those. For they may 
take them as my allies. And the penalty for this fault is 
cruel, - like a sword hits the shield. 

- Great Vala, we have been here for a long time 
and we have seen your deeds, - said softly the Spring 
Leaf or, as the one with the Golden Eyes called it in an 
incomprehensible language, Iti. He stated that this 
means everything that has just germinated: 

- You create beauty, and that cannot scare you. 

Of course we are not with you, but we are not against 
you, in fact it is exactly the opposite of that. Don't 
worry, we won't hurt you. Vala laughed softly. 

- I thank you, beautiful lady, you consoled me 

immensely. Now I have no one to fear. 
Because you guys scared me a lot. 

They talked for a short time. It was there - and 
then it was gone, the winged Dark Ditch. And for some 
reason, the Four were calm. 


..And Men had strange and vague legends about 
the good incomprehensible gods. They did not know 
their names, as they did not name themselves; they 
barely remembered them, as they were rarely seen. They 
spoke with thoughts, and thoughts arose in the hearts of 
Men, and strange shapes and words... Men thought - 
they themselves guessed something, and no one tried to 
convince them otherwise. But even so, Men knew how to 
see, and so they vaguely saw the Four, finalizing their 
forms in imagination, and gave them different names, 
and remembered the kind gods even when the Edain 
became allies of the Elves... KNIGHTS OF LIGHT. 14 
YEARS FROM THE RETURN OF THE NOLDOR TO 
BELERIAND. ist ERA 


- Teacher... 

Vala turned to Gorthaur; a shadow of surprise 
appeared on his face - the Disciple's voice sounded too 
strange. 

- Master... allow... 
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Maia's eyes glowed with a dark, feverish fire. 
Melkor stood up and placed his hand on the Disciple's 
shoulder in a reassuring gesture. That one shuddered. 

- What there was? Speak. 

- I can't stand to see... this... - Maia reached out 
her hand, but took it away almost at the same moment, 
without the courage to touch the dark, slightly bluish 
handcuff, which shone opaquely on her wrist. 

Ditch. - I will try... to remove... And the wounds, - he 
raised his eyes to the Master, begging, - I will heal them 
later, I know... 

- That is impossible, - replied Vala. 

- No! I thought, I looked... It's just iron! See, - 
Maia showed a narrow strip of metal, with sharp teeth 
on one side, - nothing will support it, not even the 
rock, I tried... Allow it! - It is impossible, - repeated 
Melkor. 

- Why? 

Vala could not respond. But how can you 

convince, if you simply know and can't explain? - 

Allow... 

- He is well. 


...Unlike the polished outer side, the inner part of 
the handcuff was rough. When, following the movement 
of the narrow cutting surface, the cuff moved a little, the 
world was swallowed by the red cloak of pain, and Vala 
bit her lip, barely holding back her scream. A long time 
later - it seemed like centuries of pain had passed - he 
heard, as if through the fog, Gorthaur's desperate 
whisper: 

- It doesn't work... It doesn't work... 

He opened his eyes with difficulty. Gorthaur was 
on his knees - pale, scared. His hands and sleeves, as 
well as Vala's hands, were stained with blood; the 
useless tool of light metal, stronger than rocks, was lying 
on the ground. On the smooth surface of the handcuff, 
not a single scratch. 

“... and the shackles of hatred can never be 

broken...” 

He probably repeated these words aloud, because 
Gorthaur turned sharply and stood still... 


14 YEARS OF THE 1ST ERA. DAGORNUINGILIATH 


, 4 


From Maedhros’ “diary”: 
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...1 can't look Findekano in the eye. Iam 
embarrassed. I don't know if he cursed me in those 
terrible days when, betrayed by us, they perished in the 
ice of Helcaraxé - I would have cursed. And my belated 
excuses that I was against my father's order, that I didn't 
want to burn the ships, are of no use now. The ships 
were burned, and a torn rope cannot be made whole 
without tying knots. I think I understand his father much 
better. I think that if our father had survived, there 
would necessarily have been a second slaughter, but 
now the Noldor would no longer kill Teleri, but each 
other. Nolofinwé transferred his enmity towards his 
father to us. True, he is a little less stubborn than his 
father, but after he declared that we owe each other 
to answer for the lack of my father, I have no hope of a 
definitive reconciliation. 

But was Findekano able to forgive after all? 

...1 think it's unlikely anyone will leave Middle 
Earth soon and willingly. Although our goal is the return 
of the Jewels and punishment of the Enemy, but it is so 
far away! And here is what the Fire Spirit of the Noldor 
lacked: beauty, danger and freedom. I now understand 
the father well, and I do not regret my oath. Yes, he 
knew how to talk. And then, after my grandfather's 
murder, not only fury but also ecstasy moved me. I 
sensed freedom. We were around 
of my father, and our swords were red in the torchlight, 
and I screamed along with everyone... 

Nolofinwé is also too proud to return empty- 
handed, to face humiliation and scorn. How Arafinwé 
would laugh! Even if we don't reach the goal, we won't 
ask for help. Or it will be exactly as the father said: we 
will look like spoiled children, and the Valar are like 
insistent nannies: no matter how important they think 
they are, the nannies will get what they want, and you 
won't even notice. 

...AS sacrilegious as it sounds, it is good that the 
father died before finding Nolofinwé. They told me that 
Indis' son really wanted to meet his older brother, and 
obviously it wouldn't be for fraternal hugs... 

.. Yes, his father fought furiously, it's not for 
nothing that they called him Féanaro. Victory seemed 
close, and the Orcs ran from us, but we valued ourselves 
too much and disdained the Enemy and his beasts. I will 
never forget that hideous black giant - he was a head 
taller than his father - with wings of smoke and eyes of 
fire. The father, it seems, was so astonished that 
Valarauko knocked him down with a single blow and 
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walked away without even looking at us. He despised us 
Noldor! But we were terrified and retreated quickly, 
even with no one to confront us. 

...1 will never forget the first impression of 
meeting an Orc. The most terrible thing of all is that they 
look too much like us. Too much. And I fear - I don't 
know why - that I might become too much like them... 
YEAR 5 OF THE 1ST ERA 


..And in that very hour when death overtook 

Féanaro, messengers of Melkor, Lord of 
Dark, they came to meet his children with an offer of 
peace. 

Then Maedhros the Tall, the eldest son of 

Féanaro, said to his brothers: 

- Now we must act like this: we will pretend that 
we have agreed to negotiate with Morgoth and we will 
meet his messengers at the indicated place. I imagine 
that the peace offering is nothing more than a trap, into 
which the Enemy tries to lure us. But we are not as naive 
and ignorant as he supposes: it will not be just us, but 
the entire army will come. If all the Enemy's promises 
are false, none of Morgoth's servants will return to 
Angamando. If not - we will have prisoners and we will 
be able to dictate our conditions to the Enemy... 

He didn't finish speaking. But an idea arose both 
in Maedhros's mind and in those of his brothers: the 
pretext for negotiations is too serious, perhaps the Dark 
Lord himself will attend. So, Noldor had no doubt about 
it, they would also be able to capture Morgoth himself. 
By taking him to Valinor, Noldor could count on the 
forgiveness and benevolence of the Valar. Furthermore, 
the Children of Féanor would also obtain the Silmarils, 
for which they abandoned Valinor and for which they 
were cursed by Mandos. 

Therefore, the best of the Noldor warriors 
accompanied Maedhros. But the elven army did not go 
unnoticed. When the news reached Melkor, he said with 
cold fury in his eyes: 

- To the descendants of the cursed house, I gave 
the last chance to change their own destiny. If they do 
not wish to resolve the dispute peacefully, I will also 
speak to them in another language. 

And so it happened that both sides appeared 
accompanied by armies; but Melkor's army was larger, 
and Ahere were there. There was a battle, in which the 
elven warriors perished. But, by order of Melkor, 
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Maedhros was imprisoned and taken to Ast Ahe. Then 
his brothers retreated to the fortified camp at Hithlum, 
Tera da Néoarv. 

And in those days, Melkor sent new messengers 

to communicate his will to them: 

- Thus says Melkor, Lord of the Dark, to the 
Noldor of the house of Finwé, sons of Féanaro. 
Maedhros will remain a hostage in Ast Ahe until the 
Noldor stop the war and abandon these lands; let them 
return to the West or leave for the south of Endoré. 

But the sons of Féanaro, brothers of Maedhros, 
decided thus: Morgoth will deceive them and will not 
give freedom to his brother. They could not return to 
Valinor: Namo's curse and Féanaro's oath prevented 
them. Neither did they wish to interrupt their struggle 
with the Enemy, nor to abandon the lands of Beleriand, 
which the descendants of Finwé wished to dominate and 
where they wanted to found their kingdoms. The desire 
for power, the desire to obtain the Silmarils, his family's 
wealth, revenge against the Enemy - in his eyes, all of 
this was worth much more than his older brother's life. 

Melkor's messengers were led by a man from the 
East named Ulf. For the first time, the Eldar of Valinor 
saw a human; but they didn't care about the essence of 
the creature that was in front of them. 

He was a messenger: they heard him. 

He was a messenger of the Enemy: after hearing 

him, they beheaded him. 

And his body was thrown to the dogs, and his head we 
thrown to those who accompanied him a 
to you. 


When Melkor heard of his death, pain and anger 
rose in the Vala's heart; and upon hearing the decision of 
the sons of Féanaro, he ordered Maedhros to be brought. 

- What should I do with you now, Noldo, 
descendant of Finwé, son of Féanaro? You saw: his 
brothers disowned him. I don't want to kill him - that's 
meaningless. And let go, - Vala closed her eyes and 
clenched her fists, but her voice didn't change, - and I 
can't let go. 

- Do what you want, murderer, slave, ghoul! You 

imprisoned me with betrayal... 

- You forget, Noldo, that I offered peace. You 

chose war. 

- House of Féanaro will still take revenge, 

executioner! 
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- House of Féanaro? - Vala smiled cruelly. - 
Would you happen to know who his mother 
was? - Miriel Serindé was Noldé! 

- With silver hair and dark eyes? Tayli Miriel was 
of the Dark Elves, and in her father is half their blood. 

- Lie! 

- Lie? - look at your brothers! Maglor knows how 
to listen to the song of the world - just like them! And 
did Celegorm's eyes never seem black to you? And 
Caranthir - unique among the Eldar - is dark, like Tayli's 
brother, his hair is the same - black with sparkles of fire. 

- Miriel had no brothers! 

- He had. His name was Ahtener. He was 
executed, by judgment of Finwé. In Valinor. And her 
sister, Orien, died here. - Lie! 

- Lie? - look at Amrod and Amras: were they 
Noldor in spirit? Their hair is lighter than that of the 
Teleri, with silver highlights. They could be those who 
speak to the herbs, or those who listen to the earth... 

- Lie! - Maedhros trembled with anger and 

impotence. 

- Lie... - Vala smiled in an unexpectedly sad way. - 
Miriel - Tayli Miriel - visited me - in the Mandos of 
Mandos... 

- Shut up! How do you write yourself, fugitive 
slave of the Valar, bringing shame to our house?! Be glad 
you can't shove your lying words down your throat! 
Damn you! I will still see your punishment, the wrath of 
the Valar, and you will still beg for mercy - remember, it 
was once like that? 

- Shut up, - Vala tried to control herself. 

- And you will hang, chained, on the mountain of 

Taniquetil like... 

Maedhros gasped. Melkor rose abruptly from the 
throne, took a step towards him, and the Elf involuntarily 
closed his face with his hands, as if wanting to defend 
himself - from what? Of death? From the coup? From 
Melkor's gaze? 

Vala began to speak. His voice was terrible. No 

intonations. Dead. 

- Glorious feat. Your family's pride. Of course, 
they told you about it. But you chose your own 
punishment. You will feel the same way they felt. 
Discover the pain of those you do not wish to remember, 
grandson of Finwé. 
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And by order of Melkor, Maedhros was hung by 
his right hand, chained with steel chains to one of the 
peaks of the black mountains. 

At first, he didn't open his mouth. Then the pain 
from his dislocated joints became more severe, and he 
began to scream. Everyone has their limit; Maedhros 
had overtaken him, and the Elf's screams fell silent as he 
had lost consciousness. 

Melkor could not bear it. 

- Free him. Free him, take off the chains, let him 
go wherever he wants! Let him go! I can't stand seeing 
this anymore! 

- He got what he deserved, Lord, - said Gorthaur 

cruelly. 

- Il am not an executioner, - replied Melkor. 

But the envoys returned empty-handed. 

- Others arrived ahead of us, Lord... 


, 4 


From Maedhros’ “diary”: 

...It seems that I, the eldest of the house of Finwée, 
will be the first to feel the weight of the curse that has 
befallen us. How I wish I seemed wise and powerful. Of 
course - the oldest, the tallest of the family, the rightful 
heir to Finwé's crown. I intended to deceive the Enemy, 
and I deceived myself. And I understood the full value of 
brotherly love in our family. But who would have thought 
that the Enemy doesn't lie? We drink this truth with 
mother's milk - The Enemy is the Lie. And we wanted to 
respond to his lie with our lie... 

..90, when they dragged me to Angamando in 
chains, I no longer had any hope. I knew it was the end. 
Maybe I should be smarter and more cautious, not shout 
in his face all those insults I shouted in my desperation? 
Perhaps. For he knew then that my brothers betrayed 
me... I will never forget his words: “Discover the pain of 
those you do not wish to remember, grandson of Finwé”. 

I hate him. No, it's not a burning hatred. It is a 
hatred - customary since childhood, cold and calm. And 
my little brothers, I really hate them with all my heart. 
They weren't the ones who came to save me, probably 
thinking that my life is no longer worth living. Not them, 
but Findekano, betrayed by me... 

... How they looked at me! Maglor, that idiot, who 
doesn't understand anything other than songs, stood 
with his mouth open, blinking, dumbfounded. The 
handsome Celegorm hid his fear and shame under a 
crooked smile. He has thick, red lips, like Curufin's, his 


The Black Book of Arda 


father's favorite. Curufin and Caranthir stood next to 
each other - both somber as if my return was like a stab 
in the heart. I don't even talk about Amras and Amrod 
anymore, they don't even have their own opinion, where 
one goes, the other follows. They do not look much like 
Noldor - Oromé is dearer to them than Aulé. In short, 
they weren't expecting me. And they didn't want to see 
it. I had every right to make them pay. And that's what I 
did. I passed the right to reign over all Noldor to 
Nolofinwé. And he didn't care about his little brothers' 
indignation. When Caranthir tried to complain, I howled 
so much that he backed away, scared. It doesn't matter, 
it's good to know who of us is the oldest. I have done my 
duty - none of them will be king of the Noldor. And 
Nolofinwé, now the high king Ingoldo-finwé, and his 
people honor me greatly now. But I'm still embarrassed 
to look into Findekano's eyes. 

...But I had to take the little brothers and their 
army away from Nolofinwé's lands, so as not to get into 
trouble. Caranthir didn't live peacefully for long with 
anyone... 


...Legends say that only one of the Valar came to 
meet Men. Legends say that Melkor abandoned his 
fortress in northern Beleriand only once. Legends don't 
lie. 
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LAND NEXT TO THE SEA. 5250S OF THE ist ERA 


...The black wind shook the tree branches, bent 
the grass. In the next instant, a great man dropped to 
the ground, exhausted, and lay down, with the soft light 
of the stars on his face. 

Too hard. Valimar's adornments are very 
expensive. He smiled sadly: he never thought it possible 
to take away this gift of flying. 

He waited for some time before standing up. It 
was nice to just lie in the tall grass, breathing in the 
cool, bitter breeze. The branches swayed slightly above 
him, and the stars whispered something... 

Here, he knew everything, even though the trees 
he had once created for these forests now seemed to 
support the sky - he remembered them as shy young 
shoots that barely reached his knees. 

He walked slowly and carefully, breathing in the 
scent of the forest, making his way through the bushes. 
The leaves were damp with dew, and her gray hair was 
covered in small, shiny drops. He picked the fresh, 
slightly sour red arand fruits: they pleasantly cooled his 
palms, and he felt how the pain disappears... 

The animals came out to meet him: strange, never 
seen in Middle Earth, silent, like wonderful and vague 
visions, spectral figures woven from moonlight and fog. 
They did not fear him, and he smiled at them. 

And then the White Unicorn appeared - first of 
that ancient family whose eyes look like green rays, a 
strange gift from the sea and the setting sun, which, 
according to the legends of men, bring happiness. The 
unicorn remembered him, and placed its head on his 
shoulder. He closed his large elongated eyes when the 
careful hand caressed his proud neck. 

"Do you remember?.." 

"Yes. But you were different, Winged.” 

"T changed". 

“You have sad eyes, and your hair is all white... 

What happened to your hands?” 

“No need, little one”, - the long fingers braided 
the silver strands of hair from the animal's mane. 

“Where did your disciples go, Winged? I haven't 

seen them in a while..." 

"It is not necessary". 

“The men who came here look like them. They 
know how to talk to us.” 

"Be". 
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“You are wise, Winged. You will be?" 

"No. I must go back.” 

"For what? Feel pain..." 

"T must". 

The Unicorn sighed. His breath felt like a gentle 
breeze that carried the scent of bitter herbs. 

Together, they went to the Valley of White Irises. 
Alado remained on the river bank for a long time, head 
down. One day, he created this magical valley with the 
thought that his disciples would come here, and he 
couldn't understand why sadness reigns here... The 
Unicorn went ahead, but turned around. "Let's go with 
me". 

Winged shook his head silently. 

"Let's go. The Valley will heal your pain - you 

know, you did it yourself.” 

"No. I thank. This can’t be cured... Goodbye.” 

“Goodbye, Winged...” 

The waves of large white flowers closed behind 
him, swaying as if a light wind was blowing. 


The door opened silently - he felt it more than he 
heard it. Without turning around - how afraid of making 
a mistake! - Teacher? 

There is no answer. He turned around 

suddenly, in a jump - and, still without 

understanding, hugged him: - Master... You 
came... I waited for you so long... 

- Naure, my son... 

- Come in, sit down... I knew, I sensed... 

Teacher... 

The visitor gently pushed him away and sat down 
next to the table, hiding his hands in his cloak. The 
disciple sat down in an armchair on the other side. 

- Light bulb... 

- Yes! It was you who taught me, remember? - 
Naure smiled, but soon the joy disappeared from her 
face: 

- Why... hide your hands? 

Something similar to a bitter smile: 

- I can't hide it from you anyway. 

Vala placed her hands on the table, with an 

almost imperceptible grimace of pain. 

- What... - the unrecognizably hoarse voice, - what 

is this? 

- It is hatred, generated by blindness. 

- Your hair... like snow... 
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- It's the pain. 

- Your crown... 

- It's memory and sadness. 

- Did you... see everything... until the end? 

Silence. 

- Who made this? You know, say - who? 

- No. 

- Why... 

- Because you will look for him. And you will find 
it. Hundreds of years from now, but you'll find it. And 
you will be able to kill - if you want it with all your heart. 
But then the Circle of Nine will not close: you will give 
all your power to hate. 

Naure lowered her head, then said softly: 

- The Circle will not close. There are only eight of 

us. One... 

- Go away! 

Vala stood up abruptly. 

- She will be back. 

- But... 

- Shut up, I beg you! Do you not understand, have 
you still not understood - this blood is on my hands? In 
mine, did you hear? She then asked - is it possible to go 
back, if... And I - I didn't guess. You have to be blind to... 

- Forgive me, Master... if you can... - I whisper. 

- Don't talk about it anymore. What if... I have no 
right, but if she comes back, while... - he cut off the 
sentence. Through your teeth, like an oath. - No one will 
die for me - like this again. 

Silence again. 

- Nobody else? 

- Do you remember Geltorn? 

- Sim... 

- Him. And you. 

- All eight are alive, don't worry: I feel it, - 
quickly, ardently, as if I were afraid I wouldn't have time 
to speak. 

- And black ottomans, - said Vala obscurely, - a 

whole field. Only one flower is missing. 

He turned around; looked into Naure's eyes: 

- You know... Geltorn doesn't remember... what 

that was like. But she's not there. 


- Master, there is no need... You asked for it 

yourself... 

- Remember, one day she asked me about the 
crown of rays? I said - Men must imagine the gods like 
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this... but you know, I was alone then. And I didn't tell 
you that. She said - I remember. 
He smiled suddenly - with the corners of his 
mouth: 
- And I didn't even ask then - where from... 


He went towards them and stopped - a tall, gray- 
haired wanderer dressed in black who hid his hands in 
his cloak. And those who were gathered in the square of 
Dayntar that day - and that was the Day of the Star - 
looked at him in silence; On the wanderer's face were 
engraved noble sadness and ancient wisdom, and his 
eyes were like stars - stark stars above the dead earth, 
and his cloak resembled the broken wings of an immense 
bird. And he bowed to the men, and they also bowed, 
greeting him; His gaze was strange - as if he was 
searching their faces for something that only he knew. 
And they asked him: 

- What's your name, wanderer? 

After a brief silence, he said the name. And it 
seemed to them that it was the name of that Star that 
had once guided the Elliri through the sea. And then 
they asked: 

- Are you the Star? Are you the one who lit it? Are you 
the one who was seen by Eayir? 

But he just smiled sadly and didn't say anything. r 

And no one else asked him about 
that. 

So he arrived at the Elliri, and stayed with them 
for many years. And the men of Es-Tellia called him 
Astar, Master of Wisdom; and he called them Astelliri, 
People of Hope, and his disciples... 
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LAR 


They called this peak Gort Ello, Peak of the Star. 
Black as dark night; high, like Sadness; sharp as a blade 
pointed at the throat of the sky... No, in their songs there 
was no such comparison, “blade”. It's just your thoughts. 

Here he was at home. The Home. He smiled not 
very happily: he never had a real home - no one would 
think that about a huge stone castle... He rarely came to 
this house - but he always returned there when the pain 
of memories became too strong to hide it from him. of 
the People of Hope. 


- ...Astar, are you sleeping? 

He got up and sat on the bed. 

- No, Elli. I don't know how to sleep. 

- I can enter? But I'm not alone, I brought friends. 

We can? Will I light a candle?.. 

- No need, - he said it too quickly. The girl was 

worried: 

- Do your eyes hurt? 

- Yes. (You better think so.) 

- We only came for a few moments, and we won't 

make any noise... 

They sat around him. 

- Tell a story? - he smiled. Elli agreed vehemently: 
- Tell us more about the girl and the dragon... 


“...The dragon was very small - a little bigger 
than the girl. The girl was also small, and she liked the 
dragon - so beautiful, winged, with shining eyes... 

So they became friends, and from time to time the 
dragon allowed the girl to ride on his back and fly for 
several hours with her in the night sky. The girl laughed, 
stretching her hands to the sky, and the stars fell into 
her palms, like drops of rain, and the dragon smiled, and 
little flames escaped from her mouth..." 


- And what was your name, Astar? 

- Eldhenn... 

- Our Ice Dragon?.. But he doesn't know how to 
breathe fire, and his scales are black and silver... 

- Elli, little sister, it's a fairy tale... 

- Right, Nais; but every fairy tale has a shred of 

truth... 


“..They often walked together in the forests. 
They had a favorite meadow: there were beautiful 
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flowers there, and lots of wild strawberries; the girl 
picked it, and always threw a handful of fruit into the 
dragon's mouth. He, of course, didn't need it - the 
sunlight and moonlight was enough for him, - but the 
small fresh fruits looked so delicious - perhaps because 
the girl was the one who picked them for the dragon. 

At night she gathered dry branches, and the 
dragon helped her make a fire and curled up next to her. 
They looked at the red sparks, and the girl sang to the 
dragon, and he told her wonderful stories and danced for 
her in the sky, and called animals from the forest - the 
girl talked and played with them, and night butterflies 
swirled over her head ... And one day the White Unicorn 
of the Valley of Irises came to their fire, and spoke to 
them with thoughts, and it was like beautiful and deep 
music....” 


- Is it Our Valley of White Irises? 
- No, Iltanir. That was a long time ago - not 
here... 


“...Time passed, the girl grew, and the dragon 
became so big that, when he slept, someone could 
mistake him for a hill covered in golden autumn leaves. 
No, they remained friends; but the dragon more and 
more often felt big and clumsy, and the girl was so 
delicate, so fragile... 

He could no longer walk through the forest with 
the girl, and if he tried to light a fire, his breath, in a 
whirlwind of flames, would burn the trees. The dragon 
was sad, and the girl told him funny stories to amuse him 
at least a little, and he was afraid to even laugh: he 
might burn something by accident... 

Once, he complained to the Unicorn - he said he 
doesn't want to be big. It would be better if I stayed 
small, sighed the dragon, and we could walk together, 
and play, what now? And the Unicorn replied: everyone 
has their own path, you will soon understand that... 

And then evil came to that land. It was unknown 
where a gray fog appeared from, and there was nothing 
left where it passed. The herbs withered, the leaves fell, 
the animals fled in terror and the birdsong became 
silent. The deadly fog came closer and closer, and people 
didn't know how to defend themselves or what to do. 
Then the dragon left, for a long time no news was heard 
from him, and the girl remained sad and silent... 

He returned. His golden scales lost their shine, he 
dragged his broken wing along the ground, and dark 
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stains of blood marked his path, and there was an 
immense tiredness in his eyes. 

He came back and said: that won't happen again. 
And then he lay down and fell asleep. It looked like a hill, 
covered in red and gold autumn leaves. He slept for a 
long time. The stars in the sky changed, autumn burned, 
winter covered it with snow... And then spring came, and 
next to the sleeping dragon flowers opened - golden, like 
his wings, red, like his flame, purple, like his blood... And 
the girl was still waiting: when will he wake up? And she 
came to him, and caressed his shiny scales, cried softly 
and sang... t 

Then the White Unicorn came out of the forest, a 
wise Unicorn with green eyes. And the dragon woke up. 

Is it so bad to be big, asked the Unicorn. 

Everyone has their own path, replied the dragon, 

now I understand. 

They remained silent. Stars shone above them. In 
a nearby house, the light was on, and they heard 
children laughing...” 


- And what was she like? 

It seemed like he was talking to himself: 

- Courageous. It's sad. Thin as a stem of 
wormwood, and with eyes like two pieces of green ice. 
And silver hair. 

- Beautiful? - Elli whispered. 

- Very. 

- And what happened afterwards? 

He remained silent for a while, then replied: 

- She grew up, became an adult... One of the best 

bards in that land loved her and married her. 
They had two children... 

- And they lived a long time, yes? And were they 

happy? 

He again took a while to respond: 

- Sim. 

“Say it better - and they died on the same day. It 

will be more accurate...” 

- And what was her name? 

- Elhe. 

- Beautiful name. But sad... 

“No, it can't be done like that... But where can we 
escape from that memory? Your blood - on my hands... 
Your heart but my palms - a dying bird, and it is not 
possible to forget or escape... Just look at the spiel I 
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invented. Great storyteller. Whoever pulled you by the 
tongue...” 

“Speak, tell them the truth! That she did not love 
a handsome bard, but a blind coward with a heart of ice. 
And that she didn’t have a long and happy life because 
an immortal idiot allowed her to die for him!” 

- What are you thinking about, Astar? 

- Ah?.. Yes... And why didn't Tay come? 

- Is sick... 

And then they all started talking at the same 

time: 

-But he'll be fine soon... 

- You know, his Star Day is near... 

- We think, we will make all the gifts ourselves... 

- My brother and I collected his favorite stories; I 
wrote it down and my brother illustrated the book - blue 
with silver, Tay likes those colors... 

- And I will give you a flute. He wanted to learn to 

play the flute... 

- And I wrote a song... 

- I found a piece of amber in the fall. You know, if 
you look closely, it looks like a sun castle, inside... Maybe 
it's not very fair - I didn't do anything, - the boy was 
embarrassed. 

- Why? You looked for him, didn't you? And then 
he polished it, trying to make everyone else see his 
castle too... didn't he? 

- Yes... How did you find out? - the boy brightened 

up. 

- It's not difficult, - Vala smiled. - And why don't 

you say anything, Iltanir? 

- I made a silver anchor. They say she brings 
happiness to sailors, - Iltanir sighed. - You know, Tay 
said... He often dreamed of a ship... like Tiayn's old sailor 
does - just like the real thing, but small. Tay tried to 
draw - it didn't work. He says it's like silver gulls. It 
would be so cool if we could give him something like 
that... 


..The Vala crept silently and placed something 
next to Tellayo's bed. He smiled at his own thoughts, 
stroked the sleeping boy's hair and then left as silently 
as he entered. 

“In their legends there is a good wizard, who is 
sent to make dreams come true. Children believe that he 
visits each person at least once in their life...” 
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The party turned out perfect. Tellayo's eyes shone 
with joy, and from time to time, a mysterious smile 
appeared on his face. Finally he couldn't take it anymore 
and got up: 

- I want to show you... you've never seen anything 
like it! - he laughed, happily, and ran out of the room. 

He returned almost at the same moment, with a 

serious, almost solemn face. 

- Look! 

The children held their breath: Tay was carefully 
holding, as if it were a bird, a small ship - exactly like a 
real one, resembling a silver gull. A single star shone on 
the narrow black flag - the symbol of the Sea Walkers. 

- I woke up - and saw... Exactly like the dream... I 
thought this only happened in fairy tales... Let's give it a 
name! 

- Call him... - Iltanir thought for a few moments, 
then said. - Call - And’Ello’r, “Gift of the Star”. 

- And over the entrance to his house - the Symbol 
of Solitude... - said Nais softly, without addressing 
anyone. 


..Again - not for the first time - on his door was 
the symbol of Solitude: a sleeping dragon the color of 
wormwood leaves on a narrow black ribbon... d 

- Let's leave me!.. 

A desperate female scream made him shudder. 
He still had time to mechanically pull back his cloak, 
hiding his burned hands in its heavy folds. 

- Let's go, let me in!.. 

She ran into the room, disheveled hair the color 
of golden pine bark almost hiding her face. Two men 
stood at the door, not knowing what to do. He forgot 
about them immediately: he only saw eyes full of pain. 

She knelt down, hugging Vala's knees: 

- Help... Help me... I know you can... Help me! 

He lifted her up and made her sit on a bench. 

- What there was? 

Apparently, an unbearable tension was felt: the 
woman began to cry, hiding her face in her hands. One 
of those who came with her left quickly - bring water; 
the second, still almost a boy - Helte, a shipwright's 
apprentice - began to explain confusedly. A few words 
were enough. Vala went to the door. 

He had a beautiful name - Tellayo. And he himself 
was also beautiful - tall, slender, light hair, with sea- 
colored eyes. He said: your name is like salt on the lips. 
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Nais. Bitterness. He called her - Isilhe, he said, her 
hands are white and soft as sea foam. He called her - 
Auntie, he said, her eyes are as clear as the calm sea on 
a sunny day. 

Little Heytel, he called her Seagull, could not 
calm down at all that afternoon; and in the morning, as 
soon as it started to get light, she ran to the beach - she 
was worried about her father. It wasn't for nothing. He 
loved the sea, but the sea was cruel to him, and the 
broken boat was thrown against the black rocks. 

He didn't recognize anyone, he didn't see 
anything. I couldn't scream: hoarse, irregular breathing 
and blood bubbling on my lips. He who knew medicinal 
herbs turned pale when he saw him and said, “I can only 
give him a quick death.” And she didn't want to believe 
it, she couldn't even think for a moment that it's all over. 
“But he is alive, how can we lose hope? - 

She looked, imploringly, into the eyes of the man 
experienced in the healing arts, - he is alive....” 

And when there was no other hope left, she ran 

here. 

He quickly glanced at the fisherman. Broken 
bones, it looks like the lung was hit, the spine too... He 
was about to say that there was nothing to be done, but 
the words disappeared when he imagined Nais' eyes. 

- Go away. Let no one come in until I call. Get out. 

He spoke brusquely. They approached the door 
almost in silence. Then he took off his cloak and bent 
over what a few hours ago was a young, strong human 
body. 

...What happened next? How long did it last? He 
didn't remember. He took the mortal's pain upon 
himself, his lungs seemed to explode, he breathed 
hoarsely, irregularly, but little by little the pain lessened 
and became bearable... That cold and solemn voice: “But 
your time will be brief. ..” And then what only he heard: 
“You see too much. So now see what will become of what 
you created! Did you wish them freedom? They will pay 
dearly for this! They will still curse you!” 

Imagination? No, pain was fading, and the heart 
beats more steadily under the burned palm... 

...He loved this sea so much, this wind with the 
taste of salt on his lips... He sang and laughed, and the 
sea was affectionate and clear, warm like a mother's 
embrace... The sea sang, and the boat sang , and the 
waves sang... He heard it! And then - the crash that 
destroyed the small boat, black rocks tearing the body... 
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“Now... now it will pass... and the wind will sing 
in the sails, everything will still be... Your time has not 
yet come - you will live. I will not hand you over to death, 
you are too young to leave...” 

On the tanned skin, only scars remained. The man 
slept a deep, calm sleep. That was the last thing Vala 
could understand. Then he simply fell to his knees next 
to the bed and remained like that, without the strength 
to move... 

..something cold and wet carefully touched his 
face. He slowly came to his senses. So, it seems that he 
stayed there just like that, with his eyes still open, he 
just didn't see anything and didn't hear anything... Yes, 
the vision isn't the most pleasant. It took him a few 
moments to understand what was happening, where 
Nais appeared here. And, upon understanding, he made 
a movement, trying to reach the cover. 


- No, you don't need to! Rest... - her lips curved 
in an exhausted simulacrum of a smile. - Did you 
see. 


- If I knew, Ello, I wouldn't dare... I say 
nonsense... forgive me... I should leave, but I couldn't... 

Both were now looking at his hands: she - with 
pain and perplexity, he - almost grinding his teeth. 

- Do not be afraid, Astellar, - said Nais with 
difficulty. - I won't tell anyone... Now I understand why 
you didn't want us to see each other... this. 

He smiled crookedly at that “don’t be afraid”. 

- Who?.. - almost without sound. 

- Do not ask. 

- You are truly omnipotent... When I was little, - 
she spoke as if she were asleep, without noticing the 
tears rolling down her cheeks, - I liked to hear legends 
about gods. It was also about you; but now I see that you 
are more powerful than Elgo Tchore of our legends. And 
you are just like us. I know, it could make me forget. I 
ask for it - it is not necessary. I don't want. I won't tell 
anyone. But I want to remember. 

- I don't take away anyone's memory. 

He got up and put on his cloak. 

- Stay... where are you going, Ello? 

- Home, - he took a deep breath and repeated in a 

low voice, - home. 


.. They called him Lenno - Mago, one of Alado's 
best disciples. Metals and stones, flowers and herbs 
revealed their greatest secrets. They called him master, 
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but he considered himself only a disciple, despite having 
one himself. 

Iltanir. Disciple - at twenty-six years old, master 
of silver work... Few could equal him in this work. One 
day he was talking about this with the Master: 

- I see it like this: silver is the metal of beauty. 

Gold has a very strong color, a little exaggerated, 

no 
be... 

- We... - Vala fell silent, then continued. - In the 

North, they didn't really like gold either. 

There was the chalice... But there was also the crown. 

- I remember. But I love the Moon and the stars 

more than the Sun. 

- What about steel and iron? 

- It is strength, but not beauty. Iron is cruel. 

Vala smiled without much joy: 

- He can become different, if you listen to him... 

Iltanir didn't seem very convinced. After a short 

silence, Vala continued, thoughtfully: 

- He is well. I will show you the beauty of iron. 

..No one will disturb an artificer, not even the 
Symbol of Solitude is needed. He worked alone. He took 
off his shirt, there was no one to see his hands, he tied 
up his hair. He was in no hurry: he was waiting for the 
hours of the middle of the night, when, under the stars of 
the symbol of Alchor, the black metal is at its greatest 
power. He tamed the impatience that surprised himself: 
he wanted to see what it would be, how it would look - 
that. Long days passed before he left the forge. He 
stopped on the _ threshold, blinking, his eyes 
unaccustomed to the sunlight. 

Iltanir was already waiting for him - as 

if he had sensed that the work would 

be finished today. - Then?.. 

He made a gesture, silently, laughing inside: who 
would have thought that a Vala could feel routine human 
tiredness. 

-Ican?.. 

New gesture, inviting to enter. It was difficult to 

speak. 

Iltanir returned after a long time; When he came 
out, in his hands was a flower - black lily: the leaves 
resemble narrow blades, thin stem, the calyx of the 
flower a little silvery, shiny, petals - like the petals of fire 
lilies - covered inside with small red sparks, and on one 
of them, with the calm light of the early evening star, a 
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drop of dew sparkles, and the petal bends a little under 
its weight... 

Iltanir held the flower in his open hands, afraid to 

breathe. 

- I... I understand. 

And he bowed. 

From then on, he asked us not to call him an 
artificer anymore, and a month later he went to Lenno: a 
a “Tano, I'm just a disciple... Allow me to be your 
disciple”. 

..The candles burned in the small room, 
illuminating the faces of the three with trembling light: 
Lenno watched the metal melt, Mestre, off to the side, 
explained something to IItanir. 

The boiling metal began to emit its own bluish 
light. Lenno wanted to take the pot off the heat, but the 
tongs slipped... 

In an infinite instant, Vala turned around - threw 
herself forward, pushed Lenno - caught the falling pot 
and placed it back over the fire... 

Iltanir screamed in unbearable pain, Lenno 
pressed his head with his hands, biting his lip - and as 
unexpectedly as it began, the pain disappeared. Vala had 
her back to them, hiding her hands again in the folds of 
her dark clothing. As if nothing had happened - only a 
drop of molten metal shines on the stone floor. 

- What... - Lenno breathed out. 

It can not be. Imagination?.. Feeling the pain of 
others is as natural as seeing or hearing it. But there 
was no more pain. 

- What happened to you, Master? 

Vala's voice was soft, reassuring: 

- You forgot, Lenno: I'm not human. 

It was tense: they shouldn't feel that. Just don't 
scream. It's a good thing they don't see his face now. It 
needs to be endured. With an effort of will, he made 
himself forget about the burn. Better to sit down, but no, 
you can't, they'll understand that he lied. 

- You mean that... 

- Yes. I don't feel pain. 


.. It was already past midnight when Lenno and 
Iltanir prepared to leave. The eldest took a while, letting 
the disciple pass. 
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- Don't think I believed it. Melkor, - very sad and 
serious. - Why did you do that - said something that is 
not true? 

Vala endured his gaze, but could no longer say - 

“you were wrong”. 

Really, why? You know how to ask, Lenno... True, 
why did you decide straight away that they shouldn't 
know? Did you try to protect them from their own pain? - 
it must be, but not only that. He didn't want to be pitied, 
he wanted to be like the others, he tried to prove to 
himself that his wounds hadn't turned him into a useless 
invalid. And what's the point of pity or compassion if you 
can't help? Because they would try. He remembered 
Gorthaur's broken whisper all too well: "It doesn't 
work..." Pain is the one thing he didn't want to give to 
anyone. Not only because that would be useless and 
senseless cruelty - here, where everyone feels the 
suffering of others more strongly than their own: in some 
strange way, precisely because of this he felt like a 
simple human for a few moments - not an immortal self , 
not an omnipotent Vala... On sleepless nights, that was 
all he had left: pain and memories... 


..He knew this was a dream, delusion, vision. 
Because a meeting outside of time is impossible, a 
meeting across millennia - like an arrow that pierces the 
body. 

...On the table, the magic lamp twinkled dimly - a 
bluish star in a crystal chalice - taking out of the 
darkness of the winter night the tired and pale face, gray 
hair, mutilated hands lying uselessly on the table. There 
were no words - only thoughts, heavy and bitter... 
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“...perfectly the same as those. Will war also 
come here... And if I close this land to evil - won't they 
consider themselves chosen, won't they close themselves 
off in their own little world, won't they start hiding from 
everything that could disturb their peace? What's wrong 
with me, can I no longer trust humans... 

How little was done - and how little strength was 
left... Everything was handed over to Arta, even the last 
drop, would I have any use now....” 

Shadow of an alien voice, familiar to the point of 
causing a sharp pain in the chest. The words came from 
outside, and he didn't have the courage to understand 
who was talking to him, because now, with him 
- like this... 

“But in all of Arta there is a reflection of his 
thought, in everything - an echo of his Music, part of his 
spirit, and the flame of the world was lit by his heart - is 
that not enough? And they don't seek meetings with you, 
aren't your wisdom and knowledge a support for them, 
your arm - protection for them? Don't give up, Arta is in 
your hands...” 

“My hands... - he smiled bitterly, studying the 
heavy handcuffs. - What I can? Alone, without these 
people, I no longer have power. They are more likely to 
be my protection, not me theirs. My time is running out, 
and who will remember me? But I don't know if that's 
that important... Gorthaur will be more powerful than me 
in everything. I am already nothing.” 

"Not talk like that! It is part of your spirit, a 
continuation of your plan. Yes, you are right, his 
achievements will be many; but bad is that master whose 
disciple could not or did not have the courage to equal 
him, and you are his Master. And don't you dare think 
that you are nothing! If the master denied his own path, 
gave up and resigned himself to fate - what will the 
disciples do? You are the protection of humans, and they 
will also protect you in due time, and not at your 
command, but at the behest of their own hearts. And the 
memory will live on. And his Star will shine over the 
world...” 

“What is the use of the star? - I am not 
omnipotent, and I cannot help everyone, even though I 
do not feel each one's pain, while they entrusted 
themselves to me”. 

“What would be the use of the freedom of Men if 
the gods preserved them from all evils, did everything 
for them? All they would have to do was wish. The love 
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and compassion of the gods would become punishment 
for them, because where all desires are fulfilled there is 
no place for knowledge and improvement, there is no 
goal and the desires themselves perish.” j 

“But these men die for me!..” 

“Not for you. For their freedom, for their land, for 
that Path that they themselves chose. For the right to 
continue seeing. Or do you want to take away their right 
to choose? And wasn’t that why we fought?” 

“And the one whose blood I will never be able to 

wash off my hands...” 

“Master... - whisper brokenly. - Master, Melkor, 

mel kori - I'm back!..” 

For the first time he raised his eyes, hoping to see 
something beyond the night gloom, fearing it, with an 
insane hope... 

Dark hair with white streaks, young face pale to 
the point of appearing transparent, the same - and 
different, and the eyes - the same eyes... 

He stretched out his arms 

over the star flame of the 

lamp: “Heh!..” 


... He understood that this was a dream, delirium, 
vision. Because a meeting outside of time is impossible, a 
meeting across millennia - like an arrow that pierces the 
body. Through millennia - impossible to touch fingers. 
Just something like a touch of cold wind... 
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FAREWELL. YEAR 251 OF THE Ist ERA 


He was walking through the transparent and 
clear autumn forest - dawn met him on the road, and the 
sad milky amber sun, shrouded in smoky clouds, had 
already risen high above the horizon. 

The golden and brown carpet of rustling leaves 
lay beneath his feet, it was possible to walk for a long 
time without thinking about rest, but still he sat in the 
shade of the dark branches of a century-old fir. A slow, 
belated butterfly lands wearily on his knee and I lie 
motionless, basking in the rays of the pale sun; it was so 
silent that it was possible to hear the brush of its black 
wings with the shine of green metal... 

Wings. He for some reason didn't think about it. 
Probably, living among men, he got used to considering 
himself one of them, and it was simply good - walking 
and walking, breathing in the slightly bitter smell of dry 
leaves. 

Slowly, so as not to frighten her, he reached out 
to the butterfly. She moved her wings and slowly 
climbed onto her fingers, clinging to the skin with her 
thin paws. He placed her on his shoulder, and she 
remained still again, with her wings open - a black 
brooch with diamonds. 

He continued forward - slowly, but without 
stopping, he only lingered for a moment next to a young 
rowan tree to pick some coral-colored berries. They 
tasted like autumn - bitter, with a little acidity; taste of 
the path of no return and of clear sadness. 

At the end of the day he arrived at the Valley of 
Iris. It was strange to see the white foam of the late 
flowers - as if it had snowed. The breeze carried a vague 
scent - and, as if that gave him strength, the butterfly 
He flapped his wings once, then again, and, taking off 
from his shoulder, he flew slowly toward the valley. 

Basic. 

Black, like night, they slowly opened, filling the 
soul with the desperately happy feeling of flight and the 
icy wind from above on the face. The wings cut sharply 
through the air - and the pain came like two sharp 
daggers in his shoulders, and he understood immediately 
- it was over. He slowly lowered himself with a dull 
groan, he lay there with his face pressed to the ground, 
still unable to believe it... 

"He finished". There were no other thoughts. He 
shrank, only now feeling the underground cold, 


The Black Book of Arda 


shivering, unable to get up. The brownish leaves poked 
at the face; he slowly turned his back and stared up at 
the high, now unattainable sky. He was filled with mortal 
tiredness and felt empty. To himself, he now seemed like 
a dry leaf, who only for a few seconds felt the happiness 
of flight - and, when he turns into dust, will he be able to 
forget... 

He finished. 

He was lying down, arms open, palms up. 

The sky darkened, it began to drizzle, a mist 
enveloped the Valley and the forest, making the distant 
mountains look like low clouds... He lay there, without 
moving - he didn't even have the strength to lift his arm, 
wipe away the cold drops of rain. face. Soon the rain 
stopped, the sky cleared and the first stars appeared. 

So will be. Arta will drink it to the last drop, as 
the earth drinks this brief rain. What good is the cup if 
there is nothing to fill it again? There will probably be no 
more pain or fear: there will only be this feeling of 
intense emptiness - which cannot be filled with anything. 
And where will he go, what will he do, what should he do 
with his useless immortality... 

And the night looked at him with the clear and 
sad eyes of the stars, and without wanting to, he began 
to pay attention to that Song that one can never know 
until the end, even if one lives for millennia - stars are 
born and extinguished, worlds are born and perish, and 
the Song lives... 

He stood up slowly, took a while to remove the 
leaves that were left in his hair and, stepping carefully 
on the living earth, continued through the valley, trying 
to recognize the melodies in the Song of Arta - 
mountains, flowers, herbs... This time the White Unicorn 
did not come out to meet him. It's nothing, he will spend 
the night at Naure's house and leave at dawn, saying 
goodbye to the Disciple, the Valley, the Unicorn, this 
land... And he painfully wished he wouldn't have to 
spend at least this, last, night in solitude: he quickened 
his steps, to get faster to the narrow path that wound up 
to the house in the mountains. 

The house was empty. He understood this 
immediately, before even stepping on the threshold; he 
understood, despite the magic lamp that flickered in the 
window. Still, he got in. 

...Bluish flame in the crystal chalice, sheet of 
parchment covered halfway with text on the table... He 
bent over the manuscript. “Algele herb has narrow, 
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sharp leaves, deep purple, with silvery veins. Blooming 
begins from the fifth day of the Yuilli symbol; flowers are 
tiny, pale violet, similar to stars with seven rays, and 
have a sweet smell; Seeds are small, red with black. 
Macerated flowers and young leaves are good against 
chest diseases and coughing up blood. Flowers have the 
greatest power with the first stars of the Tayli symbol; 
and the seeds, ground and mixed with the juice of lily of 
the valley fruits, reduce heart pain. The time for seed 
collection - the first two hours after noon of the three 
last days of the symbol of Tagonn, but 

only in dry and sunny weather...” 

o The manuscript stopped at this 

point. 

He stood in the middle of the room, wondering if 
he should leave some memory behind. No, it's not 
necessary; Naure will be sad to know that they lost each 
other. 

“Goodbye, Disciple.” 

He left, leaning against the door. The trail led into 
the mountains, turning south. And with each step, the 
restlessness became stronger. 

He stopped on the edge of an abyss: the trail 
turned sharply to the west, and the rocky slope 
descended, full of sharp rocks. He was overcome by an 
ardent desire to open his sick wings once again - at least 
a few more moments of flight, the wind will receive him 
and support him, he will not be able not to support him - 
just a few moments, so little, again, for the last time to 
feel this ... Overcoming the cutting pain, he opened his 
wings - the wind hit them as if trying to push him further 
away from the abyss, whipping his eyes. 

"Teacher..." 

Orthenner?.. 

“Master, I was waiting for you, I've been waiting 
for you - for so many years... it seems to me from time to 
time that you won't return, and then everything becomes 
cold and empty, as if I were a child lost in the night 
forest, half-frozen and without strength. ... Fear was 
unknown to me - and now I fear that you will not return. 
I can never tell you this - but if you knew, if you listened 
to me now, Master... There are so many people in your 
fortress - and it is cold and empty, I am as lonely as if I 
were on a plain in the freezing wind, and the wind it 
pierces me - if you could hear, if you knew how I wait for 
you - the hours of the Immortals are infinite... I know 
that you are where they need you, and that's why I can't 
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even speak to myself how I need you... I I hope you, 
Master, come back...” 

He listened. No, nothing else. Only an echo from 
the mountains - shadow of words, whisper of the wind, 
rolling stones - “Master...” Or perhaps he just seemed to 
hear it. 

He continued to walk, feeling his way, and it took 

him a few moments to gather the courage and 

open his eyes. 


- ...What it was? - Naure turned to the Unicorn - it 
looked like a statue of moonlight, only its sensitive 
nostrils opened and its almond-shaped eyes shone. s 

"He was here. You do not feel? Pain has a bitter 
smell. And yet - blood. You do not feel?" 

Only now did Naure understand what was calling 

him home so much. 

- Teacher?! He was here? And how do I... Will he 

come back? 

"No. Don't you hear? The bushes say - goodbye... 

He won’t come again.” 

Naure didn't want to, couldn't believe it - but she 

believed it instantly. 

- Never... - whispered. - Why... Why didn't he wait 

for me? Maybe I can still... 

"No. He's far 

away. He didn’t 

want any more 

pain for you.” - 

And that's not 

pain?! - shouted 

Naure, clenching 

her fists. 

“Gellen...” 

- Wait... - he passed his hand over his face, 

rubbed his temple, starting to realize something. 
Gone, you said? 

“Gellen... He didn't want 

you to see. He can’t fly 

anymore.” - Why?.. 

“Trises count... and the forest. I don’t know the 

answer, Gellen.” 

After a long silence, Naure took a step towards 
the house - hunched over, exhausted - and, turning 
suddenly, shouted into the night: 

- Teacher!... 
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The echo repeated that desperate scream. The 
Unicorn approached and placed its head on his shoulder, 
looking into the darkness with sad eyes. 


..And again men told legends about the God, the 
one who came in the night, about the Master of Men, 
about the birdman... And the few who knew his name 
kept it as a great secret... 
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AST AHE 


Angband, the Iron Prison, the fortress of Evil. The 
asphyxiating smoke, which evokes in the inflamed mind 
terrible and maddening visions, envelops Thangorodrim - 
the mountains whose poisonous fangs seem to bite the 
shattered sky. Who will return from those behind whom 
the iron jaws of the Gates of Angband have creaked 
shut? The undergrounds are terrible, similar to 
labyrinths, where there are only heavy swords and 
hoarse barks of orders, and the plaintive moans of 
prisoners. Here is the home of the Orcs, children of the 
abyss; Here, horrible tortures are invented, which 
destroy the body, mutilate the soul, and drive people 
crazy. Here is the kingdom of hatred and terror. Here is 
the fortress of him who knows no mercy, of him to whom 
honor is but an empty sound: of the Dark Enemy of the 
World, Morgoth. 


Ast Ahe, Fortress of the Dark, castle of wisdom. 
At night, an expressed fog envelops the Mountains of 
Night, Gortar Ore, evoking strange and sad visions. 
Straight, proud towers, seemingly carved from morion 
and obsidian, rise from the rocks that rise almost to the 
sky. Whoever passes through the gates of Ast Ahe - what 
will he see, what will he know? Endless tall, darkly 
beautiful rooms, carved into the rock, where voices 
involuntarily sound lower, and sometimes the silver of 
the strings of a lute tinkles. Here, the minstrels do not 
sing happy songs: bitter memory and sublime sadness 
are in their songs, memories of those who have 
departed. Here there is no place for useless cruelty, here 
is the domain of the harsh law of honor. Here is the 
fortress of him who became the master and defender of 
men: of the Dark Ditch Melkor. 


The warrior of the Dark will laugh at the silly 
horror stories about Angband. A believer will consider 
the one who talks about Ast Ahe insane. Where is the 
truth, and where - the lie? Who can cross the line 
between Light and Dark, who will dare to see the truth? 


...Becoming a warrior of Ast Ahe is a great honor, 
only the best are worthy of it. And every boy in the Dark 
Lord's lands dreams that, at eighteen, he will enter the 
Black Keep, as a warrior of Ast Ahe. Each one believes 
that they will send him into combat in the first few days, 
each one is willing to give his life for the Lord. But only 
in the fifth year is it possible to become one of the Black 
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Army - the young man must learn a lot before he has the 
right to say: “I am a warrior of Ast Ahe”. 

Ast Ahe's warriors don't wear shiny armor and 
colorful capes. Their robes are black as pain, and there 
are no coats of arms on their dark shields. In combat, 
each of them is worth ten, but cruelty is foreign to them. 
None of the Dark Warriors will refuse mercy to a 
wounded enemy, and never will the blood of women, 
children and old people stain the sword of one of their 
own. 

Warriors of Ast Ahe are disciples of the Lord. For 
them, honor is worth more than life; they are wise, and 
rulers listen to the advice of the Dark Warriors. 

You can be a simple man or the king's son: for Ast 
Ahe everyone is equal, and the king's son can remain a 
simple soldier, while a peasant will become a general. 
Ast Ahe needs your strength, your intelligence, your 
talent, your heart: there are no other merits, no other 
measures are used here. Warrior of Ast Ahe - justice and 
courage, wisdom and persistence. The Army of Ast Ahe 
is the Lord's shield for those men who are called 
“inferior”; the sword of the Lord that strikes his enemies. 

Ten years will pass, and you will be able to leave 
Ast Ahe: another will take your place. You can stay, but 
there are no old people in Ast Ahe. He who senses the 
arrival of old age leaves. And until the end of his life men 
will respect him, and leaders and rulers will listen to his 
advice. 

Because, for people, he is a warrior of Ast Ahe for 

life. 

TRAMP. YEAR 429 OF THE 1st ERA 


In every year, in every land there are those who 
are incorrigibly restless, those who are left with no 
peace of mind asking - what is beyond that hill? Beyond 
those mountains? In those forests?... Every year, every 
century they abandon their homes and go out onto the 
road; They are not Travelers, to whom it is due to 
discover and return, and they are not those who have 
nowhere to return: men call them vagabonds. So was 
Haldar of the house of Hador. 

He has been to many men's settlements; He also 
once found his way to Lord Finrod's Nargothrond... But 
the path of a vagabond is similar to that of a spoiled and 
strange woman: you never know what he will do in the 
next second. It was this path that brought Haldar beyond 
the Northern Mountains. He had not expected to see 


The Black Book of Arda 


anything especially good here: beyond Ered Engrin, as 
the Elder People called these mountains, it was said, lay 
dark lands populated by strange and savage monsters 
that could probably be worse than any monsters. But on 
the way there was no one - neither monsters nor men, - 
but there were many animals and birds, and the forests 
were full of fruits and mushrooms. Forests like other 
forests, nothing special - perhaps just the animals, which 
seemed to have never encountered hunters; and also this 
valley between two small streams... He bumped into 
stones covered in moss - debris from a bridge, - damn 
curiosity led him to swim across the current, finally 
arriving at the other side. After all, these places were 
unlike anything he had seen so far. When he reached the 
shore he understood why. 

The entire bank was covered in chest-high 
sagebrush, and in some places ottomans appeared - 
strange, velvety black, with a dark red spot on the calyx 
of the flower. Neither animals nor birds. Silent. Empty. 
But he felt no danger here, only a vague sadness, and so 
he decided to walk a little further. He saw the graying 
willows on the bank, he saw black poplars and apple 
trees - apple trees without a single fruit apple trees 
whose branches looked like arms, mutilated, reaching to 
the sky in hopeless supplication. Gods, what silence... 

He didn't even notice how dark it got. On the 
banks, a slow fog rose, he had no desire to swim at 
night; Haldar thought sadly about the bag he left on the 
other bank, under a rock. At least the animals won't dig 
it up. And in the bag - dried meat and some toast left 
over; but there's clearly no dinner waiting for him - 
okay, we'll make up for what we missed at breakfast... 
He realized, with surprise, that he thought about food 
more out of habit: he didn't feel hungry. What is this, 
some witchcraft? Maybe he shouldn't spend the night 
here, but there's no way... 

Haldar wrapped himself in his cloak and slept 

among the roots of an old apple tree. 


... There was a city: honey-colored, golden - the 
wood of the walls seemed entranced by the sun, fine 
carvings - herbs and flowers, and tree branches, animals 
and birds, and winged serpents; and silver lace framing 
the windows. 

There were apple tree branches, bent under the 
weight of the fruit - golden and honey, sweet, amber, 
translucent in the sun's rays, - and copper pines. 
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There were men in black and silver, who looked 
like birds and flowers of the night, wind, and stalks 
under the moon, - slender fingers, and huge and clear 
eyes, such as are now no longer seen even among the 
Oldest People. 

And he was a shadow between them, he was each 
one of them and he was all of them - the boy with the 
adult eyes wide open, and the young man trying to adjust 
the sword at his waist, and the man with the calm and 
determined look; and in front of him - in front of them - 
was the one, tall even among them, in black, in dark 
armor, and the cloak was flying behind him, and he was 
talking - talking about war, that they must leave, and his 
narrow face was pale, and in his sunken eyes there was 
something restless, sick, and the faces of those who 
listened to him were shadowed, and he continued 
speaking - with the strength of despair, with pain, and 
the words of the strange singing language were 
incomprehensible, it was only clear - go away, it's war, 
go... 


...He woke up with the first rays of the sun; He 
turned onto his back and lay like that for a long time, 
looking at the brightening sky, until the last stars 
dissolved in the light. From the dream - or the vision - 
only bitterness and a name remained. Words from the 
strange language. He repeated them, so as not to forget, 
fearing that this memory will also disappear: Laan 
Gellome. And one more time. And one more. 

When crossing the river, Haldar got dressed and 
first of all went to check under the already familiar 
stone; Just as he thought, the bag with food and simple 
objects remained untouched. The man took a piece of 
toast, broke it in half, and sat there anyway - reflecting. 
He remembered it for a long time; the memory of the 
dream disappeared like water running through fingers, 
he remembered just one more word - Helgor, and the 
gesture of the black messenger linked to that word - 
towards the north. North, let it be north: perhaps 
something will be clarified there. For now, the story 
seemed very dark and mysterious. Haldar resolutely 
stuffed the bread back into his bag, closed it, quickly 
washed his face in the water of the stream, but did not 
drink - who knows, - he threw the bag on his back and 
followed the path - to the north. 

Soon... although only in fairy tales do they talk 
like that; on the way, "brief" does not often occur, and 
Haldar wandered more than far enough through the 
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forested hills, having increased his not very rich store of 
food, - he came out into a heather-covered open field, 
and in the east the as far as the eye could see, protected 
by mountains. It was noticeably colder there than in the 
forest, and there was no hiding place, and so he decided 
to spend the night next to a hill on which some pine 
trees grew, so that in the morning he could walk again 
and try to get there... and where, indeed? Haldar had no 
idea what he was looking for in these austere and not 
very hospitable lands. The dream, now almost forgotten, 
left a certain certainty that there is another village in the 
north. This certainty weakened every day, but it was 
worth trying one more time in the end. 

Walking across the land often replaced by rock 
was easy, and at the end of the next day the man 
reached almost the foot of the mountains. It seems that 
there was a lake there, but for some reason it was almost 
black, and he could already see waves on its surface... 

Black sleepers. A velvety black sea of sleepers 
and a voiceless whisper - rustle - sigh. In the rapidly 
darkening sky were outlined the silhouettes of ruined 
towers, growing from the shadowy rocks. Nobody. Not 
people, not animals, not birds. He crossed the field, 
looking sideways at the flowers. It wasn't that he was 
afraid: there was simply the feeling of doing something 
that wasn't allowed - like that night with the full moon 
when he spied the dance of the forest spirits. And there 
was a Strange feeling - as if all this was a dream, and he 
walked in the dream without knowing the destination, 
without knowing how long this path will take. It would 
be nice, I don't know, to take one of these flowers as a 
souvenir... 

When he reached the mountains, it was already 
night. He found a small cave, settled down in it, put his 
bag under his head, curled up to warm up faster and 
closed his eyes. The strange rustle-whisper now sounded 
sing-song, like a lullaby, and the deep, sad notes of the 
melody became clearer and clearer. Haldar was too tired 
to reflect on what he heard; He himself didn't realize he 
had fallen asleep, lulled by the strange music. 


When he woke up, he stood up abruptly, almost 
hitting his head on the low ceiling of the cave - his own 
groan still echoed through his teeth in his ears. 

- And I still wanted to get a souvenir flower 
yesterday, - he grumbled. - Flower, huh?! Intelligent 
people told you not to get involved where you shouldn't, 
idiot... You really are an idiot... 
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He left, dragging the bag. 

- I need to get out of here, and faster... one more 
night like this - I'm going to go crazy, for sure, - in the 
long months on the road, he got used to talking to 
himself, but now he's biting his tongue. He was shaking, 
but not from the cold, although he had also frozen a lot. 
You have to get that out of your head... it's, of course, 
very easy! You can even walk with your eyes closed - 
remember the path. And covering everything - this 
unbelievable face, pale to transparency, narrow, as if it 
had been carved out of ice, motionless, and only the 
eyes, sunk in shadow - sick stars in the shadow of the 
eyelashes, humans don't have eyes like that, nobody has 
eyes like that , it can't be like that, and on the back - or 
cape, or wings, you can't see, and you can never forget, 
and you can never understand - who that thing was, 
when it existed... 

Haldar didn't remember how he got to the forest 
southeast of the sleepy field. A vague memory remains 
that he walked kind of at night - he was afraid of falling 
asleep, and in the forest he threw himself down on the 
grass and lay like that for a long time, without moving: 
how good, gods, a forest, simply a forest, a bird sings, 
who knows what bird, an ant climbs the stem - just look 
at the little creature, it's so tiny, but how persistent it is! 
- the sun warms through the foliage - not that it warms 
much, but still - how good... 

He walked through the forest for a few more 
days, sleeping only when he could no longer stand up - 
he feared his dreams. The food he had collected had run 
out two days ago, he couldn't live on just berries, but he 
wanted to get to some village faster - it doesn't matter 
which one, just get there - and so he didn't waste time 
even hunting. . 


The men of the village resembled those of Dor- 
lémin - equally blond and gray-eyed; but his language 
was completely incomprehensible to Haldar, and he, 
desperate, had already decided to communicate with 
them through gestures, to explain to them that he was 
dying of hunger, but this was understandable from his 
face, and so a few minutes later He was sitting at the 
side of a heavy oak table, and on the carved wood of it 
was a pot of steaming roast meat, on the plate next to it 
rose a pyramid of slices of rye bread, and there was also 
a large pitcher full of a drink that tastes like honey and 
smells like herbs, and a heavy chalice - in short, a lunch 
fit for a king. 
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Haldar had just finished devouring the last piece 
of the succulent meat, seasoned with spices, when an 
almost completely gray-haired man of about fifty years 
old appeared at the door, in simple black clothes, 
sparsely decorated with silver on the sleeves and collar. 
Haldar stared at him without stopping chewing, and 
almost choked when the man addressed him in 
Dorlomin's language: 

- Welcome, wanderer. Are you from the house of 

Hador Lorindol? 

- Uhu, - the jaws made a double effort: it is too 
uncomfortable to carry on a conversation with your 
mouth full. 

- They told me you came from the north. And 

truth? 

- Uhu... hm... from the north, - Haldar finally 
finished the meat, and his natural, in these cases, 
curiosity slowly woke up: the expressions used by the 
Nordic were a little ceremonious, but he spoke with total 
correctness, he just wasn't understandable where he had 
learned the language; and the black and silver clothes 
awoke a certain amount of confidence in Haldar, linking 
dr and somehow, in his mind, this thin and austere- 
looking man with the valley of dormideiras. 

- Please, guest, forgive me for being so 
discourteous; I see that I rudely interrupted your lunch. 
Furthermore, I didn’t introduce myself: my name is 
Honnar er’Lhor. 

- Eh... I'm sorry about the fact that your family 
name ("I hope it really is the family name and I haven't 
confused anything...") doesn't tell me anything, noble sir, 
as I'm not a great knowledge of history and the customs 
of these lands, and I know nothing about the people here 
- unintentionally falling into the same tone, Haldar 
replied. - My name is Haldar of the house of Hunnor, son 
of Malach Aradan... Youngest son, - he added quickly, 
seeing the northern man's surprised expression. - And 
you have nothing to blame yourself for, noble Honnar of 
the house of... hm... Best, for I am already satiated and 
ready to answer your questions. 

Honnar gave the visitor a careful look, and 
Haldar, becoming aware of his own appearance, became 
a little intimidated. The man realized: 

- Probably, the noble guest would like to wash 
first, change his clothes and rest; I see that you need 
sleep, Haldar of the house of Hador. The conversation 
can wait; they will bring him and his clothes... 
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But the idea of sleeping made Haldar grimace 
painfully, and he, forgetting politeness, interrupted: 

- I don't want to sleep, but taking a shower and 
changing wouldn't be bad... - he realized what he was 
saying, - and then I will be at your disposal, noble 
Honnar. 

Honnar nodded. 

After some time, Haldar - already clean, decently 
dressed and perfectly shaved (his sparse boyish beard, 
with gaps and strands burned by sparks from the fire, 
was not an adornment that was difficult to get rid of), - 
was taken to a solid house of wood, well made, that 
belonged to Honnar. The guest received a finely crafted 
silver chalice, decorated with smoky crystals, which the 
host filled with the same drink as before at the same 
moment. Not knowing exactly what the local etiquette 
demands in these cases, Haldar simply waited until 
Honnar filled his own cup, and began counting. 

Honestly, the young man had hoped that his 
narration would make a greater impression, but the host 
showed no sign of surprise, and Haldar began to feel a 
certain disappointment. 

- Did I understand you correctly? - suddenly 

asked Honnar. - You spent the night close to 
Helgor? 

- Yes... If that's what it's called. 

The man from the north looked at him attentively 

- For what? 

- I wanted to understand, - replied Haldar. 

- So, do you understand? - a harsh note seemed 

to sound in Honnar's voice. 

- No. What place is that? And why - sleepers? 

What happened there? 

- We never do that, - said the man, thoughtfully, 
as if he hadn't heard the questions. - We never stayed 
there. There is memory there. Not memories - memory. 
And Helgor, and Laan Nien... 

- Lane... Gellome? 

- One day it was like that. Now - 

Laan Nien. It's good that you don't 

understand... for now. - Why? 

- Because he belongs to the house of Hador, and 

Hador is a vassal of Ingoldo-finwé. d 

- And that's called explaining... So, in your 
opinion, we are complete savages and won't understand 
anything? 
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- These thoughts could be, my noble guest, a 
small revenge: you consider us savages, don't you? - 
Honnar smiled briefly. 

- Well... I don't know how to say it better... - 
Haldar scratched his head: it's not true, what did you 
expect to find when you came here? 

- In fact, I assure you, we do not think so, - said 
Honnar, seriously. - You probably won't want to believe 
me if I tell you. 

- Mighty Valar, but why? 

- That's right, “mighty Valar’”... 

The best thing would be if you 

talked to the Master. - And who is 

it? 

- Master... - his interlocutor's eyes suddenly 
acquired a warm glow, the features of his stern face 
softened, something youthful appeared in his entire 
figure, as if he had lost some thirty years; Haldar was 
silent, surprised beyond belief by this unexpected 
transformation. - Master - is the Master, nothing more 
can be said. If you really decided to understand what 
happens around these parts, how we live, you will 
definitely come across it, sooner or later. 

- Then you can do it right now!.. Why bother! 

Honnar rested his head on his hand and looked at 
the young man with the look he had before, without a 
shadow of a smile: 

- No boy. Take your time. It's not time yet. Stick 
around for now; I would advise you to learn our language 
a little - you know, in the north there are many tribes, 
the dialects are different, of course, but they also all look 
alike, so they will understand you. And if they don't 
understand - look for one of the brothers or sisters, - the 
eyes smiled again. - They will help. 

- And how do you recognize them? These brothers 

and sisters of yours. 

- They wear black and silver. 

Apparently, the conversation is over. 

- Now go, Haldar of the house of Hador. You need 

rest. 

- But... - began Haldar, but decided not to argue: 
he got quite tired, right is always right. 

- And don't be afraid of dreams, - said Honnar 
quietly. - You won't dream about that anymore. You 
won't forget even without it. Tomorrow, I will take you to 
Laan Yelli myself. 

- Where? asked Haldar, fearfully. 
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- Valley of the Iris, on the other side of the 
mountains - they still call it Mayo, Valley of Visions. It's 
not as far as it seems... 

- Visions again?! 

Honnar smiled only with the corner of his mouth: 

- It's not just your body that needs rest, but also 
your spirit. White irises heal the wounds of the soul. You 
will see. 


Haldar wandered the northern lands for many 
months yet. He liked the people here, and he now spoke 
in an incredible mix of at least seven dialects - they 
really understood him, despite laughing from time to 
time. Several times he encountered men in black; they 
always spoke about them with respect - these were the 
knights of Ast Ahe, men of the Fortress. When I tried to 
get more details, they shrugged their shoulders: men 
from Fortaleza, what else to explain, everything has 
been said! It was surprising that the oldest of them was 
over seventy, while the youngest were just a little older 
than him - around twenty-five years old. And little by 
little he began to guess who they called Master, what 
they talked about with the already familiar Haldar 
looking warm, sometimes - with a slightly sad smile. But 
they never named him. 

He learned a little bit of everything - after all, it's 
good to do something in exchange for one's bread: in one 
place he helped build a house, in another he plowed a 
field, and in some he even had to work in the forge. It 
was good, in short, but one thing remained 
incomprehensible: why were they telling scary stories 
about the northern lands? People like any other; They 
don't talk for nothing, true, they don't waste words on 
nonsense, but they know and achieve perhaps even more 
than Dorlomin himself. And they always welcome, offer 
food and drink... valuable people, in a word. And we 
don't even talk about those in black and silver: like the 
wise men, only they mock from time to time, but also 
without malice, in a way that doesn't offend. And there 
weren't any monsters either, and the animals were 
normal, just like everywhere else. Once he fought a bear 
- a normal bear; Of course, he dented it a little, but 
people respected him a lot afterwards. From the skin of 
that bear he made a coat; I was very proud... 

He probably wasn't even surprised when, at the 
end of the next year, after wandering until satiety 
through the northern villages, he finally arrived at the 
Northern Fortress - that horrible place that in the south 
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they considered the stronghold of Evil. That is, he wasn't 
very surprised . Just a little, out of habit. 


He remained standing on the threshold, his 
mouth half open in surprise; He probably looked stupid 
until he couldn't anymore, but he couldn't do anything 
with himself. Because he recognized the one who was in 
front of him, he recognized him immediately - a face that 
he could not forget, and eyes that do not exist among 
men, nor among the Firstborn. 

- You?.. 

- Me. Welcome, he who came to know. 

Haldar tried desperately to sort out the confusion 

of his own thoughts: easy to say - 

“to know”, and to know what? So many questions at 
once... 

- My name is Melkor. And are you Haldar of the 

house of Hador Lorindol? 

- Sim... 

Haldar was completely bewildered. He, of course, 
guessed, expected something more or less like this - but 
it doesn't happen like that, from the threshold! So, what 
should you talk to him about now, please? Beautiful from 
an Enemy of the World... 

- You wanted to know about the valley near 

Helgor and about Laan Nien, - you decided to 

help Vala. - 

But, I think, we can talk about that later. It's a long 
story. 

Haldar nodded, trying to swallow the lump in his 

throat. 

- No, I'm not a clairvoyant. They simply told me 
about you. You still want to know why they consider me 
an Enemy in the South. And about those men he met on 
his journey - about men from the Fortress. 

- Aham... 

- Well... Sit down, we'll talk, Haldar of the house 

of Hador. 

Like this. Simply. I could still offer wine, it would 

really be people like us... 

- Do you want wine? 

Abyss! And he also said that he doesn't read 
thoughts... Of course the wine wouldn't bother him: his 
throat is dry. And maybe my head would clear up a little. 
At least understand what to call it... 

The fact that almost at the same moment a 
warrior entered the room only strengthened Haldar's 
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suspicions: isn't it really that this man, that is, the 
gentleman here, not only knows how to read thoughts, 
but also knows how to speak with thoughts. But, 
apparently, the problem was different; The one with light 
hair, who for some reason looked familiar, was wearing a 
dusty cape, it seems he didn't even have time to wash his 
face after the trip. He made a short bow to Melkor, 
approached him and began to say something in an 
exhausted and dull voice. Vala listened attentively; his 
eyes darkened, his features became rougher. When the 
warrior fell silent, he remained silent for a while, then 
said a few short sentences in the same unknown 
language, smiled at the corner of his mouth and, more 
gently, added a few words. The warrior bowed again, 
pressing his hand to his heart, turned and left. 

- Something happened? - asked Haldar 

uncertainly. 

- Yes. A nomadic tribe. They attacked one of the 
villages in the north. I sent some people there - to 
negotiate. We will hope that this is enough. And Honnar 
will stay here - he needs to rest. 

- Females?.. 

- You know his father, - and, after a pause. - 

They're going to bring the wine. 

- Sir... but why didn't you send an army to punish 

them? 

- It's better to try to resolve everything 
peacefully. Starting a war is easy, and stopping it... - 
Vala lowered her head without finishing the sentence. 

- But this wouldn't be just any war - it's revenge! 
You could punish them, for everyone to see... 

The Lord shook his head: 

- Fear is not the best ally. 

- A great lord must make people fear him! 

- And who will come to me then? 

- Thousands - just order! 

Vala smiled sadly: 

- Could it be that in Dor-lomin they appreciate 
those who obey out of fear more than those who follow 
the order of the heart? You see... If they fear me - they 
will also fear the men of the Fortress. If I am cruel, they 
will be cruel too. And where there is cruelty, there is no 
place for wisdom, there is no place for justice and mercy. 
And therefore, wouldn't the one who came by order of 
the heart be more valuable than hundreds of those who 
are led by fear? 

- Won't they consider you weak, sir? 
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Vala sighed tiredly: 

- It is not swords that sustain this world... And 

land will be enough for everyone. 

Haldar thought: 

- Right. But do you exact tribute from the 
Northmen in exchange for your teachings and 
protection? 

- Who wouldn't feed their own child? - Vala 
responded with a question to the question asked. - Here 
come not only the heirs of the rulers, but also the 
children of the peasants, blacksmiths, weavers, 
carpenters... And when they return a few years later, 
they will already be craftsmen. 

- So, is it payment for learning? Yes, you are 

indeed very wise, sir! 

- Well, I would say that you don't learn how to 
plow the land or how to smelt metal just by reading 
books. If necessary, Fortaleza can easily produce the 
necessary supplies. 

- And you, of course, know and_ achieve 
everything? - in Haldar's voice there was a slight 
disbelief. And Vala again replied in all seriousness: 

- Very. But sometimes I also need to learn. 

- I didn't even think that powerful gods could be 
so humble! - Haldar laughed, but at the same moment 
he noticed the lack of politeness. - Forgive me, sir, if I 
offended you... 

- Don't call me sir. Think - what kind of kingdom 
is this with two thousand people... And humility has 
nothing to do with it. I'm really not omnipotent. 

- For example, don't you know how to fight? 

- Be. 

- But... why then don't you lead the army, like our 

rulers? 

- Difficult to explain... Do you think I'm afraid? 

Haldar shuddered: after all, Vala must be reading 

his thoughts. 

- No. You know... although you might want to 
make sure that I really know how to hold a sword? 

- It's not that I'm exceptionally good 

at it myself... but we can try. - Then 

wait a little. 

Vala soon returned with two matching swords. 

For the first time since the beginning of the 

conversation, 

Haldar saw his hands - if that could be said: 

Melkor wore black leather gloves. - 
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Alright, we'll start. Do you prefer the 
sword itself, or?.. 


- ... You are diminishing your own merits, Haldar. 

You would make an excellent warrior. 

- If this were a real fight, there's a while ago they 
could talk about me in the past tense. 

- But I'm immortal. Perhaps you would prefer to 

duel one of the Fortress's warriors? 

- Better not, thank you, Lord. If you taught 

them... 

- In large part, it was Gorthaur. 

Haldar nodded. 

- I heard about him; No, thank you. But I still 

don't understand... 

Vala, with an unpleasant expression, took off her 
gloves. Haldar looked more closely and involuntarily 
shuddered: 

- Our... 

- Was the explanation sufficient? - Melkor smiled 
crookedly. - Actually, everything is a little more 
complicated. You know, we, gods - new smile, - 
ultimately differ from humans. Probably, I simply won't 
be able to kill anymore. And in combat, for some 
reasons, it would be a hindrance. 

Haldar was so bewildered that he didn't 

dare ask right away: - Do they... know 

about this? 

- In part. 

- And... why did you tell me? 

- First, you wanted to understand. Secondly - you 
must know something about the person whose guest you 
intend to be in the next few days. 

- How did you know? 

- It's all written on your face. 

- That's right, - the man finally managed to smile. 

- And would you accept a vagabond as a disciple? 

Vala nodded. 

- It's great that you're like that. It's easy to talk to 
you. But still... you are a somehow wrong sir. 
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- Maybe that too. Or else the gods must be like 
that... 
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He knelt down, stretched out his arms, palms 

facing up: 

- My heart is in your hands... Master. 

It seems that now it was Vala's turn to not know 

what to do: 

- It's a request to become a disciple, I can't refuse 
it... but are you sure you want to become my disciple? - 
Yes. 

- Kor-me o anti-ete, tairni, - Vala almost touched 
Haldar's hands - palm to palm, - and made a gesture: get 
up. 

- What did you say?.. 

- Didn't they tell you everything about this 
custom? It means - “my world is in your hands, disciple”. 
And the language... now it is Ast Ahe's language, - he 
was silent for a moment. -But remember: since you have 
decided to be my disciple, you will be charged 
accordingly. 
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- Yes. You take a thin twig, let's say a willow, 
and... But you're laughing at me! 
- Telling the truth, yes. And it is possible to find 
more worthy uses for willow. 
- And what will you teach me? 
- Very. Heal with words, herbs and _ stones. 
Differentiate between edible plants. Listen to the 
forest. 
Languages - Sindarin, Quenya... Ah’enn - without this 
you won't be able to read our books. Yes, can you read? 
Haldar looked down, embarrassed. 
- It doesn't matter, you will learn, great thing. 
Use weapons... 
- So much? And do all his disciples know all this? 
- Of course, - Vala shrugged, - and not only that. 
But you must abandon the habit of carrying weapons. 
- Why? 
- It's the custom here. Until you learn to handle it 
well enough. 
Haldar sighed. 
- Okay, I'll get used to it - smiling, - Master... 
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BLESSED AND CURSED. YEAR 432 OF THE Ist ERA 


Probably, Geltorn was right to ask for permission 
to stay on the border guard. The men there changed 
frequently and - as horrible as it sounds - died 
frequently, and hardly anyone could survive long enough 
to suspect that Geltorn is not human. 

Those were the years of vigilant peace. Men, for 
whom this peace extended over the lives of several 
generations, had already become accustomed to a 
relatively peaceful life and did not believe that this peace 
could fall apart. Or, perhaps, they simply did not 
understand the meaning of war. Although how could 
miserable mortals understand the lofty goals of the 
One's most beloved children? 

“Tidings have come to me, my Lord, that the high 
king of the Noldor Ingoldo-finweé not long ago wished to 
unite all his subjects against you. But he received no 
support, especially from the sons of Féanaro. But even 
so, this worries me a lot, because it only means that war 
is near. Now we need to prepare to defend ourselves 
from an attack. I know it's not like you, and . I don't even 
dare give advice, but I would attack first..." 


Lord Ingoldo-finwé in recent times had been 
inspecting his northern borders with increasing 
frequency, to see everything for himself. There was a 
heaviness and a worry - if everything is quiet, if the 
Enemy is not on the offensive - expect war. 

The most bitter thing of all was that he was 
unable to convince his relatives to attack first. And what 
kind of relatives were these, if they looked at each other 
like wolves! Supreme king Ingoldo-finwée... Title - 
mockery. What a king, if they spit at his order, and even 
laugh in his face... Fingolfin pulled the rein so sharply 
that the horse started, frightened. Féanaro's sons came 
here with their father in search of the Silmarils. He 
wanted to avenge his father... 


- Sir! 

Fingolfin interrupted his sad reflections. 

- What's? 

- A man. There are several, actually, but one 

wants to talk to you. 

Fingolfin looked around. I was almost at the exit 
of the ravine that led directly northeast, towards enemy 
territory. This was already neutral territory. 
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“Look how excited I got,” thought the king, 
spitefully. - That way it won’t take me long to get to 
Angamando.” 

The group of men, a little further away, was 
certainly no more numerous than his entourage. From 
their clothes and armor, it was difficult to judge which 
people they belonged to. Their leader was very similar to 
the blond men of Dor-lomin. He saluted the king, but 
Fingolfin did not perceive in him that almost religious 
respect which is characteristic of men. The two 
separated from the others. 

- You are a brave man, - smiled the king. 

- I thank. But I'm not human. 

Fingolfin gritted his teeth, in his heart sensing 
something dire, and the memory erased with so much 
effort stirred. Indeed, this one was too similar to 
Fingolfin himself, as if they were united by kinship. 

- So you're one of those? 

- You guessed. 

- And why are you here? 

- Simply to talk. He said you were one of the few 
Noldor he could talk to. 

- Did he send it? 

- No. He wouldn't allow it. He no longer believes 

in words. 

- In that he is right. 

- And even so, I believe we could talk. 

- What is it about? If they were words about 

peace, I won't hear them My father was 

murdered by 
he. 

- And you don't remember why? One _ for 

hundreds. 

- This one was my father! 

- And they were my relatives and friends. I stand 
Alone. And yet I came to you. We both lost too much - 
will we not understand each other now either? 
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- And what does your lord want? 

- My lord knows nothing about our conversation. 
But I will tell him what he wants. He wants only one 
thing - certainty that they will not start another war. He 
doesn't demand anything. Live as you want, just don't go 
beyond current borders. And may there be peace. 

- I also wish for peace. But peace in a world 
where there is no master. You can tell him that. And also 
- remember how my father died. 

Fingolfin spoke calmly, very calmly. Perhaps it 
was this calm that deceived Geltorn. His men saw how 
the king returned to his retinue, how they quickly 
departed, and Geltorn remained all this time in the same 
place, strangely still in the saddle. Finally, they went to 
him. Only then did they understand that he is afraid to 
move - because of a wound in his stomach. Someone 
shouted, demanding to follow them, but Geltorn groaned 
through his teeth: 

- No... I'm not a messenger... don't touch them... 

otherwise there will be war... 

Then, almost inaudible: 

- I still want to see him... take me... 

I didn't need to explain anything. He felt that he 
must not die, he has no right, without seeing his master 
once more. And you always pay for innocence... 


He didn't faint - he was afraid he would die 
without saying goodbye. I felt terribly thirsty. “I will ask 
him. Then it will be possible... Now I will pay for 
everything. Maybe I can go, like them, escape...” Every 
now and then the pain would release him, and then he 
would fall asleep for a few minutes, thinking he was 
walking through infinite dark corridors. “These are the 
Mandos Mandos”, he thought, and then the living world 
filled his eyes again, bringing him back to the pain. 

And when he returned once more, he saw the one 
he could not have seen before he died. They didn't say 
anything to each other - words weren't necessary. 

- Give me your hand... please... sir... 

- Teacher. 

- Thank you... Stay with me... I'm afraid of dying... 
it will be worse there... don't abandon me... while you 
can... 

Vala remained silent, unable to utter a single 
word. The wound was too serious, and they carried him 
too long for him to be of any help. He held the dying 
man's hand. 
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- Fear not, - he didn't recognize his own voice. - 
Do not fear. I won't let you. They won't do anything to 
you. 

- No... I'm... human... 

- Do not say anything. 

Vala's hand twitched as he stroked her golden 
hair. For a few more minutes, Geltorn lay there. Then 
the agony began. And Melkor bent over his disciple, he 
felt the Elf's pain, but more terrible than the pain was 
this desperate “not being able to leave”; It seemed to 
him that he himself was dying... Suddenly, the pain 
disappeared - he saw how Geltorn stood up for an instant 
and, looking somewhere in space with wide-open eyes, 
said, perplexed: 

- Stars... 

Then there was emptiness. 


No one saw how Melkor mourned the last of the 
Dark Elves. And he simply sat, on a windy night under 
the starry sky, among the black ottomans, and looked at 
the stars in silence. He dug the grave himself, placed 
Geltorn, as if on the bed of sleep, and remained for a 
long time beside the mound of fresh earth. In the 
morning, with the first rays of the sun, the nightshade 
germinated it... 

From Maedhros’ “diary”: 

..And we thought we were the greatest people in 
Middle Earth, but we cannot disregard Elwé. His 
ancestry, so to speak, is higher than that of any of us, 
and his wife is a Maia. True, he just wants us not to mess 
with him. He hates us for Alqualondé, but apparently 
does not wish to wage war against us. Better for him. I 
remember well the blood of the Teleri on my sword. I 
alone killed five. And Sindar are barbarians. And even if 
Elwé has been blessed three times by the Valar, but I 
don't recommend that he meddle in our affairs. Yes, he is 
powerful. Yes, your kingdom is immense. But now he is 
but an island in the sea of the Noldor, so that all his 
threatening words are no worse than rain. Don't make 
any noise. 

..strange that we don't know anything about 

them. 

...But there's no need to pick a fight with them. 
Perhaps, one day, they will be useful as allies, despite 
Elwé having forbidden his people to have any relations 
with the house of Féanaro and to speak Quenya. 
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...Why did the Enemy never attack them? I don't 
really believe in Melian's spells. She's just a Maia. And 
the Enemy, damn it, is a Vala. Or, really, does he not 
care about them? No, it's not the Melian fence that 
protects the Sindar, it's us. Exiles. The west is held by 
Nolofinwé and the whole bunch of kin. And the east is 
ours. And the wall of the Noldor kingdoms is stronger 
than that of Melian's spells. 

Elwé - I cannot bring myself to call him Elu, it 
sounds too rude in his barbaric dialect, - does not deny a 
possible alliance with the Noldor, but we, children of 
Féanaro, are hated by him. On the other hand, Indis' 
descendants are beloved guests in her kingdom... And no 
gratitude, even if we, Noldor, in battles with the Enemy, 
defend their peace! It was I and Nolofinwé who drove 
the Recs back from Dorthonion, and after the Glorious 
Battle none of them dared to stick their nose south! 

...More and more often, I am inclined to think that 
we will not overcome the curse of Mandos. Truly, we are 
Dispossessed. Of everything. Deprived of Valinor, for we 
will not return there as losers. Deprived of the right of 
firstborn and the right to the crown - this was once my 
doing. Deprived of the love of others. Deprived of glory. 
Although all of us, children of Féanaro, never fled in the 
midst of combat, despite being the heart of our great 
war, all the glory belongs to the descendants of Indis. 

I don't know, maybe our deeds are not as brilliant 
as those of Findekano, who fought a dragon, but 
wouldn't resisting to the death, guarding the peace of 
Beleriand, be a great feat? 

...We are deprived even of the sympathy of Men. 
Although what do I care about Mortals, who will never 
be able to understand the greatness of our plans. But 
Nolofinwé and Findarato take care of them willingly. 
Maybe they are right. We need warriors. True, I am 
surprised by my little brother Caranthir. He can't even 
live with us, and he received them well. I don't think he 
attached himself to them wholeheartedly. Maybe it was 
because they saved his hide. It's simply gathering 
warriors. And I'm in this together with Elwé. We should 
not rejoice with those who came to deprive us of our 
rights. But these one-day butterflies proved to be proud, 
and do not take gold in exchange for blood willingly... 
THE TALE ABOUT THE FURIOUS FLAME. YEAR 
456 OF THE 1st ERA. DAGOR BRAGOLLACH 


- Brother! 
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It was necessary to call him once again so that he 
p take your eyes off the now empty 
silver chalice. 

- Aikanaro, what are you thinking about again? 

Can't you hear me? 

- No, why not, - replied the prince unhurriedly, 
slowly raising his eyes, clear as stars. - I heard 
everything. And I reflected precisely on your words, my 
brother and lord. 

- And what will you say? 

- That's all, you're right. In the same portion as 
our lord Ingoldo-finwé. Morgoth has already licked his 
wounds, and the calm is no testimony to his weakness. 
He's plotting a coup. We at Dorthonion see this better 
than most. The air is heavy with approaching evil, and 
the shadows are long. And he is three times right in 
saying that we have to unite and attack him first. We will 
have enough strength if there is unity. 

- And it is she who we are missing... But perhaps I 
will be able to convince them, - Finrod pronounced these 
words in a heavy and somber way. - I don't need to 
convince the men - they are ready to fight. 

- Maybe you can. Who doesn't know the power of 

Findarato's words with a golden voice and mouth! 

- Did I offend you in any way, brother? 

- No sir. I simply say that you know how to 

convince. Only that. 

An uncomfortable silence hung in the air. The 
lord of Nargothrond looked at his younger brother for a 
long time. He and Angarato - the youngest - were the 
favorites of the whole family. Even now Finrod thought 
of him with the hidden compassion of the elder, as of a 
boy. Boy... Tall like everyone in Arafinwé's house. With 
broad shoulders and a thin waist. One day, sister 
Nerwen jokingly made him wear her belt - and it closed. 
The boy turned red and ran away... Boy... No wonder 
they gave him a fiery name. Féanaro's eyebrows - almost 
coming together, as a symbol of the dire fate of the 
house of Finwé. And fiery golden hair, long, almost to 
the middle of the back - inextinguishable fire of the 
Golden Tree of Arafinwé. All sharp, with a supreme effort 
in the entire appearance - sudden movements, the 
cutting of the eyelashes and - like lightning - the striking 
of the shining eyes. And hard lips, without any 
appearance of youth, with bitter folds at the corner of 
the mouth. 
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- Can't you really not remember? Can't forgive? 

asked Finrod quietly. 

Again - irruption of star flames under black 

lashes. 

- What and who should I forgive? Don't 
remember... I'm Elda, brother. And we were deprived of 
the mercy of oblivion. And it's not you I should tell about 
this. 

Finrod looked away, clenching his teeth. He hits 
with everything... Maybe, because of his own pain, he 
doesn't see what he's doing. Terribly bitter memory - 
those calm eyes, there is nothing more beautiful than 
them in the whole world. That charming, emotionless 
voice... “I will not disobey the King. I cannot leave. But 
at his feet I will pray for mercy to the exiles. Goodbye, 
Findarato..." Goodbye... He shook his head: 

- Now we are at war, brother. Think about it. 

- Oh! If I were of the house of Féanaro... But 
neither did you come to Endoré for the war. War is just a 
crust on the steel of life. And life is above war. And is it 
about her that she orders me not to think? I spit to this 
oath, to these, ultimately, of Féanor, gems! And may 
they be blessed a thousand times - otherwise I wouldn't 
know what it's like - to love. I wouldn't find Andreth. 

- Brother... brother, you shouldn't think about 

her! 

- And you tell me this, Atandil, Friend of Men? 
And do you also think that a Mortal is not a match for a 
Noldo? - Aikanaro stood up abruptly. 

- No, you didn't understand me, brother. We're 
different, that's all. And our blood will not mix. Only if 
it's in battle. Therefore, it is impossible to mix water with 
butter, even if you melt it. 

- What you mean! You yourself know - Elda loves 
only once in her entire life, and the one she was destined 
to love! Which means that I, Elda, and she, Mortal, were 
destined for each other! It means we are no different, 
understand that! 

- Okay, brother... But think about it - her life is 
brief. Quickly, your beauty would fade, and you would 
remain young. How would she feel then? You would stop 
loving her. Even if I didn't say it - is it really that hard to 
understand? Isn't it humiliating to know that you are 
waiting for her death? 

- No! No, a thousand times no! Do not those féar 
whose destiny it is to unite support one another? Would I 
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allow her to grow old? No. I'm stronger, I wouldn't allow 
her to fade away! 

- You are stronger, right. But don't forget - it 
wasn't for nothing that you were given a fiery name. 
Remember, Curufinwé's féa burned his mother, and she 
was of the Eldar! So you would burn it too. 

- And it would burn me too! We would die 

together... 

- We would die, you say? Apparently you forgot 
about the Gift of the One, brother. Yes, you would leave 
together. But you said it yourself - you are stronger. And 
the ways of the Eldar and the Atani are different. It says, 
destined for each other in life and death. And both would 
suffer from the fact that their féar would never unite. 
But you are Elda and you are a man, you are stronger, 
and she is a fragile mortal woman! What would happen 
to her, what would her suffering be? 

- Gift... More likely that this is a gift from 
Morgoth, if she separates those who should be 
together!.. No, I wouldn't let her go. I would hug Namo's 
knees, I would say - you are the Lord of Destiny, so don't 
stop our destinies from uniting into one! This is how it 
should be! I would say - there is no blood of my brothers 
on my hands, and for my disobedience, have I not paid 
for it by having fought to the end for the truth of the 
Valar, by having endured death and torment, almost 
equaling in this with Mortals? I would say - judge me, 
punish me with the fate of Mortals, may I not know my 
path, may I depart for Darkness - but for her, Lord, you 
love all the children of the One, for her - allow me to go 
with She, she won't be able to stand it alone! 

He turned to Finrod, breathing heavily - his eyes filled 
with an insane light: 

- Brother, perhaps this is not a gift from the One - 
our immortality and memory? Maybe it's a punishment? 
Or were we cursed? 

- Sit down! - shouted the king harshly, hitting the 
table. - Sit down and listen. You force me to talk about 
what is too secret, Aikanaro. Yes, I'm to blame. So I 
convinced him, no, I forced him to abandon this young 
woman... 

- Yes true! Strange is your love for Men, Atandil! 
You love them with compassion. From above. And I loved 
her as an equal... 

- Enough! You are a man - so try to control your 
own heart! And listen - I'm your big brother. Your king. 
Don't get hot, calm down. 
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- I'm listening... Forgive me, brother. I'm listening 

to you. 

- Then. That was because I remembered all the 
time - “in them there is too much of Morgoth”. And I 
couldn't, and I can't understand that! It was said - 
Children of the One, and none of the Ainur knew of us 
until he had presented this vision to them! So where did 
this “of Morgoth” come from? Or was everything 
different? Brother, I fear the words themselves - but, as I 
perish, Men are the Firstborn. But whose... Gift of Eru, 
we are told - but Arda knew no death until Morgoth 
brought it! So whose Gift is this? And was it not like that 
- we were created immortal to differentiate ourselves 
from the creations of the Enemy, Mortals? Maybe it was 
like that, and it wasn't for nothing that he told us about 
Atani? But what to do with us - because I love them, 
brother. I cling to them like brothers lost and found 
again. And they, with darkness in their spirits, fight on 
our side, against the Darkness! Against yours! Yes, we 
also have our fights, but Eldar have always been on the 
side of the Light, no one sold themselves, for revenge, to 
the Dark! And they... And they don't turn into Orcs, like 
us. I don't understand anything anymore, brother. And 
will I understand? I swap places between good and evil. 
If death is a liberating Gift, by whom was it given? And 
why wasn't it given to us, knights of Light? If it is a 
punishment, why were we, murderers of our fellow 
human beings and renegades, not condemned to old age 
and a short life? Why is even our death a game? And why 
then were Men punished, for what sin of parents do 
children pay? I want to know, brother. But, I fear, some 
will not answer me, and I will not ask the other. 

- Why not? For some reason, I don't think he 
would treat you the way he treated Maedhros, you were 
the one who listened to him most attentively - weren't 
you? 

- I'm Elda. I'm Noldo. I am Finwé's grandson and 
Féanaro's cousin. He is my enemy. That's why I didn't 
want you to stay with Andreth. It seemed to me that my 
thoughts came from the Dark. Because I spent too much 
time with Men. And it is not possible to live divided in 
two. At least for us, Eldar. And I chose the Light. I don't 
know how two forces can coexist in Men: 

For us, it is impossible. See now, what is happening to 
me? I didn't want that for you. Aikanaro 
laughed mirthlessly. 
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- I didn't want pain for myself, I didn't want pain 
for Andreth... Brother, don't you understand - isn't that 
in your power? She loves me anyway, even though I ran 
away... And even then we will suffer beyond the limits of 
life, because our féar will never unite! We only had one 
chance - in this life. If only she would forget me, hate 
me! 

- I talked with her. 

After a short silence, Aikanaro asked: 

- How is she? 

“Terribly old. Horrible. Lonely. She loves him..." 

- She is young and beautiful, as before. She loves 
him. The One is my witness, Aikanaro, this is true! What 
does your aged flesh matter, the deformed shell that 
hides your soul? She is the young girl from the hills. She 
loves you, Aikanaro... 

- What a coward I was... An obedient coward... I 
don't care what becomes of me, but what did I do with 
her? She only has one life, she can't repeat anything 
else... 

- It's not your fault. 

- You are skilled at convincing, sir. But not now. 


..At night, the black mountains glowed with fire, 
reflections of the invisible fire resembled flags in the sky. 
It looked like all of Ard-galen was on fire. 

The brothers were ready to advance to meet the 
enemy in less than half an hour - they were not taken by 
surprise. Angarato sent messengers to Orodreth and 
Finrod to Nargothrond. After giving the order, he turned 
to his brother and shook his head disapprovingly: 

- You are too proud, Aikanaro! Don't test your 

luck, put on the helmet! 

That one shook his head: 

- If this is the will of the One, I will survive 

without a helmet. If not, the helmet won't 

save me. He addressed his men. 

- Today our battle cry will be “Andreth”! - and 

made the horse run almost with joy. 


..And in the Battle of Sudden Flame he was truly 
a flame. From afar, the warriors could see the golden 
torch - the golden hair of Aikanaro of the House of 
Arafinwé, and his sword, without ever missing a blow, 
looked like lightning. 

- Andreth!.. 
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...First, he felt a strong blow to his chest, just 
below his collarbone. Then the sky and the earth began 
to slowly change places, turning around the bloody eye 
of the sun that burned over the black teeth of the 
mountains in the west. “I'm falling”, he thought, almost 
surprised. Then he felt d r e, or look, he saw the black 
arrow feathers. And in the sky, so terribly distant, a 
water flew over the battle... Manwé's Eagle. And then 
Andreth's soft young face, bent over him. 


- Andreth... - just with the lips. Blood gushed from 
his mouth, turning the pale gold of the House of 
Arafinwé into red gold. 

- I'm here, darling... - voice or wind? 

- Andreth... It hurts 

- Close your eyes, my love, it will pass... I'm 

here... with you... 


..With a muffled scream of fury and pain, 
Angarato ran to his brother's body and stood over him 
with his sword in hand... 

DUEL. YEAR 457 OF THE ist ERA 


Across the black and gray plain, almost killing the 
horse - forward, forward, forward - the soot muffles the 
rapid beats of the hooves. A silver arrow - a knight; blue 
cape flying - to the north, to the north, to the north... 

No one expected that Ingoldo-finwé, high king of 
the Noldor, would head here alone. He learned to control 
himself - precisely this in the past elevated him in his 
own opinion above the brusque and furious Féanaro. He 
hoped his father thought the same. Deep in his heart, he 
was proud of the fact that not a muscle moved in his face 
when, overcome with anger, Féanaro threatened him 
with the sword. The steel tore easily through the thin 
fabric of his shirt, and from the tiny wound came a drop 
of blood... Likewise, Nolofinwé was apparently calm 
when the sky over the distant coast of Endoré was 
shattered by furious glows from the fire, despite having 
was the first to understand - they are burning the ships. 
And in the infinite night of the Great Escape of the 
Noldor, in the ices of Helcaraxé, he did not allow a single 
groan to leave his mouth. Even when Elenwé was dying, 
and Turgon threw himself over her body, shaking all 
over with a dull cry. She didn't say a single word of 
recrimination - she just looked with sadness, a dying 
bird, looked - even after she was dead... The words were 
unnecessary: he was the one to blame for everything, the 
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leader. But he didn't retreat... Her grave remained there, 
in the ice. No one cried for her, they were exhausted by 
her. The cold burned the tears. He clenched his teeth 
and walked forward, and above his head the icy fires of 
celebration and horror raged. He didn't allow himself to 
think about anything other than survival. Survive to get 
revenge. 

Only once did he give freedom to his own feelings 
- when he was next to his father's body, and the tears 
that looked like blood in the torchlight ran down his face, 
and everyone saw... He was not ashamed of his own 
pain, but his pride it made him hate the Enemy no less 
than the death of his father. And when Féanaro shouted 
the words of the oath, Nolofinwé's sword was the first to 
rise. He did not swear with the sons of Féanaro: he was 
silent. But at that moment, pain and hatred overcame 
the hidden hatred for his older brother... 

...Fragmented hoof beats - north, north, north... A 
silver star in the darkness - Ingoldo-finwé. King Ingoldo- 
finwé - what a mockery! King without a kingdom, king 
whose word is soot in the wind... He had no hope of 
defeating the immortal Vala; but it is better to perish in 
battle than to wait while Morgoth's hounds corner you 
like a miserable beast. Wrath, cold fury - colder than the 
ices of Helcaraxé: to the north, to the north, to the 
north... The horse stumbled - a bad sign; but the king 
only gnashed his teeth - forward... And in the tin sky that 
weighed over Ard-galen - immense eagle, Witness of 
Manweée. 

He made the horse stop abruptly, dismounted - 
the cold and clear sound of the war horn cut through the 
dead silence, the echo repeated the words: 

- I challenge you to man-to-man combat, slave of 

the Valar, lord of slaves! 

He did not have much hope of a fair fight; it was 
stupid to believe in the nobility of the Enemy. And that's 
why, when he went out to meet him, without rushing, 
calmly - alone, the king still had time to be surprised, to 
hear: 

- What do you want from me, Noldo? 

Vala spoke calmly and bitterly; a tiredness was 
felt behind these words - the infinite tiredness of the 
Immortal. 

Fingolfin was slow to respond. As if, in shouting 
the words of the challenge, he had expended all his 
anger - suddenly he felt an indifferent calm, and even the 
thought of close combat no longer generated in him the 
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joy of before - the burning, desperate joy of a condemned 
man. Everything was left behind, in the other, past, life - 
death of the father, blood of Alqualondé, the ice teeth of 
Helcaraxé, victories and defeats, joy and despair; 
everything that was - useless rubbish, soot underfoot. 
There is nothing left: just him and the Enemy. The last 
fight, the last great feat - and would it really be great? 
And what good is glory after death? 

- You ripped me apart - I'm here. What you want 

from me? 

With the same bitter silence: 

- I came to avenge my father's death. And you will 

pay me, Morgoth - with your blood. 

- I don't need your death. 

Short smile: 

- First you need to kill me. 

- Do you think this is beyond my power? But I'm 
talking about something else: don't you want peace for 
your people... Ingoldo-finwé? 

- I hate him, - muted voice. - You killed my father. 

I came to take revenge. 

- My disciples were killed by the word of Finwé. 
And Geltorn died in my arms - do you remember him? 
And yet... 

- Didn't your servant convey my words to you? - a 
new smile. - I think he had time. 

- You shouldn't talk like that, - said Vala deafly. 
He weighed the black shield on his arm, threw it away in 
a sudden movement - too heavy for his burned hands: 

- Did you want a fight? 

Fingolfin raised his sword in silence. 


The forces were equal. Almost the same. If it 
weren't for the handcuffs, the burned palms... Although 
Vala tried to forget that. 

“If he thinks I'm going to play nobility and drop 
the shield - he's wrong,” thought Fingolfin gloomily. - 
This is not the place or time for these jokes.” 

The black sword cut through the king's metal 
mesh as if it were fine fabric; Fingolfin involuntarily 
stirred, as if he wanted to hold his injured shoulder - and 
suddenly he saw that the Enemy repeated his movement. 
A Noldo will not bear the mockery of anyone - much 
more so King Ingoldofinwé, proud to the point of 
madness; It burned him like the blow of a whip, and the 
Elf rushed there with a furious scream... 
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For a moment, a painful perplexity gripped Vala: 
“What is this? Why with me - like this?..” The sharp pain 
- pain from someone else's wound - made him shudder; 
in the next instant he barely managed to defend himself 
from a blow aimed at his heart. 

The Elf laughed, seeing how the bloodstain grows 
on Vala's black clothes. “It is possible to injure him. 
Possible. Then perhaps it will be possible to kill...” Now 
he fought furiously and confidently, as if he no longer 
felt the pain of his wounds. It was Vala who felt it. 

- I will still mark you... so that it will take a while 
for you... to forget... this meeting! - shouted Fingolfin. 

Vala didn't respond. Now the Elf tried to hit the 
face and neck; A long wound cut Vala's right arm from 
elbow to wrist, all the way to the heavy iron cuff - he 
held the sword with difficulty. Fingolfin wounded him 
seven times, although he himself was wounded several 
times as well; Vala was losing blood - she was losing 
strength and, feeling this, Gd laughed for the first time, 
in a terrible and furious way. The king backed away, 
stepped wrongly and fell. 

Vala approached and placed her foot on the 
defeated enemy's chest. Very close - the clear, icy eyes; 
heavy and bitter words: 

- I will not kill you, son of Finwé... 

He didn't finish speaking: the king managed to 
reach the sword and struck him blindly. The blade cut 
her leg, a long jagged wound - Vala gritted her teeth and 
swayed, but said nothing. His blood dripped onto the Elf, 
and suddenly the king felt a burn. First... Second... 
Melkor's blood burned him like molten metal, the pain 
scratched his body like eagles' claws. And then he 
screamed... 

The last thing he heard was Melkor's distant 

voice: 

- ...and for your spirit there will be neither life nor 
death. And there will be no rest for him either in the 
light or in the darkness... 


...With difficulty, leaning on his sword as if it were 
a staff, Vala straightened up and lifted the king's bloody 
body. “May it be on top of the black mountains. His body 
will not suffer humiliation, as he is already dead..." 

A huge shadow fell over him, with piercing 
screams. The eagle grabbed the Elf's body, a blow from 
the sharp claws slashing Melkor's face. He bent over in 
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pain, covering his face with his hand - blood ran beneath 
his fingers. 
- How much pain they must have felt... - he 
groaned. 


They saw everything. And they didn't dare move. 
That was his will. But when the enormous shadow fell 
from the sky and he, almost falling, covered his face with 
his hands, they ran to him. 

- The eyes... is everything ok? - one of them. 

Covering his mutilated face with one hand, he 
extended the other as if seeking support, and the 
helplessness of this gesture almost caused pain. 

- A stretcher, quickly! - shouted the second. 

- It's not necessary, - through his teeth. - I'll go 

myself. Show the way. 

- Lean on me, Master... 

He tried to walk without assistance. At a certain 
point, he almost lost consciousness from weakness and 
pain, and was literally left hanging in the arms of the 
warriors. Confused thoughts, everything floated, but he 
took another step. Infinite staircases, corridors that 
stretched painfully, high rooms - infinite torture, 
painfully long minutes of the way, a sharp note - like a 
needle in the heart... The faces of the knights of Ast Ahe 
- masks carved in stone, a mixture of shock and horror 
due to the heretical impossibility of what happened. 
Bloody footprints on the steps, on the black stones on 
the floor, blood on the warriors' hands, blood running 
through their fingers. So much blood... 


They took him to the bed. One 

of the warriors started to go to 

the door. Without taking his 

hands off his face, his voice was 

firm, almost an order: 

- Where you go? 

- I will call a healing master. 

- It is not necessary. Bring water and clean cloths. 
And leave. No one should enter here. About what they 
saw - silence. It's an order. 

He gritted his teeth, tearing away the tissue stuck 
to the wounds. He felt dizzy, he had to sit down - now he 
could allow himself to do so. Now no one saw him. He 
washed the wounds and awkwardly covered them with 
tissue - the pain was getting in the way. He put on clean 
clothes with difficulty. He lay down. The pain eased a 
little - only to return with each movement. He 
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understood too quickly - it will always be like this. There 
is no cure. Nobody will help. He closed his eyes. 

- ... Teacher! 

Melkor stood up abruptly: 

- I ordered! 

Gorthaur looked at his face in fear. 

- Why... Who... Are you?.. 

Dry laugh: 

- And who do you think? I've changed a lot since 

we last met, right? 

The wounds opened. Gorthaur looked away 

involuntarily. 

- Now you can't look at me either. 

- No, Master! 

It was painful to look at, but Gorthaur was afraid 
he had offended the Master. Now, he didn't dare lower 
his eyes. 

- Master, - a suddenly hoarse 

voice. - Are you hurt, allow 

me... - No. 

- [just want to help... 

- You won't make it, - said Melkor calmly. - No 

one will make it. I'll turn around. 

- I will look at the wounds, I will make the 

bandages... I know... 

- No. 

Gorthaur lowered his head: 

- Master, I understand... but I can't... Allow me to 

stay. 

- Go. I beg you, go. Please go, Disciple. 

He could disobey the order. I could stay, even if I 
tried to expel him. But not heeding that sad, calm voice 
was unthinkable; there was a power that forced the 
request to be fulfilled. O 
Maia left, without the courage to turn around. 

Still face. Deaf voice: 

- The Lord is sick. There is no need to disturb 

him. 

Gorthaur stood motionless on the threshold, 

leaning on his sword: a silent and terrible 

guardian. 

From Maedhros’ “diary”: 

... Ingoldo-Finwé perished. Behold, there is no one 
left among us of the older generation. Angarato and 
Aikanaro were also killed. We didn't expect a defeat like 
this. Fingolfin was right, we needed to attack first. We 
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waited too long. The fire. Ard-galen burned, Hithlum 
separated from Nargothrond. Orcs crossed Aglon and my 
brothers Celegorm and Curufin fled southwest into 
Findarato's domain, leaving my left and_ rear 
unprotected. We resisted the attack by miracle. I 
reminded the Orcs of all my sufferings in prison. I 
reminded them everything... Caranthir fled south, along 
with Amrod and Amras... And what was left? Islands - 
Hithlum, Nargothrond, Gondolin, Himring and Doriath. 
And all around - enemies... Fingolfin despaired and ran 
to Angamando. He challenged the Enemy to a fight - and 
he is dead. I don't know the details. They say the 

Enemy crushed his neck by stepping on him. I don't 
know. A shame for Fingolfin. A feather. 

..Only Maglor is with me. Maybe it was unfair to 

him... 

...We had to deal with the men, after all. These 
came a little while ago. Dark-skinned, with dark hair and 
eyes, shorter than the Men of the Three Houses. Dark 
and resistant. They fight well. For now. For now we hold 
on. 
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WORD OF THE MINESTREL. YEARS 458478 OF 
THE ist ERA 


In desert Dorthonion, the Orcs feasted, searching 
for the Noldor fugitives who had scattered through the 
forests, decimating them with senseless cruelty. After 
the fight with King Fingolfin, Melkor could do little - only 
send detachments of Men, to stop the Orcs who lost the 
last vestiges of humanity from so much blood. 

Now, Gorthaur rarely abandoned Ast Ahe. The 
men who met him lowered their eyes. It was terrible. No 
one now could bear his gaze, and not even the Master 
could stop him now. 

He was preparing for a new war. 


- ...The task that the Lord gave us is not easy at 

all, - sighed the youngest. 

- Lucky that the hargs are afraid of even our black 
clothes, Olf. Symbol of Ast Ahe, - smiled the eldest 
without joy. - For them it is the symbol of the Lord's 
wrath. 

- Wrath of the Lord... Who saw him after the War 
of Flame? The Lord of Warriors transmits his orders, and 
it seems that he is not very happy with them. What stops 
us from destroying the targets now? I don't understand. 
Explain, Hern! What's left of them? - Himring in the 
east, Hithlum in the west... Doriath... the Lord does not 
mess with these... There are rumors about a spell, but 
what are spells for him? 

- They never fought us. 

- All targets are the same, - Olf gritted his teeth. 

- Alvs say that too. Both us and hargs - all the 

same to them. 

- This incomprehensible Gondolin of yours... It 
seems like it's very close to here, and we don't know 
anything about it. And to Nargothrond, it's two steps. 
Yes, a great kingdom; but you can also gather forces... 
The First is willing to die but reduce these scoundrels to 
dust! But - “command of the Lord!” - Olf smiled 
ironically. - What does the Lord want from this... how... 

- Finrod, - Hern was thoughtful. 

- If my will were done... - sighed Olf. - It smells 

burnt again. They approached. 

The Orcs were probably in the Elf settlement only 
a few hours ago: some flames were still running through 
the charred carcasses of the houses. 

Hern raised his arm: 
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- Listen... It sounds like someone is crying. 
Olf fell silent. 

- What an ear you have, - he 

said in amazement moments 

later. - Come on, take a look. 


..The child was about a year and a half, two at 
most. Apparently, her mother was trying to take her 
away from danger when she was hit by an arrow. 

- Monsters, - muttered Hern through 

his teeth, looking at the arrowhead. 

Olf drew his sword. 

- What it was?! 

- End this thing, - a fierce grimace. - Enemies' 

cub! 

Hern hit him on the arm: 

- It seems! 

- Got crazy? It's a target! 

- How long ago did you receive the sword from 

your elders? Go on, repeat what you said then! 

- ..And he will not strike the wounded, nor the 
old, nor women, nor children, - recited the youngest 
monotonously. 

- Enough. There was no time to forget then? 

Maybe you want the Lord of Warriors to remind 

you? 

- What Lord of Warriors what?! - shouted Olf. - 
These bastards left me an orphan at ten, and I... 

- First try to kill me. If you can - do whatever you 

want. f 

- But... - the youngest was bewildered. - I'm not 
going to do anything with this snot, he's going to die 
alone... 

- I will take him with me, - decided Hern, - he will 

be my firstborn. 

- Got crazy?! It's a spawn of enemies! 

- The child is not to blame for anything. And if 

you open your mouth again... 

- I've already shut up. Do what you want, - the 
youngest turned around and made a face of disgust. - 
Something strange has been happening to you since you 
started serving in the Fortress garrison... 


Hern returned from the council at midnight. 

- Tomorrow I will take a message to Ast Ahe, - he 
said darkly. - Hargs lost all composure. 

- Dad, - asked Ilmar, - can I go with you? 
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- I'm not going for a walk. 

- Bring a message to the Lord himself? - his wife 

almost whispered. 

Hern nodded. 

- Are you going to see the Lord? Dad, please... I 
wanted to see him so much... I won't disturb you, I'll stay 
quiet... 

An internal struggle reflected on Hern's face. 
Clearly, it was difficult for him to refuse his firstborn's 
request. 

- The Darkhold is no place for children, - he 

finally said. 

- And I will sing my new song to the Lord, - smiled 
the boy, - after all he also needs to rest from time to 
time. 

- Are you serious? - Hern could barely contain his 

smile. 

- What's the problem? People like... Go, leave it... 

- What a brat! - the father finally started to laugh. 

O 

- The Lord won't be angry, you'll see! 

- Okay, okay, you convinced me... But look, stay 
very quiet and don't do anything... Go now. I will wake 
you up early in the morning. 

- Thanks Dad! 


- Never say no to him, - sighed his wife. 

- I'm afraid he'll understand... 

- You wouldn't allow that to younger people. 

- Right, - replied Hern, - but you understand... 

- One day he will know anyway. Or someone will 
tell... He already asked why he has light eyes. They all 
have dark eyes and he has gray eyes. And then years will 
pass, and he will notice that he doesn't change. It doesn't 
age like the others. 

- We will not be able to protect him from destiny, 
no matter how much this is our desire. And even then, 
it's better if you don't know for now. 


- ...The Lord will receive you now, man of the 

east, - snarled Balrog. 

Ilmar, who had retreated to the darkest corner of 
the room, held his breath: now what he, a twelve-year- 
old boy, could not even dream about will happen. He will 
see the Lord himself! In his imagination, he drew 
someone beautiful and threatening, a great warrior with 
a shining crown, very tall, in precious armor and with a 
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sword of fire in his hands. Therefore, it took him a while 
to understand who was in front of him when a tall man, 
in simple black clothes, completely gray, with a face 
covered in scars, entered the room with a slight limp. 

True, he had a black sword, with a strange handle 
on which a stone in the shape of an eye shone. Ilmar 
realized, with surprise, that this is the Lord, only when 
his father bowed deeply and handed him the missive. 

On the mutilated hand that took the message was 
a heavy iron bracelet; only after looking more closely did 
Ilmar understand that it is a handcuff. And without 
meaning to, he closed his eyes, fighting a wave of 
burning compassion. 

The Lord looked through the text. His gaze 

became serious. 

- Terrible, - he had a very beautiful voice: deep, 
low, expressive - I will try to help as much as I can. We 
have few forces... 

He became thoughtful. 

- I'll give you the answer right away. Wait for me 

here, Hern. 

Hern again - this time - marveled at the Lord's 
ability to memorize names and faces. How many years 
have passed... 

The Lord's gaze stopped at the small figure in the 


corner. 
- Who is it? 

His eyes were surprising: deep and 
clear... Ilmar even stopped 


breathing. - It's my son. 

Hern responded too quickly and _ looked 

pleadingly at the Lord. 

- I see... - Sir smiled with the corner of his mouth. 
- Come on, why are you hiding? Although... It's not very 
pleasant to look at me, is it? 

The feeling was like touching red-hot iron. He ran 

to the Lord. 

- Sir! How could I... 

- What is your name? 

- Ilmar, - the boy replied promptly. 

“Tlmar. One who has no home. And that..." 

- Who do you want to be? 

Ilmar tried not to look away: it was frightening to 
see the blood that appeared on the scars; monstrous 
contradiction with that wise and gentle look. 

- Minstrel... 

- So, do you know how to compose songs? 
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Ilmar licked his dry lips: 

- Sim... 

- Sing me something. 

Ilmar started to sing; His voice trembled at first, 
but little by little he forgot everything, and there was 
nothing left but the icy glow of those eyes... The clear 
voice flew under the high ceiling of the room, simple 
words that touched the heart. .. 

- I thank you, Ilmar-minstrel... 

The boy never thought that these words could 

only fillthe world. your heart with so much joy: 

- Allow me, Lord Melkor... 

Ilmar didn't finish speaking: he bowed deeply and 
touched his burned hand with his lips. Melkor 
shuddered. 


On the way, he was silent for a long time, then 

said in a low voice: 

- What an idiot I am... I invented a fairy tale: 
warrior in shining armor... And he's different... 

- Are you disappointed, son? 

- No, father!... You know... - the voice dropped 
almost to a whisper, as if IImar wanted to tell a secret, - 
you know, I've never seen hands as beautiful as his... 
They didn't say another word. 


- ... They say - I'm not your son. They say - I'm alv. 

There was desperation in the young man's voice. 

- Why don't you answer, dad? Say it's not true! 

Mommy!.. 

Hern lowered his eyes. 

- My boy... forgive me, but it's true. 

- As?.. 

- You are a Noldo, boy. You yourself see that you 
don't look like other boys your age, but you try to ignore 
these thoughts. I found him in the forest. Your mother 
and I didn't have any children yet, and we became your 
adoptive parents. His relatives were killed by hargs. 

- How?.. - the young man sat down, pressing his 

head with his hands. 

- It's true, my boy. We didn't want to talk to 

you. You were like a son to us... - I 

remember, father... 

The mother sobbed. 

- What do you mean... - repeated Ilmar. There 

was only one face in front of him. Reena. Reena. 
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... She lived in the neighborhood, dark, small, with 
brown eyes. She was not a beauty; it would be more 
accurate to say that she was charmingly ugly, 
resembling a small bird. And the same voice: sonorous, 
clear... It became part of his heart. He could no longer 
imagine life without her. And now fate has separated 
them forever. Now? No. From birth. And nothing would 
change, even if he knew. Reena. Reena, beloved. Reena. 
Better to leave, leave forever, and never see again. 
Never. Strange word. How come _ he_ couldn't 
understand... And the alv language seemed somehow 
familiar, it was too easy to learn... Fate. Hateful, cruel. 

“Reena, my light... What a mess... What do you 
mean? Where to go? Father... Mother... If I were a 
mortal, this year I could become a warrior of Ast Ahe... 
Angamando. A beautiful name is what they came up 
with: Iron Prison. I could talk to the Lord... Alv. Like a 
brand. By right of birth - his enemy, enemy of the men 
who raised me... Would it be possible to escape from 
yourself? To forget..." 

- Father, - said Ilmar deafly, - maybe I can talk to 
the Alv... Maybe they will believe me... 

“Neither Elf... nor man... Who am I now?” 

- I will explain to them, father, I will tell them... 
about Melkor, about you... about men... Let me go. 

- No, son, - replied Hern with regret. 


He left anyway, without saying goodbye to Reena, 
without his parents' blessing. Failed. He fled at night, 
with the lute on his back, unarmed. Without looking 
back. 

..Few paid him any attention. They shrugged 
their shoulders, whispered perplexedly, sometimes 
shooed him away, sending him out with curses and dirty 
looks. Thus he came to the banks of the river Gelion - 
the domain of Amrod and Amras, youngest sons of 
Féanor. The strange minstrel was brought to the princes 
of the Noldor. They looked with displeasure, especially 
Caranthir, whom the brothers obeyed unconditionally, 
despite the fact that, in essence, he lived here as an 
exile: the Orcs have already settled well in Thargelion. 

- They say he sings strange songs, - commented 
Caranthir, lazily. - Go on, sing then, so we can hear 
ourselves! 

Ilmar started to sing. The faces of the listeners 

became increasingly gloomy. 

- Dark are your songs. 
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The young man faced Caranthir: 

- He is well. I will sing about what you know 

better than me... king, - Ilmar smiled. 

Then he sang of the Dark Elves, and his words 
were a lash of fire. Caranthir stood up, his face growing 
redder and redder, convulsively clenching the hilt of his 
sword. 

- I will order to kill him, - he hissed. 

A whisper ran through the room. Ilmar laughed: 

- Is easy. I'm unarmed. I don't know how to fight - 

just like them, descendant of Finwé. 

Caranthir gritted his teeth, barely able to control 

his anger. 

- And even so I will sing one more song. And you 

will hear it. 


- Who do you want to be? 

- Minstrel... 

- So, do you know how to compose songs? Sing 
me something. 


- What an idiot I am... I invented a fairy tale: 
warrior in shining armor... And he's different... You 
know, I've never seen hands as beautiful as his... 


- Servant of the enemy! - Caranthir drew his 

sword. - Then die, sold! 

And for a moment longer, Ilmar could see 
Melkor's sad, wise eyes. He fell into the cold light of 
those eyes, fell... fell... 


- But... this is a minstrel, sir... - I whisper in fear. 

Caranthir closed his eyes, feeling his brothers' 
eyes on his skin: they didn't dare condemn the eldest out 
loud, but they looked at him almost with fear. The wave 
of insane anger receded, but he felt neither shame nor 
regret, he only gritted his teeth when he heard: 

- The law says... 

He spoke slowly: 

- I know the law. The minstrel cannot be touched, 
even if he is a rebel, thief and murderer who has come 
here to disturb the minds and insult the house of the 
kings of the Noldor. But the Valar also once did, in 
anger, what the severe justice of the Powers does not 
allow. And the Valar are my witnesses - he, traitor to his 
people, Elda of blood who praised the Enemy before the 
throne of the princes of the Noldor, deserved death. 
Remember your murdered brothers, your houses in 
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ashes, the pain of the Noldor people and answer me: 
would there be anyone among you who disagrees with 
my words? And if there is this one among you - let him 
speak. But first remember who he will speak to; and that 
Finwé, King of the Noldor and my ancestor, died by the 
hands of the Enemy; and that his son and my father 
Féanaro was slain by a hateful beast of Morgoth; and 
that he who defends the enemy spy raises his own voice 
in defense of the Enemy! 

Silence. He raised his eyelids, looked at those 
present with a heavy gaze, and wiped his sword with his 
sheath: 

- Get the carrion out of here. 
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SONG. YEARS 457465 FROM THE RETURN OF THE 
NOLDOR TO BELERIAND 


The bird will long for the sky, even though its 
wings are broken. So a craftsman, even with mutilated 
hands, will always be a craftsman. He could still create, 
even if in a different way, but he wanted so much not to 
create, but to do... The hands remembered everything, 
but each touch echoed in pain. And yet he always 
returned here, to the workshop, forcing himself to forget 
about his convulsively bent fingers. 

He never left his things for himself. And that, his 
first lute, he gave to one of the minstrels. And he was 
burned. So he swore he would do nothing of the kind - 
and it would have been easy to keep this oath, with the 
hands he had - but he broke it. 

Because it's impossible to kill the music that lives 
in your heart, and you want so much that you're not the 
only one who hears it. 

But no one has yet managed to make an 

instrument that sings the way he wanted. 

And now... 

It was light and flat, with an unusual shape; the 
narrow neck scratched by the silver rays of the four 
strings. He caressed the neck of the lute and carefully 
lifted the strange instrument, covered in reddish varnish, 
his fingers twitched. He postponed this moment for a 
long time - he was afraid that, new, he wouldn't go, he 
wouldn't be able to sing. His right hand rested on 
something like a slightly curved bow made of dark wood, 
with a string too long for a bow. He took a deep breath, 
closed his eyes and played the strings... 

The song was about those who were gone, who, 
perhaps, however bitterly, were dearer to him than 
mortals... Maybe because they were first. They were his 
people. They were. 

..And the stars that fell from the sky bloomed in 
black beds: only one flower was missing among them. 
And the slaughtered black birds fell into the shining 
dust... 

He never talked about it: what for? Pain will not 
stop being pain, and guilt will not stop being guilt: 
Immortals do not forget. He wouldn't know and couldn't 
cry for them, but this song was like tears: no return. And 
nothing but sadness and bitter memory was present in 
her: neither hatred nor wrath. He played without feeling 
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pain in his fingers, without feeling anything, dissolving 
into this impossible music... 


..Gorthaur stood petrified on the threshold, 
afraid to breathe or move. He was enchanted by the 
voice of the strings, by the magic of the song. 

And in her there was a longing for flight, for the 
icy wind from above, for open wings - already 
impossible, you will never fly again... 

He saw only this pale, inspired face in the 
flickering of the stars - the face of the one who created 
this beautiful and painful spell, - without feeling that his 
heart almost stopped. He died and was born in this 
music that flew upwards in a fast spiral of stars, he lost 
himself - but that no longer scared him, nothing scared 
him anymore: that the heart couldn't take it - but the 
string couldn't break... 


The music suddenly fell silent on a high note, and 
the one who played, without opening his eyes, sat down 
in the armchair, his arms hanging down. His face was 
deathly pale, breathing almost inaudible, and Gorthaur 
was afraid that the one who created this could not 
continue to live - for this is the same as creating the 
world... He looked and did not recognize the familiar 
face. This was neither his Master nor his Lord - he was 
different and Gorthaur wouldn't know how to say his 
name now and even what came to his mind - whisper, the 
clink of ice, six muffled silver notes - Tennaeliayno, the 
wind that carries song of the stars in their palms - even 
that wasn't right. He wanted to get closer and couldn't. I 
wanted to call, but I didn't know how... 


“1 have seen your heart - and there is no 
sadder star or clearer flame... 
I saw your heart - and I dare not touch your hand, for I 
fear causing pain to the Heart of the 
World... 

I saw your heart - and in my spirit there are no 
more words than those I dared to utter - 

I saw your heart..." 

He saw neither the blood on the ropes nor the 
hands that shook with unbearable pain. He was standing 
on the threshold and repeating to himself: “I saw your 
heart...” - without realizing the moment he said it out 
loud. 

He turned to him, slowly, without opening his 

eyes. 
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“Orthenner...” 

It seems that he didn't want to speak out loud 
either - or perhaps he didn't have the strength; 
Normally, they didn't talk in thoughts. 

"You heard?.." 

“Yes, forgive me... I shouldn't have...” 

He forced himself to come closer - and lowered 
himself to the stone floor at his feet, even though he 
could have sat next to him. "What is her name?" 

He thought almost unconsciously about her, as if 
she were a living being, as if she were a woman. 

"Laiellinn". 

Song that takes you to the stars? - better 

Iyenellinn, Pain of the Star, which became a 

song... 

Shadow of a thought. 

Thought, similar to a pale smile - in response. 

“She also knows how to laugh...” 

Difficult to credit. 

“...1’m the one who doesn’t know.” 

Gorthaur lowered his head. 

“One day, you could...” 

The bloody hand rose as if he wanted to touch 
Maia's head - and fell again, without strength. 

"Sorry". 

“You...maybe...need to be alone...” 

And you will have the strength to leave, if... 

“Don’t go, Orthenner...” 

And two more words, almost inaudible. The 


- Lord of Warriors! - Hoarse the man and 
stretched out on the ground at Gorthaur's feet. Maia 
jumped up, instinctively gripping the hilt of her sword. 

- What?! What there was? 

- Artair... and Tavyo... both of them... 

He understood without explanation. 

- Where? 

- I... will show... 


The oldest - Artair - could be recognized only by 
his red clothes and hair: the sword blow cut his face. The 
expression of perplexity, pain and sadness remained on 
the youngest's face forever; two arrows with green 
feathers passed through the body: under the collarbone 
and through the heart. Gorthaur took out a wound, 
carefully, as if he feared causing pain. 
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- Barahir, - his voice sounded terrible. 

These two were his disciples, and Tavyo was still 
preparing to receive the warrior's sword. When a 
warrior dies - it is possible to come to terms with it; but 
this one - Big 
Darkness, almost a boy... 

Disciple. “For a short time you were my disciple.” 

Maia still held the arrow. 

- Old man knows? 

- No sir. 

- Tell them... no, I'll tell him myself. Then - bring 

the leader of the Orcs to me. 

He didn't need to explain anything, and Maia 
chose words at random. Looking at the ground, Vell said 
from the threshold: 

- I know. The brother is dead. Allow me to say 

goodbye to him. 

..They had collected them in the forest - little 
hungry ragamuffins, who looked scared at the Dark 
Warriors. Tavyo wanted to stay with Gorthaur - and he 
allowed it, seeing in the boy the future warrior. Vell 
stayed in Ast Ahe - the Master wanted, when he 
discerned in him the strange and bitter gift with which 
destiny presented him. But the separation became 
unbearable for the brothers. Thus Vell became a man of 
the Lord of Warriors. The quick and skittish Tavyo was 
probably more beloved than his silent and closed 
brother, but Gorthaur, without realizing it, became 
attached to both of them. And now one was dead and 
another was suffering. 

They were twins and they felt like one thing. And 
the one who survived thought - he is absolutely alone in 
the world, death has simply forgotten him. n 


..Gorthaur was somehow darkly marveling at 
Barahir; You could say he liked this leader of men who 
were outside the law, who knew how to be both 
irrationally courageous and coldly rational. They were 
somewhat alike, and often - when it came to Orc bands - 
they became almost allies. But now, overcome with 
anger and pain, Gorthaur did not want to remember 
that. Blood for blood? - okay, he will follow the law of 
revenge. The exiles take revenge for the death of their 
own, and they don't care who is in front of them, Orcs or 
Men; for them, both are servants of the Enemy. And why 
should he, Gorthaur the Cruel, have mercy on them and 
remember that they too, in their own way, fight for 
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good? “Forgive me, Master. I'm cruel and you know it. 
While you can subdue your own heart and put revenge 
aside, I can't. You are more powerful than me - you can 
forgive. I will not forgive. I know that's not what you 
taught me. I know you will say again that they are 
human. But wouldn't those they kill also be men? Boy, 
almost a boy... He was so happy that they looked at him 
as an equal, he wanted to protect him so much, and... 
Forgive him. If they left, I wouldn't continue the war. But 
now, there will be no mercy.” 

The voice of the Lord of Warriors is colder than 
eternal ice, his face is as still as a stone statue: 

- They must die. 

- I obey, Great... - the leader of the Orcs trembles 

under the Maia's severe gaze. 

- Do not touch women and children. He will 
respond with his own head. - Shadow of threat in the 
voice. 

- I obey... 

- Take Barahir alive. If you can't - bring his ring, - 
split the green-feathered arrow in two. - You 
understood? 

- Yes big. 

- Go. 


He was aware that what moves him now is more 
the desire to justify himself in the eyes of the Master 
than mercy; but even so he called Ereden - tall young 
man, with dark hair and light eyes, similar to the men of 
the house of Béor. The one listened respectfully, then 
said: 

- I'm glad you talk like that. Why... because even 
without your order I would try to take the women and 
children away from the Orcs. Even though you know 
what you are doing, Lord, by sending them into combat... 

Gorthaur nodded. 


... arn Aeluin, clear mirror created in those times 
when the world knew no evil. Tarn Aeluin, sacred pool 
whose waters were consecrated by Melian, lady of 
Doriath - so say men. Tarn Aeluin, its shores are the last 
hiding place of Barahir and those of his warriors who are 
still alive. 

Their wives and children disappeared - who 
knows what happened to them. They left? They're dead? 
Imprisoned? They themselves are like leaves in the wind, 
a little band of desperately brave men, for they have no 
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more life to lose. And the siege tightens more and more, 
like an indifferent hand on the neck. 

They called him Gorlim. After - Gorlim the 
Unhappy. He loved his wife, the beautiful Eilinel, very 
much; So, despite Barahir's prohibition, he sneaked to 
the deserted village where his house used to be... Did it 
seem to him - or did he really see the warm flame of the 
candle in the window? And his imagination soon drew 
her to a fragile, clear silhouette, desperate and 
motionless, listening attentively to the noises... He was 
about to shout her name when he heard dogs howling 
not far away. “Hounds of Morgoth... Flee from here, as 
quickly as possible, faster, to drive the evil away from 
her, to make them lose track!” Gorlim was already 
certain that he had actually seen his wife, he could not 
and did not want to believe that she was killed or 
imprisoned. 

Since then, longing has devoured him. 
Everywhere he saw her, the only one; the moonlight 
formed the clear shape of Eilinel, in the rustling of the 
grass he heard her steps, in the whisper of the wind, her 
voice... If only she were alive! He will do whatever is 
necessary to free her! These thoughts drove him crazy, 
and finally he made the insane decision... 


- Bring him. And leave us alone. 

The man was downcast. Now it was impossible to 
believe that this is one of Barahir's most courageous and 
merciless warriors: trembling hands, red eyes, pleading 
in his voice: 

- Will you do what I ask of you? 

-How will you pay? 

- I will show you where Barahir, son of Bregor, 

hides. 

Gorthaur smiled: 

- Whatever you ask - small will be the price of 

such betrayal. I will do. Speak. 


...Tarn Aeluin, clear mirror created in those times 
when the world knew no evil. Tarn Aeluin, sacred pool 
whose waters were consecrated by Melian, lady of 
Doriath - so say men. Tarn Aeluin, from now on there is 
blood on its banks, and birds of death fly over its 
waters... 


- ..You kept your promise. Now I will fulfill mine. 
What is your request? 
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- I want to have Eilinel back and never be 
separated from her again. I want you to give us both 
freedom. You swore! 

- And I will honor my word. Ereden! 

The minutes until the young man entered seemed 

like an eternity to Gorlim. 

- Ereden, this man is looking for his wife, Eilinel. 

The one lowered his head: 

- I don't know what happened to her, Lord. 

- AS?.. 

- She refused to run away. He said he will not 

leave his home. I never heard from her again. 

Gorthaur's face did not change, but Gorlim 

turned deathly pale. - ... There stood a woman. 

What happened to her? 

- Big, I swear I don't know! - howled the Orc, 

terrified. 

- Lie. It's dead. 

- No, no, I swear! Have mercy!.. 

- She's dead. And it was you who killed her. You 
disobeyed my order. I won't repeat it twice: you will pay 
with your life. 

- Not my fault! She... 

- Hanging, - said Maia, indifferently, turning to 
Gorlim. There was such deep despair on the man's face 
that in the Maia's spirit, against his will, compassion was 
born. But he remembered Tavyo's death-opened eyes 
and clenched his fists. He smiled crookedly. 

- I keep my word. At the Abode of the Dead you 
will find your Eilinel again and you will never be 
separated from her. Death sets you free, and death will 
be a lesser punishment for you than life. Do you want to 
see how the culprit of your unhappiness will die? 

- No... - whispered the man. - No, Cruel. You took 
everything from me - so take my life too. And I don't fear 
torture. 

Gorthaur involuntarily lowered his gaze: at this 
moment the man broken by pain and despair found the 
strength to carry himself with the grandeur of a king. 


Whether it was true that the spirit of the 
unfortunate Gorlim appeared to Beren, son of Barahir, or 
his heart advised him to return - who knows... Of his 
father's last men, he found none alive. He buried Barahir 
and followed the trail of the Orcs: they did not go far, 
finding that none of the Exiles survived, nor were there 
any guards, so Beren managed to get very close to the 
fire. 
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- Great job! The Cruel must reward us: we killed 

them all! 

- What does he need that ring for? - the leader of 
the Orcs weighed Barahir's ring in his palm. - Is there a 
lack of gold, by any chance? 

- He shouldn't be so greedy. 

- That's what I say. Let's do it like this: we'll say 
that in this man's hand... there was nothing. Did you 
understand? And the ring stays with me. 

Orcs laughed. And then Beren jumped from his 
hiding place, stabbed one of the Orcs, grabbed the ring 
and disappeared into the forest. The frightened Orcs 
didn't even pursue him. 


- Lord Gorthaur. 

- Vell... you? 

- I'm leaving. I can no longer follow him. You 

were cruel. 

- They killed your brother, my disciple! 

- You were unfair. And that ring is not for you, - 
the young man's face did not show any emotion. 

Gorthaur looked into his eyes. And he shuddered. 
“You are his disciple... The same look... Will he disown 
me too?” 

- Don't go, Vell... I ask... 

- | understand. I can't, forgive me. 


He himself went to Ast Ahe. Master was already 
waiting for him. Hundreds of times, Gorthaur imagined 
this conversation during the trip, and when he heard the 
bass: “Listen to me, Gorthaur...” - his nerves couldn't 
take it anymore. 

- Tell me I'm cruel? Of course, it's easy to talk 
about mercy and justice when your hands are clean, 
because others fight and die for you! 

He stopped, realizing the meaning of his own 
words. Melkor slowly passed his hand over his face, as if 
trying to collect his thoughts, but he did not respond and 
walked away, limping. 

- Master, forgive me! - shouted Gorthaur 
desperately. Vala didn't respond. Apparently he didn't 
even hear it. 


There was no longer any place for him in Ast Ahe. 
Just as then, hundreds of years ago, he did not dare face 
the Master - but now it was all his fault. He began to 
avoid people, especially those who saw the truth, who 
recorded everything, for fear of meeting again a look so 
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similar to the Master's and hearing: “I cannot follow you. 
You were unfair.” 

If he were human, they would say about him: “He 
is looking for death”, so desperately did he lead his 
warriors into battle. And now he had neither armor, nor 
helmet, nor shield; but it seemed that something greater 
than warrior skill protected him. And more than the 
Noldor, more than the Orcs, he now hated himself. He 
himself became like the werewolves of Tol-inGaurhoth - 
Isle of Wolves, of the fortress that had once been called 
Minas-Tirith, and his eyes, like the eyes of a cornered 
beast, glowed with despair and devouring hatred. 


-Gorthaur... 

- Vell? You?.. - grimace in pain. - Why are you 

here? 

- The Master sent me. He wants to see you. 

- So that... - he choked on the last sounds of the 

word and exhaled with difficulty. - 
They need me here. 

- You did not understand. He wants to talk to you. 

- No! I don't want to... I can't... Tell him whatever 

you want - I can't, understand? - the eyes of 
Maia begged. 

Vell shook his head: 

- I don't know how to lie. 

- He... probably despises me... - Maia's voice 

lowered to a whisper. 

- No. But you hurt him painfully. It's not him 

saying it - it's me. You were cruel, Gorthaur. 

Maia clenched her fists so hard that her fingers 
turned white. The man was silent for a long time, then 
asked: 

- What to say to him? What will be your answer 

For an instant, Gorthaur wanted to scream: “I'm 
going, right now, now! Say what you want, any 
punishment - it doesn't matter, just get forgiveness!..” 

- No. I can't. Not now. Maybe, after... - he 

lowered his head and repeated. - No. 


When winter came, and the first unmelting snow 
fell on the rock-like land, hard times began for any living 
creature that was hunted by its enemies. But the animal 
or bird has a den or a nest, and not all wolves in the 
forest hunt the same deer. And Beren, son of Barahir, 
had no place where he could rest, and Orcs pursued him 
through the forests with more insistence and cruelty 
than any pack of wolves. They weren't in a big hurry, 
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they must have thought that the lonely exile had 
nowhere to go. He hadn't slept properly for a long time 
and hadn't eaten until he was full. He hadn't warmed 
himself by the fire for many days, fearing that he would 
betray the places where he spent the night. And despite 
this, he remained a dangerous enemy. Not a day passed 
without the Orcs losing one or two of their band. And 
more and more they wanted to annihilate or imprison 
him. And it is unlikely that Gorthaur or the Lord of 
Angband would see him afterwards. 

Winter came, and it became very difficult to hide. 
The treacherous snow exposed all their footprints, and 
the noose of the siege inevitably tightened. But he still 
didn't want to leave this place. Here was his father's 
tomb, and Beren initially decided that it would be best to 
die alongside him in one last fight. Mar was the easiest 
of all, and he still wanted revenge. And to do that, I 
needed to survive. Survive to take revenge. He didn't 
think anything about either the Enemy or the Cruel, that 
was far away. And the evil that walks alongside - Orcs. 
Kill as many as possible, kill them all - that's how he 
imagined this revenge. 

He made a final bow at his father's tomb. He 
gritted his teeth, without wiping away his angry tears. “I 
will come back, father,” he said, “I will come back.” He 
still didn't imagine how he would survive, how he would 
take revenge - he was young and strong, and he didn't 
think about difficulties. Among the men of his land, 
rumors had long spread about the hidden city of 
Gondolin, stronghold of King Turgon, Morgoth's worst 
enemy. In fact, these rumors seemed more like ancient 
legends, and Turgon himself was described as a wizard 
and giant twice as tall as a man, whose gaze scatters 
enemies. They said that when the time comes, the king 
will go to war with his magical army and defeat the 
Enemy. Although they also said that the road to Gondolin 
is closed to Men; but perhaps fate will have mercy on 
Beren?.. Perhaps he will be able to find Gondolin... 

He continued persistently towards the mountains, 
climbing higher and higher, passing through forests and 
snow-covered meadows, until finally, one rosy morning, 
he saw the mist of the pass over his head. The Orcs had 
not pursued him for a long time - perhaps they feared 
the mountains, perhaps they had lost the trail. There was 
no way back, and what lies ahead, in the mountains? 

The day was dark, pearly, and it didn't hurt to 
look at the dim, dim sun. There was no wind. In the 
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strange silence one could only hear Beren's heavy 
breathing, as he climbed the icy rocks stripped by the 
wind towards the pass. He didn't notice that he was 
staining them with his own blood - his legs and arms 
were scratched until they couldn't anymore, his shoes 
were in tatters, he was almost barefoot. The most 
important thing is to get to the gap between the two 
black canines. How he got there, he didn't even 
remember. He didn't feel himself - neither pain nor 
tiredness. He hid in a crack in the stone, wrapped 
himself in his fur cloak, and sank into a heavy, dreamless 
sleep almost at once. 

He woke up because of the cold. The sensation 
was of being trapped in a narrow stone coffin, and 
instead of a lid, a piece of black ice with stars frozen 
inside. He got up, knowing that if he fell asleep, he 
would die. After wrapping his feet in pieces of his cloak 
and rubbing his face with snow, Beren was ready to 
continue on his way. The winter night was about to end. 
The colors of the sky at that time were strong, and its 
borders were not blurred - the golden and red ravine of 
dawn ripped through the sky in the east, covering the 
white peaks ahead with blood, in the west the sky took 
on tones of obsidian. It seemed to him that he could 
touch the stars with his hand - this for some reason 
amused Beren, and the cold of the night released him. 

He thought Gondolin must be there, in the 
southwest, where a peak rose above all the mountains, 
the first to welcome the sun. It was far, but Beren didn't 
count the miles on the way. He just headed there. 

He walked - persistently, already losing hope but 
not wanting to admit it. The mountains were cruel - no 
wood for the fire, no food. What I was carrying was 
about to end. He hardly slept, for fear of freezing. Now 
he was scarier than any Orc - thin, with a shaggy beard, 
- only the clear eyes, apparently, remained on the 
darkened, frost-burned face. Why was he still walking, 
what guided him? Instinct? Custom?.. He walked. One 
morning, when he saw the golden peak again, he jumped 
like crazy and shouted as if someone could hear him: 

- Turgon! Turgon! Where is it? Help me! Turgon! 

But only the echo answered him. And then he sat 
down in the snow and began to cry without tears. 
“Gondolin... There is no Gondolin at all. No. And the 
Elves don't care. Stories for idiots! Damn!” 

Perhaps, another would give in to fate after this 
and, falling asleep, pass imperceptibly from sleep to 
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death - but not Beren. Now he wanted to live even more. 
Against the will of all of them. Non-existent Gondolin, 
Elves, Orcs. To the south. After all, these mountains 
must end somewhere! She 

- we will see. 

After crushing the last frozen chunk of meat with 
a stone and swallowing the ice-like mass with difficulty, 
Beren advanced. There were no mountains beyond the 
last pass. Last effort. And there, up there, he will be able 
to see where to go. 

Behold, he is at the highest point of the pass. 
Below - nothing. Nothing from top to bottom. Milky 
white fog, milky white sky melt into one nothingness, 
and somewhere there, perhaps in the sky, perhaps 
somewhere else - there is no meaning in the word 
“where” - the blind eye of the sun looks at him, cold and 
dirty blur the color of fish bellies. 

Behind - death. In front - what? Despite 
everything, hope. Beren was not afraid of danger - 
almost his entire life, from birth, was a game with death. 
But these dangers were common and known. And here 
was something different. It wasn't simply fog, he felt it. 
He didn't know what was there, whether it was hostile or 
not, but it was unknown, and therefore terrible... Beren, 
son of Barahir, took a step and entered the fog. 

He held his breath, as if he were diving. It was on 
a slope and he tried, for a long time, to keep his head 
higher, as if he were afraid of drowning in the fog. One 
thought wouldn't leave him alone: where did this winter 
fog come from? For another second, he looked out over 
the gelatinous sea of ethereal currents. The next step 
sank him into the blind abyss. Reaching out with his 
hand, he couldn't see his own fingers, and Beren got 
scared, tried to step back, but slipped and rolled down. 
He managed to stop with difficulty, then got up and tried 
to see what was around him. Anything. Panic overcame 
him and he threw himself back up. It didn't seem to have 
gone very far, but where does it end? Where is the end 
of the fog? He lost his sense of place and distance. 
Dread, cold and sticky, seemed to crawl through his 
body. Trap. He will drown in the fog. Beren felt as if he 
was out of breath. He controlled himself with difficulty, 
he bent down, exhausted. I was shaking. His legs weren't 
supporting him. But the mind has already calmed down, 
looking for a way out. And Beren got up and went 
forward, downwards - for to return meant to die. In the 
mist, opaque white mist was hidden from Gondolin. It 
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didn't reveal itself to him. There was no hope back there. 
But ahead there still remains, the one that consoles the 
desperate. 

He felt neither hungry nor cold, nor did he feel 
the passage of time. There was nothing but Beren. And 
the path took him to lower and lower altitudes, and 
Beren began to think that there will be no end, until his 
hand touches the heart of Arda. And then he will die. 
Strange idea. Why will you die? Perhaps, this heart is 
like those legendary gems of light that burn the flesh of 
the mortal who touches them? His thoughts were weak 
and distant, as if he was already beginning to forget 
what was, and stopped thinking about the future - 
everything was immutable, and where was. this 
everything? There was nothing - just Bern. And maybe 
he wasn't walking, but just taking steps in the same 
place, and it will be like that until the End of Time? 

He walked, without counting the time, until he 
heard a sound and came to. More correctly, it wasn't 
even a sound. It was a sensation, like the one after the 
sudden dull beat of a huge drum, but there was no sound 
itself. He suddenly saw that he was at the bottom of a 
valley, or rather, it dawned on him that it was like that. 
If the valley floor were the base for the ringstone, he 
would say it is in the lower phase of a smoky crystal 
ringstone. But he could walk. The bottom was visible, 
very flat, like a well-made road. Grayish black 
background, grayish black walls of fog lighten at the top, 
filling with the sad and opaque glow of ancient silver. 

In Beren's spirit, there was no fear left. He got 
used to the fact that everything was wrong here, and he 
no longer tried to understand. He looked forward to 
what would come next. 

And then the contours of the valley shook, losing 
their clarity. One of the walls was filled with blind black, 
another glowed with unbearable whiteness. And 
something countless began. In the clouds of black and 
white a movement began, and at the same time Beren 
did not hear - he felt strange sounds with his spirit. 
There were moans, cries, melodies that died at birth, 
because in them there was no strength to exist, there 
was no base, no essence. Being born and dying 
simultaneously, falling apart, the forms perished, and 
screams of death and groans of agony accompanied this 
non-birth. The walls were getting closer and Beren 
thought, with horror, if it won't swallow him, won't it 
crush him? There was nowhere to run. He closed his 


The Black Book of Arda 


eyes and fell face down. This did not matter to Beren, 
son of Barahir. It coursed through him, gushed and 
coiled around him. 

Black and white curled into a spiral, penetrating 
each other, and Beren noticed, surprised, that when they 
mixed they did not generate gray. The waves swayed 
with all the joyful colors of the world, and what had once 
seemed like ear-harming dissonance coalesced into a 
melody of divine beauty that lifted Beren and made his 
heart beat fast. He didn't understand anything, but he 
would never again feel the same happiness that filled 
him at that moment. Beauty and wonder were born from 
the union of black and white. The strangest thing was 
that, when they came together, they did not lose their 
essence, completing and elevating each other. 

Suddenly, a sharp howl ripped through the 
melody, the black and white separated abruptly, tearing 
into blood, with screams of agony, a howl in which the 
melody died, coagulating like poisoned blood. Everything 
was perishing, exploding, becoming saturated with fierce 
hatred. And there where with thick blood, with cries the 
only one was torn, the gray one appeared. Shapeless like 
a ball of tentacles, Aquilo crawled toward Beren. The 
horror that flooded his entire being tried to give some 
definition to this creature, to know what to expect from 
it. And the beast began to take the form of a hideous 
spider-like creature. Crooked, sharp claws moved 
hungrily, and greenish saliva dripped onto the ground. 
Eight red eyes stared into the man's pale face. And then 
he felt the hilt of the sword in his hand... And the beast 
stood still, sniffing the danger emanating from the prey. 
And with a desperate scream, Beren threw himself 
towards the creature. She was apparently used to easy 
prey, and this attack confused her. And he struck, struck 
the eyes, the hard, thorny paws, broke the claws, and the 
greenish blood of the beast dripped onto him, burning 
him... 

He stood next to the shapeless mound of gray- 
green flesh, only now feeling eerily tired. But he couldn't 
allow himself to fall here, into nothingness. I couldn't 
die. He didn't dare. t And, staggering, he walked, seeing 
nothing, only to get out of here... 


He didn't remember how he ended up here. About 
how he arrived at this peaceful forest, at the crystal 
clear stream. A vague memory about arms, about a 
strange flight... That was probably a delusion. And 
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everything that happened too. He didn't want to 
remember. 

Here it was the beginning of summer, the forest 
was full of animals and fruits. In the first few weeks, 
Beren only ate and slept, recovering. Soon he became 
the same as before in appearance, but in his spirit - he 
felt it, - something changed. He began to see the 
beauty... 

One day he awoke in tears and distraught, having 
heard the Music: not that which lifted him into the valley 
of black crystal, but painfully still. And Beren, unable to 
stop her, walked towards het... 

He approached silently, like an animal, fearing 
that he would frighten the one who was singing. A 
strange longing gently squeezed his heart. She was 
sitting on a small hill, covered in golden stars of flowers 
he didn't recognize, in a dress as blue as the sky, and her 
hair looked like a shadow of the forest. She herself was 
all sparkles and shadows, and from time to time it 
seemed to her that she was just a beautiful delirium, an 
illusion. But she existed - she sang. What betrayed him? 
He hadn't moved. Perhaps she had sensed his thoughts, 
heard how his heart beats - for him, the beats filled the 
world from the depths to the unbelievable heights; his 
breathing had quickened. Maybe his breathing had 
betrayed him. The song stopped. For an instant he saw 
the divinely beautiful face - alive, which awakened in his 
memory that melody that entered his heart in the valley 
of the black crystal. He gave a startled cry and 
disappeared - as if he had dissolved into glows and 
shadows, scattered in a joyful chaos of sounds... Beren 
stood still. The world around became dark and colorless. 
He realized - she was afraid of him. Why? He didn't do 
anything bad, he didn't want anything - just for this to 
continue, don't go away... He forgot everything - 
revenge, father, Orcs... They simply hadn't existed. 
There was the song called... There was no name. Song. 
Song only. 

He lowered himself heavily to the bank of the 
stream. It seemed to him that everything was over... He 
looked at his own reflection for a long time. Strange - he 
thought for the first time if he is handsome. Beren was of 
the house of Béor - tall, dark-haired, and light-eyed. He 
was over thirty, and he was no longer a kid - a man at 
the height of his strength and youth. The hard life made 
her body strong and slender... But would that be enough 
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for her to lower herself to talk to him?... She was afraid. 
But I couldn't forget the Song. 

He was looking for her. He saw her many times - 
from afar, but he never managed to get closer than a 
hundred paces - she would run away and take the Song 
away. Only footprints remained - little golden stars from 
the flowers, and in the songs of the nightingales at night 
you could hear the same spell as in her voice. And in his 
heart he gave the Song a name - Tintviel. 

It happened that he saw her again. In the spring, 
after the unbearable gray winter. For some reason he 
thought - if he can't hold the Song now - he will never 
see it. And she sang, and the starflowers bloomed 
beneath her feet. The Song filled him, the Song guided 
him, and, like a word from the Song, he cried out: - 
Tintviel! 

She fell silent, but the Song continued to sound - 
while he looked into her bright eyes and saw her 
beautiful face, while her thin white hands lay in his 
calloused palms... And then she disappeared again - as if 
back to being shadow and sparkles once again... 

- Tintiviel... - he said in hopeless sadness. Black 

despair came over him, and 
Beren fell to the ground as if dead... 

Daughter of Thingol, mighty king of Doriath, 
Luthien sat beside Beren, unconscious, studying his face. 

“What is in this man? Why attracts me so much? 
Simple mortal... What a face... It's beautiful, but aren't 
the lords of the Elves more beautiful? Beautiful - but so 
cold in its perfection... Like a song that has been sung so 
many times that it has become too familiar... And here - 
a vague presentiment of a song that has not yet been 
born, of a Song that will sound different every time that 
is sung Will z . Is this song for me? Will I be able to 
understand your words, in the words of mortals?” | 

And Luthien bent over her still face, and the first 
word of the Song tasted bitter. And Beren opened his 
eyes and said: 

- Tinuviel... Don't go away, please, my 

Nightingale, my Song - don't go away... 

- Who are you? I don't know your name, and you 

somehow found out mine... 

- I am Beren, son of Barahir of the house of Béor. 

- I haven't heard anything about you, but I've 

been told about Béor. Won't you go away? 

- No, never. For what? Where will I go? 

- Do not go... 
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They wandered together through the forests. 
Luthien appeared every day, and Beren was already 
waiting for her - with flowers or fruits, and they stayed in 
the shade of the forest and drank together the water 
from the streams - like the bride and groom drink wine 
at the wedding of men... 

Thus they composed the great Song of the 
Children of Arda. In these brief weeks, Beren learned 
more than even the wisest among men knew. And 
Luthien, listening to him, marveled more and more at 
mortals, with such short lives, but with a spirit that flies. 
And for the first time she was afraid: he would die, and 
she - she would continue to live. He seemed so 
defenseless, so easy to hurt, that he wanted to hug him, 
protect him with his own body from the entire world... 
From his father. She sensed Thingol's wrath, but she no 
longer feared it. 

..When she was taken to her father like a 
criminal, Thingol was surprised at the change that came 
over his daughter. She was more powerful than him now. 

- Daughter, think for yourself - you are secretly 
meeting a miserable mortal! You dishonor your and my 
name. Think, what will they say about you? 

- Can a conversation with someone worthy 
dishonor? And I don't care what they say about us, Dad. 
See - I'm not ashamed to talk about him in front of 
everyone. And I'm not ashamed to tell everyone that I 
love him. 

Thingol gritted his teeth. His beautiful face 
blazed with fury - his subjects lowered their heads to 
avoid meeting the king's unbearable gaze. She had 
always feared her father's wrath, but now he was the 
first to look away. 

- I will kill him. Filthy little man, mortal bastard! 
And his rough hands touched you! Great Valar, what a 
shame! What humiliation! It would be better for the 
Enemy to meet you than for him! And he really is a 
servant of the enemy! Find him! Search with dogs and 
drag that trash here! 

- Father! - Luthien shouted. - I swear - touch it 
and before the throne of the King of the World I will 
deny my kinship with you! 

- What?.. - shouted Thingol, but Melian's hand fell 

on his arm. 

a€ceYoua€ ™re not right,a€ she said calmly. - Why 
disgrace yourself with the hunt unworthy of a great lord, 
a man - not a simple man, from a noble family! Give your 
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word as a king that you will do nothing to him, and 
summon him to your trial. You are the king in your land, 
be fair. And remember 
that he crossed the Siege. That destiny that takes you is 
not in my hands. 
Thingol lowered his head. After a long silence, he 
replied silently: 
- Let it be so. I won't do anything to you. Bring 
him, even if it is by force! 


Luthien brought him herself - as an honored 
visitor, like an elven king or prince. But the brightness of 
Thingol's court intimidated Beren, and he stood, pale 
and frightened, under the scornful gazes of the noble 
Elves. “And this one dared to touch my daughter’s hand? 
- thought Thingol bitterly. - Won’t you be punished for 
this?” 

- Who are you, Mortal, who arrives here like a 
thief and, uninvited, dares to approach my throne? 

Luithien began to speak, trying to defend Beren: 

- This is Beren, son of Barahir, and his house... 

- Let Beren speak! What brings you here, 
unhappy Mortal, and why did you leave your land to 
enter this one, which is forbidden to those of your kind? 
Can you give me one reason why my power should not 
fall upon you in heavy punishment for your insolence and 
folly? 

- I have come, - emphasized Beren, - for my 
destiny has brought me here through perils such as few 
of the elven race would face. And here I discovered what 
I had no hope of finding, but which I now want to 
possess forever, for it is above all gold and all silver, and 
surpasses all precious stones. Neither rock, nor steel, 
nor the fire of Morgoth, nor all the powers of the elven 
kingdoms will be able to keep me from this treasure. For 
among the Creations of the World there is none more 
beautiful than Luthien. 

Melian barely had time to hold her husband's 
arm: he was about to kill Beren in the throne room itself, 
but he began to speak calmly and measuredly, but this 
calm voice inspired horror: 

- You deserved death with those words; and you 
would have found her if I had not sworn an oath. Which I 
regret, wretched Mortal, who crept into Doriath like a 
serpent, as servant of Morgoth! 

Beren was furious; he began to speak - first in a 
low voice, with suppressed fury, then he raised his voice, 
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and it seemed to have grown louder, and not even 
Thingol could bear the brightness of his eyes. 

- Are you threatening to kill me? I have often seen 
her much closer than I see you, king. Kill me, if your 
honor allows it! But don't you dare offend me! See that 
ring? King Finrod handed him over to my father on the 
battlefield, to a wretched Mortal who fought for you 
immortals. And this ring not only gives me the right to 
speak like this to you, who live in peace in a magical 
fence, but also to demand reparation for your insults! We 
men too often shed our blood in the fight against the 
Enemy, not only defending ourselves, but also paying 
with our lives for the tranquility of immortals. And no 
one, even a king of the Elves, will I allow to call me a 
servant of the Enemy! 

Melian bowed to her husband and whispered 
something. Thingol looked at Ltthien, then addressed 
Beren again: 

- I see the ring, son of Barahir. But I also 
understand that he is proud and that he considers 
himself a powerful warrior. But the father's deeds, and 
even if the service had been rendered to me, that would 
not give him the right to demand my daughter's hand, as 
he has done now. Listen then! I also desire a treasure 
that is not given to me, that which is guarded by rock 
and steel and fire of Morgoth; I wish to possess it against 
all the powers of the elven kingdoms. I heard him say 
that challenges like these don't intimidate him. Then 
follow your path! Bring in my hand a Silmaril of 
Morgoth's crown, and then, if she wishes, Luthien may 
hold her hand. Only then will you have my jewel; and 
even if Arda's fate lies within the Silmarils, it will be a 
small price to pay! 

Beren laughed, maliciously and bitterly: 

- For a low price the elven kings sell their 
daughters: they exchange them for precious ornaments! 
So let it be so. I will return, king, and my hand will be 
holding an Iron Crown Silmaril. And know: this is not the 
last time you see Beren, son of Barahir! 


...He almost regretted the promise given. Then, 
before the throne of Thingol, he was sure that he will do 
everything. Now the thought of the road to Angband 
almost scared him. There was only one hope left. Finrod. 
Beren was convinced that the lord of Nargothrond would 
not deny him a request. He didn't allow himself to doubt 
that for a moment - but he couldn't forget Thingol's 
words... And still, he continued. 
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With each step, the feeling of alert eyes became 
clearer; He sensed with an almost animal scent that they 
were watching him. And then he stopped, raised his arm 
with the ring that shone brightly in the sun's rays, and 
shouted: 

- Iam Beren, son of Barahir and friend of King 

Finrod Felagund! I want to see the king!.. 


- ...Lord, listen to me... 

Beren spoke for a long time. He told about 
everything: about his father's death, about his endless 
wanderings, about Doriath... Finrod was silent; he didn't 
even seem to be listening to the Man, his thoughts were 
far away. And Beren understood: there is no more hope. 

- My lord Finrod Felagund, - said Beren, bitterly, - 
the father's deeds will not pay for his son's request. In 
this Thingol was right. You swore to my father, not to 
me. Here is your ring, sir; I return the pledge of your 
oath. I believe that your word is worth more than jewels 
and... 

- I kept on saying, Beren, son of Barahir, - in an 

unexpectedly resolute manner disse Finrod. 

- No sir! Thingol sent me to my death. 

Finrod smiled sadly: 

- I also know love, Beren. And so I will go with 

you. 

..Then King Felagund spoke before his people, 
recalling the deeds of Barahir and his vow, and the 
deeds of Beren. And Celegorm, who at that time lived 
with his brother Curufin among the Eldar of 
Nargothrond, arose and drew his sword; and said like 
this: 

- Neither law, nor love, nor any power of sorcery, 
nor a pact with Darkness will defend from the hatred of 
the children of Féanaro anyone who takes or finds a 
Silmaril and guards it, whether friend or foe, demon of 
Morgoth, Elda or son of Men. For only the house of 
Féanaro can claim the Silmarils until the end of time! 

And when he fell silent, Curufin took the floor. 
And he foretold a great war, and the fall of Nargothrond, 
if there should be one among the Eldar who would be 
willing to give aid to the Mortal. And those who 
remembered the words which Féanaro spoke to the 
people of the Noldor, saw in him a true son of the Spirit 
of Fire, and he led many to his side. 

Then Finrod took off his silver crown and threw it 

at his feet. 
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- Now you have broken your vows of loyalty to 
your king, - he said, furious, - but my oath, I will fulfill. 
But if there is one among you who has not fallen under 
the shadow of the curse of the Noldor, he must follow 
me, so that a king will not be forced to leave here like a 
beggar who is driven from the gates! 

Then there were ten who stood by him, and their 
leader was called Edrahil. And Orodreth, Finrod's 
younger brother, then received the silver crown from the 
King of Nargothrond, and swore to preserve it until the 
king's return. 


- Findarato... 

- Yes? - the king turned - perhaps a little more 
abruptly than he should have: almost no one called him 
that. The name is what's left of that, another life. And if 
Edrahil addressed him like that, the conversation will be 
serious. 

- Findarato, I owe you a lot. When I came back... - 
a vague gesture towards the north, - you welcomed me. 
He didn't ask what happened to me. He didn't ask how I 
got out of there. 

- I've known you for too long, Edrahil. I thought - 
it's painful to remember. And then, I believe in you. 

- Believe it... believe it?! Findarato... - his look 
was strange, restless. - Findarato, I didn’t run away from 
there! 

- Quieter , - said Finrod with tension in his voice. - 

They will listen to us. 

- Us?.. - Edrahil smiled bitterly. - Thank you, my 
king. I must tell you... I... everything was different there. 
Very different. I... king, I swore an oath to him. 

- He who? 

Edrahil pointed north again. 

- Oath? - repeated Finrod, in syllables. 

- Findarato, my king, it is nothing like you think! I 

didn't betray him... 

He nervously clicked his fingers. 

“How to tell him, Findarato, my king... how to 
describe his eyes... how to explain that everything there 
seems different....” 


..He removed his eyelids with difficulty - 
everything floated before his eyes, and the face of the 
one who bent over him changed, enveloped in a 
trembling light - this is probably how the faces of the 
Ainur must be... He only saw the eyes clearly . Clear 
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eyes - like two bitter stars. He didn't know where he was 
or what had happened to him. I didn't even realize I was 
in pain. Maybe because she was everywhere. 

A voice came to him from afar, speaking in a 
strange language. Beautiful voice. Like a river. Or is it 
really a river that flows - slow, dark, like black crystal... 
river... 

- He remembered? 

Now the voice was addressing him, and the 

language was Quenya, pronounced so cleanly and 

correctly that... 

Either this is Valinor, and he is in the Mansions of 
Mandos, and the one bent over him is the Lord of Fate 
himself... who knows how a fleshless soul sees him... but 
how it can hurt then... or this is only the memory of the 
pain that no longer exists... yes, it must not disappear for 
good... - Namo... 

The lips do not obey, there is no voice. 

- Don't move too much. 

- I died?.. 

- You won't die. 

Yes, of course... a spirit cannot die... only the 
body is mortal... it will no longer die... and now the pain 
is lessening... 

In a last effort, he tried to remain in the vague 
limit of consciousness, without looking away from those 
eyes, as if he were trying to decipher his own destiny in 
them, and darkness enveloped him, and the eyes turned 
into stars... 


Opening your eyes... how difficult the task of 

opening your eyes is... 

- Are you awake, Elda? 

No, it's not the same voice... It's a rougher 

pronunciation - unknown. 

Man. 

- What happened to me? Where am I? 

- You were seriously injured, - explained the man 
with compassion. - And where it is... maybe it's better if 
you don't even know now. 

Dark hair, brown eyes, brunette. Wide face. Not 
from the Edain, of course. And dressed in black. 

- I remember. The combat, - Elfo frowned, trying 
to remember. - Orcs. Then some men. In black. Then - a 
strong light, like lightning. After... 1 don't remember. 
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- You were injured, - repeated the man. - They 
collected him and brought him here. They took 
care of you. 
- So I wasn't... dying? 
- I would die, - a small smile. - That was close. 
- Who treated me? Why? And where am I? - 
insisted the Elf. 
- Do you treat the injured in any other way? Okay, 
the place where it is is called Ast Ahe. 

And? 
- I don't understand. Never heard of it. 
- Of course, - a bitter 


smile, - you use 
another name. - It is 
like? 


The man was thoughtful, then asked: 

- Would you like to see the one who cured you? 

- Clear! 

“At least something will be clarified!..” 

- Let's go. I think you can get up now. 

- At least tell me how long I've been here? 

- About ten days... - the man rubbed his chin, 
thoughtfully. - Maybe it shouldn't be like that, right 
away... but it's okay. Let's go. 


There was only one thing he was certain of, which 
had never been here before. The men he met on the way, 
all in black, some armed, respectfully bowed to their 
guide. High position, probably, or noble family. By 
appearance, to tell the truth, it's not even noticeable. But 
where could he be? 

Only one idea came to mind, but he kicked it out - 
nonsense, even children know what it's like there... But 
then where?... 


...First he saw the eyes, and only then did he pay 
attention to the face. And he was terrified. He couldn't 
allow himself to believe it, but only one could look like 
this. But this is impossible! 

- Edrahil? 

The same voice... Mighty Valar, but how... 

He almost fell. 

- Sit down. 

He didn't notice who pushed a low carved 
armchair towards him, the legs refusing to serve him. 
Too close - impossible clear eyes. 
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- Did you recognize it? I shouldn't let him see... I 
would still think that I am the Lord of Destiny and I 
would think that everything was a delusion. 

- Angamando... - shortness of breath. 

- That's what you call it. Difficult? Would you like 

to leave? 

Elfo nodded. 

- Findarato will give you shelter, - said the one 
with the clear eyes thoughtfully. - Well... in return I will 
ask you only one thing. 

- What?.. - Edrahil didn't recognize his voice. 

- You must swear that you will not raise arms 

against the Northmen. Against the Fortress. Elfo 

shook his head: 

- I... I swear I will kill any Orc... 

- Did I say something about Orcs? - interrupted 

with gentle insistence the one with the clear 

eyes. - I talked about 
Men. About those who saved you, who took care of you. 

- And you? - the Elf himself didn't really know 

what he was asking about. 

- I only healed the wounds. I don't rush it; Of 
course you should think carefully. If you want, you can 
stay. If you swear - go in peace. 

- Stay... as your slave? 

The one with the light eyes shrugged: 

- Nonsense. Like one of us. 

- Fight... against my people? Do you understand 

what you offer me?! 

- There are not only warriors here. Men of books 
and healing, minstrels and bards, masters of metal and 
rock, star tellers... 

“A trap? I do not understand..." 

- Think. No matter what you answer, you may not 
worry for your life. And, - he smiled crookedly, - there is 
no torture here. 

- I... I'll think. 


- ...I didn't betray him! I swore not to raise the 
sword against Men and against... Forgive me. Against 
him. I couldn't do it. Even if there was no oath. He 
healed me, understand, king... Even though I myself 
don't understand almost anything. And the Orcs... I 
fought them, you saw it yourself. Maybe I really am a 
traitor. Or perhaps we simply know too little. I thought - 
he lies. I didn't understand just why; could have killed 
me right there. Or - you know what they say: spells, the 
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mind dominated by his power... And then I suddenly 
understood - he wasn't lying, and I'm free. I will not 
break that oath not because I have been bewitched: 
because that would be vile. 

- Why did you tell me that? - Finrod was 

thoughtful. - I could remain silent. 

- You are my King. We, perhaps, continue in 
search of death, and you must know who will stand by 
your side in combat. 

- Strange... - said Finrod quietly; and repeated: - 

Strange... 

- Only... if it's a spell... I ask you, Findarato: if you 
see that it awakened in me - kill me. I ask you this while 
I am still me. 

- I promise, Edrahil. 


He didn't understand until the end what was 
happening. There was only the frightening and strange 
feeling of his own fragility, as if he were standing naked 
in the freezing wind on an endless plain, looking into the 
face of the mercilessly beautiful sun in ice fog - infinitely 
strange and terrible. So it happened when he looked into 
Gorthaur's face. It was terrible not because it was 
repulsive and monstrous; it was terribly beautiful - there 
was something in it so strange and incomprehensible 
that Beren, enchanted, could not take his eyes off it - it 
attracted him with the same inevitability as the fire that 
calls the moths of the night. And to his inner gaze, this 
pink, as if barely washed with blood, sun was visible over 
the plain enveloped in a snowstorm, where there was no 
life, and for some reason he called in his heart the 
distant light of this pale sun of smile of a god. Indifferent 
smile of a god. And his eyes saw - King Finrod, the pride 
of despair, still as a statue, looking straight into the eyes 
of the Cruel. It seemed like there was no greater silence 
in the world, and there was none that hurt more. 
Something was happening, something was _ flying 
invisible in the air, and no one could move - not the Orcs, 
not the Elves... The visions were mute and silent, despite 
him feeling taste and smell, heat and ice... 

...Blood gushed onto the white, eternally white 
snow, and the god's smile twisted in unbearable 
suffering and fury. And far away they began to sing low, 
dull voices, sad and slow, and the moan flew like a 
shadow over the chaos, and a terrible, cruel beauty rose 
above Black and White. The Night embraced the world 
with its sad black wings, and the sun turned into a red 
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ember, the bloodied heart of the world. And a Song of 
divine beauty united the Red, the Black and the White, 
and was filled with so much longing and sadness, that 
Beren lost all sense of place. Everything disappeared in 
the night, and the Song shimmered like a bright star... 
As in a dream he saw among the pieces of the torn 
delirium - Finrod falls slowly, and helplessly lowers his 
head, and with the same slowness, the Cruel limply lets 
fall the arms, in an infinite gesture. And the wings of 
Night embraced Beren. 

..The cold darkness of the underground, barely 
dispelled by the light of the lamp that released smoke. 
They were all here - Finrod and the other Elves, and 
himself - Beren, son of Barahir. Powerless, chained to 
the wall by long chains, handcuffed. The heavy air was 
oppressive. The world ended here. There was nothing 
and no one left. And everything was a delirium - and the 
Silmaril, and the desperate oath... And it doesn't exist, 
because the Song doesn't exist. There is only waiting for 
death. Despair. 

Every now and then, after the repulsive creak of 
the rusty door, an Orc would appear and bring some 
food - Beren didn't remember what exactly. He only 
remembered that Finrod refused a good half of his 
portion. He said that Elves tolerate hunger better than 
men. But Beren no longer understood what to live for... 

From time to time another Orc came - Beren 
initially took him for a werewolf, he wore a helmet 
similar to a wolf's head with teeth showing and shiny 
stones in his eye sockets. He was taking one of the 
prisoners away. Nobody returned. And then King Finrod 
groaned dully, and Beren bit his lips. 


- Edrahil. Listen to me. I need you to tell us the 
destination of your trip. 

- You're wrong, Cruel: I'm not a traitor. 

- Think: I promise to give you freedom, if... 

- I - believe in your promises?! After you killed my 
brothers? 

Gorthaur smiled without joy: 

- They are all alive. This is the law, and I cannot 
disobey it. You will see them. 

- Yes, in the Mandos Mandos! 

- You would be released anyway, because... 
Edrahil laughed bitterly. 

- Listen, but you believed him - why don't you 
want to believe me now? 
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The Elf was silent and then, looking into the 
Maia's eyes, he replied, word for word: 

- Because he is just like us. And you, you are a 
werewolf. 


Only the two of them remained. And Beren knew 
that he would be next. And then he finally broke the 
silence: 

- Forgive me, king. All this happened because of 
me, and the blood of your warriors was shed because of 
me. I was a presumptuous brat. Like a spoiled child, I 
demanded from you the fulfillment of my desire. Fulfill 
an oath that was not given by you. Don't blame me - I 
blame myself all the time. Forgive me. 

After a prolonged silence, the king's voice was 

deaf and strange: 

- Don't torture yourself, friend. That's my fault. 
Well, you don't know why I agreed to go with you. 
Because of my presumption, we fell into a trap. I ruined 
everyone... 

And then, the Orc appeared again. Something 
seemed to snap inside Beren. As Orc tried to free the 
collar, Beren almost felt the king's fiery gaze on his skin. 

He didn't understand what happened. Orc and 
Finrod rolled across the filthy ground, growling like 
animals, and the piece of chain trailed behind the king. 
Orc screamed desperately and stabbed the king with a 
knife, already convulsively - he wrapped the chain 
around his neck and, suddenly, like a wolf that feels he is 
losing strength, he sank his teeth into the Orc's throat. 
That one let out a grunt and, after a few convulsions, 
became motionless. Beren, petrified, looked at the king's 
face, stained with blood, looked into his eyes that burned 
like those of a wild animal, and terror filled his heart - 
now, Finrod was just like the Orc he had killed. But that 
only lasted for a moment. The king crawled towards 
Beren and fell. He was breathing hard, choking on blood. 

- I'm going... I don't want to, but... I must... 

condemned... I'm immortal... you... forgive... 


Try... to live... 
His words were meaningless, but Beren 
understood. 


It was very weak. He could do only one thing - 
almost in a whisper sing that Song that in his delirium 
the bloody night had sung, and he sang, without 
understanding where the words came from, holding the 
king's head on his knees. Thus died King Finrod, noblest 
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among the kings of the Noldor. He died in the filthy and 
fetid prison, on the cold and slippery stones, chained like 
a slave. And it was not his people who mourned their 
lord, but the still unknown mortal, destined to rot in the 
same prison. And he cried and sang, isolating himself in 
the Song so as not to return. 

And then another song descended from the Light 
into the Dark. And, sinking into unconsciousness, Beren 
realized that he is returning. 


In recent times, the island of Tol-in-Gaurhoth has 
become a dark dungeon even for its terrible lord. There 
were no more men - upon returning for the last time 
from Ast Ahe, Gorthaur, under various justifications, sent 
them to other places. Now there were only Orcs and 
wolves. The first ones tried not to be seen by him when 
possible. And with the wolves, the Maia had an ancient 
friendship, since those times when it was precisely these 
beasts that took Melkor to him. When Maia was almost 
desperate and about to return to Valinor... Gorthaur 
gritted his teeth. Master was right after all. There is no 
place for him in Arda - not creator, but destroyer. They 
forgave him once. Now... No. It's not possible to always 
consider yourself guilty, it's not possible... Men can at 
least kill themselves... No, that's enough. Let it be what 
it will be. Yes, he was wrong to tell the truth. But ask for 
forgiveness - never. It simply won't make sense. He will 
forgive, but will it get easier? So let things keep moving 
forward. Maia Gorthaur no longer exists. There is the 
Cruel, hated by everyone. And for himself. Then all that 
remains is to do your duty and receive your gratification 
from everyone... Now - true solitude. “What are we 
doing, Master? Why don't we ever understand each 
other? Why do I always do something wrong...” No, not 
everything. He fulfilled his duty as a warrior, there was 
no better general than him. “And that's all... I'm capable 
of destroying and killing, just... Whatever. Even if he 
orders it - I won't change. I am me, and I will not change 
even to please you. What am I doing, trying to convince 
yourself... If someone knew - they would want to drag me 
through the mud, beg for forgiveness... But I won't. 
Never. Let that be pride, but everything else has already 
burned out...” 

He shuddered when he heard a sudden noise and 
instinctively reached for his sword. But it was only 
Draugluin, with a horrible jagged wound on his neck. 
The wolf's yellow, bloodshot eyes met Maia's, and he 
read the beast's last thoughts. A beautiful young woman 
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on the bridge... Huge dog with a gold collar... Right. He 
recognized - this is Thingol's daughter. Maia stroked the 
wolf's head. Let him sleep - it will be easier to die. 

Thoughts flew as he almost ran towards the exit. 
The empty corridors were filled with the dog of their 
footsteps. They gave the impression that he was there 
alone. The thoughts were clear and cold, like his fury. He 
was cruel, but his cruelty was also cold and calm. 

“Daughter of Thingol. If the information is 
correct, she came here after this man who accompanied 
Finrod. What a case. If it's in my hands, they'll tell me 
everything. Strange. Before, I could force anyone to 
speak just by looking... Have I become so weak? Or has 
my cruelty burned everything down? Enough! No! May 
the three be taken to the Master. She is too precious a 
prey. If he himself returns his daughter to Thingol, and 
with honors, the Noldor will have to bid farewell to the 
hopes of unity among all Elves. Yes. May the three be 
judged by him. For them, it will be enough. But the dog 
will die...” 

The sunlight almost blinded him, and he 
instinctively shielded his eyes with the palm of his hand. 
And then he saw Luthien. “How am I going to talk to 
her? It would be better if someone... who, there are only 
Orcs and wolves here...” A few more steps... Eyes to 
eyes. “It can't be... Delirium... Don't look into your eyes, 
Cruel. Don't you dare get lost, don't you dare...” 


...Geleon and Ierne were at his side - for the last 
time. No one spoke - explain what? Gorthaur is immortal. 
They do not. They will remain in the past, and he will 
live... His words at that moment were foolish: 

- And remember - your strength lies in your speed 
and dexterity. Tire the opponent, then strike. (“What am 
I saying, Maiar don’t get tired...”) 

- I remember your lessons. You know, when you 
get back, we'll have a big party, and I'll dance in your 
honor. How then, on your birthday, remember? We will 
win. For sure. We will drive them out of this land. True? 

He nodded. In Ierne's eyes - a mixture of hope 

and despair. 


...Luthien's eyes - despair and hope... Or has she 
returned? For what? Perhaps, to judge him? But does 
she remember what it is? He slowly raised his arm to 
touch her. Maybe it's just a spirit... 

- Ierne... - without sound, afraid of scaring the 

hallucination. 
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A terrible blow to the chest threw him to the 
ground. Hot drool dripped onto his face. It took him a 
while to feel the pain and probably the pain wasn't as 
cruel as reality. The vision disappeared, only perplexity 
and sadness remained. The fangs slowly tore through his 
shoulder and chest, right next to his neck. And, perhaps 
upon seeing these strange, not at all cruel, eyes, Lthien 
ordered Huan to release Maia. 

- Servant of the Enemy, listen to me! Unless you 
give me command of this tower, Huan will tear you to 
pieces, and your fleshless spirit will have to writhe 
eternally under the contemptuous gaze of your lord! 

The dog growled. 

- Okay... - almost inaudible. And then his spell on 
the island faded, and the Werewolf Tower collapsed. 
Luithien ran across the bridge. Leaning on her elbow, 
Maia looked at her. Now, she looked a lot like Ierne... 

A strange feeling enveloped him - it doesn't 
matter anymore, because everything is over. That's all 
that was left. He shouted, calling to the horse. This took 
away the last of his strength. He climbed into the saddle 
with difficulty and hugged the animal's neck. He more or 
less covered the wound with a piece of his cape - it won't 
last long, but he needs to hurry. Melkor must know 
everything. How your presumptuous servant has lost his 
strength... He is worthy of the Master's contempt. It 
doesn't matter. While you can - let me know. And see 
him, for the last time... “They can do whatever they want 
with me, but they won't invent a greater torture than the 
one I caused myself. It doesn't matter. It doesn't 
matter..." 


“T shouldn't have treated him like that. Yes, he 
hurt me. And me? Did he lie, by any chance? He was 
right... And he must be torturing himself again now....” 
He shuddered because of the cruel and painful memory. 
What pain was then overflowing in his eyes... He raised 
his head - the same eyes. Gorthaur. Leaning against the 
wall. Why is he here, what happened? 

Maia took a step forward, fell heavily to her 
knees. He almost fainted and quickly leaned on his arm. 
Desperate and lost look, begging - perhaps the Lord will 
not kill his almost dead servant with mockery... 

...He spoke without hearing himself, as if he were 
confessing. When from time to time he heard his own 
voice, it sounded strange, coming from outside. He was 
already speaking out of inertia. Blood soaked through 
the bandage and ran down his neck, staining the 
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polished floor. He was kneeling, supporting himself with 
one arm, and trying to close the wound with the other; I 
didn't see anything else. Only for an instant did it seem 
to him that all the world around him turned into the eyes 
of Melkor, and he fell into its icy glare. 

The last thing he could say: 

- Forgive me... I'm dying... I'll answer for 

everything... 

Melkor was frightened for the first time. Only 
now did he understand how dear Gorthaur is to him. The 
one who has always been your Disciple. Pale, strangely 
white face... Again came that horrible vision that he 
always tried to push away - the same face, disfigured by 
suffering and dark red holes instead of eyes. 

- No! No way! 

“He is immortal. He is not a human, he will return 
to Valinor... And - like them... No, much worse, he will 
not be able to leave... An eternal torment, with no end 
and no way out... And I will be to blame... And I will stay 
here, unharmed... You were right, I pay with other 
people's blood for my failures, with your blood...” He was 
afraid. He hugged the disciple, as if trying to protect him 
from the hatred of the Valar. He ripped the collar - so 
much blood! Gorthaur, unconscious, hung limply in his 
arms, drenching him in blood. “His blood was shed 
because of me”, this thought gnawed at his mind 
insistently. “I will not hand him over! No! Let me go in 
his place, whatever I want, it's all my fault, not his! 
Forgive me, don’t die!” He did not feel how, one by one, 
through the superhuman effort of holding the Disciple's 
spirit, the wounds opened, and the blood ran down his 
face, mixing with Gorthaur's blood. He was losing 
strength in the unequal fight, as if he were trying to tear 
Maia's inert body away from someone. Or already 
human?.. “Breathe... Still breathe, you are alive... Alive... 
My Disciple, you are alive...” Vala felt like she was going 
to fall. 

Opening his eyes, with difficulty, Gorthaur saw 
for the first and last time Melkor's eyes full of fear. Then 
there was only severity. But that was enough to make me 
swear to serve him forever... 

Vala stood up. Gorthaur watched him - only with 
his eyes, he didn't even have the strength to turn his 
head. Two guardians who entered, responding to a call 
from Melkor, looked at him in terror - he was covered in 
blood. 

- Teacher! - finally shouted one of them. 
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- It's not mine, - Vala's hoarse voice. - What could 
happen to me... Have it prepared... no, there's no need. 
May a healing master come with me. 

He lifted the injured man and slowly, limping, 
carried him out of the room. There was only a pool of 
blood left on the floor, in front of the throne... 


The closer the target, the more difficult the path, 
the darker everything around became. On all sides were 
traces of a terrible ancient fire, which ran like a wave of 
flames across Ard-galen - huge trunks of unknown trees 
that had grown here, scorched rocks. The approaching 
mountains seemed blackened by flames. It was terrible 
now - and what had the firestorm been like then? Even 
elven legends paled beside reality. Spirit increasingly 
heavy, a growing ice in the chest, increasingly 
disobedient the slippery serpent of fear... They met few 
on the way, and no one, fortunately, suspected, and 
Beren praised Luthien's magical power thousands of 
times, and cursed thousands of times to herself and the 
oath that brought her to this den of death and horror. 
“What am I better than these furious sons of Féanor? 
Isn't it the same thing that attracts us? And won't it lead 
to my ruin, by any chance?..” He tried not to think about 
it. No. Not now. Forward - no matter where it leads. 
There is no other way. 

The black mountains rose very close by. Terrible 
canines from the peaks, covered by dark clouds. The day 
was dark, damp and cold, and fog enveloped everything 
around, and it was hostile - like the web of black spell 
oozing from the bottomless mouth of the fortress of evil, 
where, like a spider, the Enemy of the World hid. And 
they, insane, walked towards the claws of this monster. 

Icy rivers with poisoned water that released a fine 
smoke ran on both sides of the black ravine that looked 
like a gash and, joining together, they disappeared into 
the mist like a gray serpent, heading towards the North. 
A wide bridge crossed the stream. And then, beyond it, 
between the naturally indestructible walls was the path. 
Where? They entered. They were the Angband Gates - 
the entrance to the ravine, covered by a high arch with a 
tower, similar to a black vulture with red eyes, always 
alert. Beren looked for the last time at the shadowy 
pines covered in the blanket of fog. The presentiment of 
the inevitable end tightened his throat, as if the very air 
here were poisonous... 
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The only guardian who stood in his way was 
Carcharoth, Red Maw, whose eyes seemed to pierce 
through his deceptive magical robes and his voice was 
full of menace and suspicion. 

- So the Valar owed him to life, 1 Draugluin? There 
were rumors that the hound of Valinor finished you off! 

His teeth flashed in a terrible sneer. Beren, in the 
form of Draugluin, cowered, preparing for the last fight. 
But Carcharoth silently lowered his head to his paws and 
listlessly closed his eyes. 

- Quickly, - whispered Luthien. - I made him 

sleep. Let's go! 

They passed through the Gates. The path stood 
before them like a mirror. Like smooth black glass, and 
in it were reflected the shadowy walls of the ravine with 
black gorges of unexplored underground, with roads that 
wound upward and hid in the clouds clinging to the 
mountain peaks. But the most important thing was in 
front - the huge arch of Angband, a rock fortress, 
covered by darkness and sorcery. He seemed to be 
waiting for them, smiling evilly. The dark grandeur 
dominated, bent the spirit, stole the strength. Truly here 
was the heart of Evil, concentration of fear and 
darkness, it was felt almost physically. Evil gushed and 
flowed from here, its tentacles extended from here with 
greedy sucking mouths, wanting to sip the blood and 
light of the world. The heavy feeling of a cruel, watchful 
gaze, which grew stronger and stronger as_ they 
approached the mountains of Thangorodrim, became 
unbearable. But now that feeling has become a kind of 
bond that surrounds them. He pulled and didn't allow me 
to retreat. There was no way back. And the way forward 
was clear. To their surprise, they found no Orcs. But 
even an Orc would be frightened - much more terrible 
beings lived here. Immobile warriors stood beside wide- 
open doors. In blackened carriers, dark covers. Their 
faces, protected under their helmets by metal mesh, 
were impassive, on their shields - strange monstrous 
signs, traced with white flame. And Beren's heart froze 
with terror when he realized who they were. Living 
dead, to whom the Enemy's magic gave the appearance 
of life... They looked beyond the intruders. And the 
sensation of a gaze became stronger and stronger - it 
seemed as if he was guiding them through infinite 
corridors, full of fear and pain, and they followed him, 
unable to resist, in the midst of darkness and alert 
emptiness, and from somewhere there was an 
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uninterrupted sound a sung lament, which exhausted the 
spirit so much that they felt like tearing their chests and 
in a bloody, screaming ball of spirit tearing themselves 
away from here - into the air... Half-song - half-cry - half- 
groan... Who? Slaves? Convicted? What is in that song, in 
that terrible lament? For whom do they mourn in that 
abyss? 

Closer and closer... They walked faster and faster 
- passing incomprehensible symbols on the _ walls, 
strange and therefore terrible statues, paintings and 
objects. From time to time they saw, through the open 
doors of the halls, shadows and shapes, some men in 
black who seemed to be taking part in a macabre ritual... 
And the look became stronger and stronger, the lament 
became more and more sad - the so-called magic drags 
them as if they were tied by a rope... The high doorway. 
This one. The spider is there. He waits. There is no going 
back. They entered the throne room. 


Slender columns of obsidian disappeared beneath 
the high ceiling. Huge stone serpents coiled around 
them, and so skillful was the stonework that they seemed 
alive. This feeling was reinforced by the strange dark fire 
that flickered in his eyes. And in the black iron lamps, 
shaped like chalices, cold bluish flames shone - like 
shooting stars. Black shields hung on the walls of the 
room, and pale swords with strange hilts crossed 
beneath them. 

The dark beauty of the room frightened Beren 
and Luthien, but far more terrible was the one who sat, 
lonely and motionless, on the black throne, watching 
them. The same calm and attentive gaze, which 
penetrated the most secret thoughts. 

Lord of the Dark, Evil and Lies, monster with eyes 
of flame, demon in black armor tougher than diamonds, 
whose word brings war, whose hand sows death, whose 
strength is hatred, whose power is fear.. They say that 
when he walks, the ground shakes beneath his feet. They 
say that those whose spirits are not as tough as steel will 
go mad when they look at your face... 

They knew that. They were ready for it. But 
everything they were taught fell apart like a sand castle, 
and the golden embroidery of legends about brave 
heroes who overcame fear and faced the Enemy tore like 
a rotten cloth. The mind could not bear the terrible 
difference between what they knew and what they now 
saw. The mind was agitated like a cornered animal, and 
the only 
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salvation from madness was: all this is a lie, 
hallucination, this cannot be true! 

Without realizing it, they were shaking like 

scared children lost in the dark forest. 

The one on the throne leaned forward slightly, 
looking at them; the burnt fingers clenched the arms of 
the throne, the Silmarils burned in the high crown like 
the living fire of pain and memory. 

He clearly saw who was in front of him. He saw 
Barahir's ring on Beren's finger - Ring of the Disciple, 
ring of the Artificer Geleon. “Little Luthien, do you think 
your magic is enough to close my eyes?” 

He smiled almost imperceptibly, and Luthien 
shivered. “Truly, who knows the thoughts of Morgoth 
and understands the dark abyss of his plans? What 
terrible evil has he planned now? What a horrible 
grimace...” 

Love is stronger than the fear of death: Luthien 
clenched her little fists and bravely faced the Enemy. 
With the same smile, he made an almost imperceptible 
gesture, the cloak that made Thingol's daughter look like 
a huge bat fell from her shoulders, lightly, like snow falls 
from the branches of a young tree when the wind blows. 
Now she stood in front of the throne in her silver dress, 
and her dark hair fell like a silken waterfall over her 
shoulders. A soft glow disguised the frayed and dusty 
hem of her clumsily patched dress: she looked like a 
small silver statue. Only his face was alive - almost 
childlike, helpless and inspired. 

“Calm down, I won't hurt you... If you can believe 
that, poor child... Why are you here? No, I see...” 

- I am Ltthien, Lord of the Dark. I have come to 
dance for you and sing to you as the minstrels of Middle 
Earth sing. 

The Dark Lord nodded silently. 

And Luthien began the dance - slow magical 
dance, which created music like the tinkling of running 
water or the rustling of grass. 

Moon Dance, which no one remembered now. 
“Geleon's ring, Ierne's dance... As if the echo of other 
destinies had united these two... Strange is destiny, and 
cruel is memory... And there is nowhere to escape from 
it...” 

He looked at Luthien for a few moments longer, 
then closed his eyes. “And I know why you are here. The 
price of blood - betrothal gift, payment to King Thingol. 
Payment for suffering and the death of those who loved 
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each other as you did. Poor children. Cursed jewel, for 
which the sons of Féanor are willing to bite out throats... 
And on his finger, Beren - the dead man's ring. And this 
girl - so young, so beautiful. My enemies... You are, but 
am I your enemy? And what do I do with you? If I could 
give you the stone... if I could explain... But will you 
believe me, Enemy, Lord of Lies? What do I do now?" 

And the barely perceptible melody sounded more 
clearly, and now Luthien's voice intertwined with it, and 
the Dark Lord clenched his fists until it hurt in 
recognition. 

Did she herself understand what she was singing? 
Her eyes seem to see nothing, like the eyes of the insane 
prophets who roam among Men. She could neither have 
heard nor known this song - and yet she heard it: in the 
brush of birds' wings, in the inaudible melodies of the 
stars, in the wind, in the whisper of autumn rains. And 
the words were different - but it was the same song, 
which he would recognize among thousands. You sing 
like this only when you think you are alone, and you 
don't care what others think about the song. And it 
seemed to her that she was alone, and around her stood 
ancient trees, and the transparent drops of stars 
twinkled very low, reflecting in the deep waters of the 
magical lagoon like water lilies, as on that, first day, 
when Her heart seemed to awaken from its long sleep, 
and it was joyful and painful, because she knew - the 
time of her love is short... 

And Beren remained motionless - as if enchanted 
by the voice of his beloved, a song that flowed like a 
clear and sad dream. And the Dark Lord _ stood 
motionless on his throne, like a silent statue. 

He was about to beg: enough! What are you 

doing... And he remained silent. 

...Water from the fountain on his lips, a carved 
wooden chalice that held the heat of small palms, 
bottomless sad eyes, in which he then could not - did not 
have the courage - to read... 


“- Drink, Master, you are tired... 
- Thousands of years without sleep... 
- I know, I was always by your side...” 


Sleep... Fall asleep... For the first time he felt that 
he was infinitely tired. The iron crown forced his head 
down - as if the entire weight of the world, all his 
worries, passions and fears were weighing him down. 
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“The eyes hurt, yes? Close them... If you could 

fall asleep...” 

The vision was so clear that he felt the touch of 

the light, cold hand: 

“All the weight of the world - on_ these 
shoulders... try to sleep, Master... brief minutes of peace 
on the infinite path... I will take your pain away, sleep... 
sleep...” 

Dark Ditch himself did not notice how he fell 
asleep, and the merciful darkness - no thoughts, no 
dreams - covered his exhausted mind with a cool 
blanket... 


...He woke up when someone's cold hand touched 
his face. He opened his eyes, and the pain returned 
along with the vision. The right side of his face burned as 
if it had been in contact with a hot iron. And he 
remembered. 


Already asleep, he got up from the throne and 
took a step forward, but he made a mistake and fell. I 
didn't have the strength to get up. Not even to open your 
eyes. And, erasing the pain, oblivion descended upon 
him. 

The black crown rolled across the floor. 


Luthien ran to Beren, who was motionless beside 
a pillar, and lightly touched his shoulder, waking him 
from his dreams. He unsheathed the Angrist blade and 
opened the iron claws that held one of the Silmarils to 
the crown. And the jewel, which was now truly the gem 
of Light, did not burn the Mortal's hand. Then Beren 
thought that he might take away from Angband all the 
three jewels of Féanor, the heirloom of the house of 
Finwé; but the fate of the other Silmarils was probably 
different, and Beren was unable to carry out his plan. 
The blade broke with a crack - the black iron was 
stronger - and a sharp piece cut Vala's face. That one 
groaned and, fearing to wake him, Beren and Luthien 
fled... 

Gorthaur entered a moment later. 


...He was lying in a painfully uncomfortable pose, 
and a crazy thought burned his mind. 

Maia: dead?! Gorthaur ran to him, knelt. 
“Master, what happened... what happened to 
you?!” 
Deathly pale face covered in blood. 
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With shaking hands, Maia removed the piece of 

blade from the wound. 

“Who?.. what is this, why...” 

The red stain on the black robes slowly increases. 

“Such a small wound... it just can't have that 
much blood... What did they do to you?!” 

Gorthaur tore the Master's shirt - and was 

petrified with horror. 


..And the wounds on his body did not heal - that 
was the curse of Eru and Manwe. And the wounds of his 
soul would not heal - that was his own curse... 


It took him a while to understand that they 
weren't recent wounds. He gritted his teeth, trying to 
hold back the tremor. “What did they do to you, why, 
damn you...” 

He never said anything to anyone. They also 
forgot those who knew. Not a moan, not a whine. “You 
are truly omnipotent, Dark Winged. All the pain of 
Arda...” 

..And the wounds on his body did not heal - that 

was the curse of Eru and Manwé. 


In the eyes - curtain of fire. Maia closed them. He 
slowly passed his hand over the wound, without touching 
it, but his palm burned as if he had placed his hand over 
hot coals. 

“Nothing, this is nothing... now it will pass...” 

He opened his eyes. 

I only managed to stop the bleeding. 


...And the wounds on his body did not heal... 

And Gorthaur was frightened for the first time. 
Only now did he understand how dear his Master is to 
him. The only one who understood and accepted him. He 
knew: Melkor is a Vala, immortal; but what he knew did 
not correspond to what he saw; and the Disciple's heart 
exploded with pain. “Don't go, don't abandon me, 
Master,” whispered Gorthaur, unable to help, he tried to 
clean the blood that covered his face. “Your blood is on 
my hands... Why wasn’t I here, why...” 

Melkor opened his eyes. He stood up abruptly, 
barely holding back a groan. To stay standing, he had to 
lean on Dark Maia's shoulder. 

- Master... - the voice did not obey him. 

- Thank you, Disciple. Don't blame yourself: no 

one could do more. 
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And because of that low and sad voice, something 
ripped in Maia's spirit. Pain fought with anger, and 
anger won: 

- They won't leave here! - the words sounded like 

a muffled roar. 

“Cursed be he who dared to cause her pain!..” 

- You will not follow them, Gorthaur, - Vala's voice 
became harsh. -And no one will touch them. It's an 
order. Let them go. 

And he added with hidden bitterness: 

- They are Human... 

Maia tried to get up, but Melkor squeezed her 
shoulder, and the Disciple lowered his head, without the 
courage to look at the Master. 


Dismissing the Maia with a look, Melkor climbed 
heavily up the steps of the throne. He sat down, hunched 
over and with his head down. 

“Artificer Geleon's ring on your finger... Gorthaur 
couldn't forgive it... But he doesn't know, it's not his 
fault!... Damn jewel... If I could... if I could, I'd give it to 
them , but it is death... I will bear the curse, but they... 
They took their own end with them. I didn't want to... I 
didn't want to! For them all to go away, I don't need 
anything else. Wherever they want: to the south, to the 
west - to Valinor, but not here where the Dark Elves 
lived... And this song... and this blood on the hands - it 
will not come out... Or I am the true evil, and I bring only 
pain... Who will give me an answer, who will judge me... 
Maybe I could change something, but this song... where 
from?..” 

The door opened. Gorthaur. 

“He came back... So, he didn’t need to...” 

Maia had the impression that something broke in 
the Master's spirit. In front of him was no longer the 
wise and proud lord, but an exhausted and lost man. And 
on his pale face there was pain that he could not hide at 
that moment, and it was mixed with bitter sadness, as 
immense as it appears to be only in the vision of a child. 
Maia understood that she shouldn't be here now - and 
she couldn't move, leave the Master for even a moment. 
And for the first time, terrified, he felt sorry. Pity that 
one, having pity on someone was impossible even in 
thoughts. Could you imagine that it is possible to 
degrade him like that? But Gorthaur couldn't do 
anything with himself. “Expel him - I can’t see him like 
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that. Master, I'm stupid, I know. Always wrong. But I can 
not..." 

He slowly approached the throne and stopped on 
the bottom step, looking into the begging, confused eyes. 
And then he said just one word, which he never repeated 
later, not even in his thoughts, because even if it was 
true in essence, another word was superior - because 
that one was true in his spirit. But now exactly what he 
said was necessary. And he who was on the throne 
trembled, and he closed his face with his hands; cried. 

"Is required. It will get better, Master, and then 
do with me what you want. Punish, expel, but at least 
this wound closes.” 

He climbed another step. The burned hand 
squeezed his convulsively, as if Melkor feared Gorthaur 
would leave. 

Now he was very close, and Master, sitting on the 
stone armchair, was shorter than him. I wasn't aware of 
what I was doing, but my heart said: “Exactly that. It is 
true." Maia hugged him, painfully feeling how 
defenseless he now is, the one he has become 
accustomed to seeing as almost omnipotent. 

“T will protect you from everything. I will cover 
you up, and no one will see your weakness. And I will be 
silent. Men say: tears wash away pain and sadness. You 
are just like them, even if you hide it from yourself. And 
even the strongest feel bitterness...” 

He cried for the first time in his life, ashamed of 
his own weakness, and the tears mixed with the blood 
from the wounds. 

Finally Melkor stood up, and remaining behind 
the Maia so that he could not see him, he said: 

- I thank you, Disciple. For everything. But... 

don't talk like that anymore... Sorry. 

Gorthaur nodded silently. 


Beren was sitting, or rather almost lying, leaning 
against the trunk of the immense oak. He felt terribly 
tired, and at the same time - almost happy. Everything 
that had happened until then seemed like an 
unbelievable nightmare in which, for some _ reason, 
Luthien was also present. But here it was no longer a 
dream, and Luthien was at his side - the real one, the 
one he knew and loved. The one who accompanied him 
to Angband unintentionally frightened him with her gift 
of adopting non-human forms, her terrible power over 
others - even over the Enemy himself. And yet - inside 
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there was a spark of anger at himself - he alone wouldn't 
achieve anything. And now he just felt sorry for her. 
Everything he did brought only suffering to others. First 
- Finrod. Why didn't he refuse her insane request? Just 
these words: “You don’t know why I agreed...” Thingol 
must have been right. What did Barahir's son do? - he 
led his friend to ruin, he made Ltthien suffer... “And I'm 
ruining her too,” Beren suddenly thought. - Princess, 
beautiful immortal maiden, worthy of being the queen of 
all Eldar, sold by her father in exchange for the cursed 
jewel... And I buy her, like a slave, and yet I do not feel 
vexed to accept her help... My ancestors do not 
remember such shame. Poor thing, how thin she is... And 
her clothes are torn, her feet are injured, her hands are 
calloused. What did I do to you? All right - I dared to 
touch a treasure too precious, of which I am not worthy. 
Here is the result.” 

He looked at what was left of her arm, the wound 
covered by strips of her dress. Luthien slept, curled up, 
on the floor, and her head was on Beren's knees. Here, 
in the forests of Doriath, having barely found a safe 
place, they both fell without strength: he - from the 
wound, she - from exhaustion. And yet she was still able 
to stop the blood and silence the pain. Beren stroked her 
shining hair as carefully as possible; they were so 
incompatible - her hair and her rough, cracked hand, 
with dirty and broken nails... “And still the jewel didn't 
give itself to me. Could it be that she is really cursed, 
and everything that happened to me is her revenge? So 
it's good that she's gone... But I'll have to part with 
Luthien. Maybe it should be like that... Because I love 
her. I love you too much to allow you to suffer because of 
me...” 

Lithien shuddered and opened her beautiful 

eyes. 

- Theirs? 

- I'm here, my nightingale. 

- Beren, I'm hungry. 

This sounded so much like a child's request that 
Beren couldn't help but laugh. True, what else to do - he, 
a remnant of people, an unfinished meal of a werewolf, 
couldn't even feed this girl now, this suffering child who 
was now much more powerful than him. And he was the 
weak child. Stupid, presumptuous child. 

- What happened, Beren? - She knelt beside him. 

Beren suddenly became serious. 

- Luthien, I have a lot to tell you. Listen to me. 
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He took her hands - they both fit in his palm. 

- Try to understand me. We must separate. 

- For what? If you are sick and tired - I will heal 
you, I will take care of you, and we will follow each other 
again. I'm not afraid, don't doubt! We'll think of 
something... 

- No! You did not understand. Really separate us. 

- What... - she sighed. - You are afraid? Or... you 

don't love me anymore... Kick me out? 

- No no and no! Listen first! Believe me - I love 
her, I love her more than life. But who am I? What do I 
have for you? What have I given you, besides sadness? 
Homeless vagabond, illiterate mortal... You are the 
king's daughter. Even if I become your husband - how 
will they look at you? With mocking compassion? Wife of 
an empty seat. You are immortal. And I have, at best, 
about thirty years left. And in front of you I will grow old, 
I will begin to go crazy, turning into a bent old man with 
rotten teeth. I will be repulsive, Luthien. And even now 
I'm a weak invalid. I touched that accursed gem, 
Luthien. When I held it, it looked like blood... 

- What are you saying, Beren? How can you? I will 
never abandon you, even there, in the Mansions of 
Mandos, I will not abandon you! Damn gem... Before you 
were different, you looked... like a waterfall under the 
sun... 

- And now I'm a pond covered in ice. 

- Yes... But I will melt your ice, Beren! These are 
the Enemy's spells. You are hurt. I will heal your heart! 
We will stay here. I do not need anything. Only you. 
Whatever happens - only you. May earth and heaven and 
all living creatures be my witnesses - I now deny my 
immortality! I swear to stay with you until the end. Our 
end. 

- No Ltthien. Perhaps honor allows Elves not to 
count on their parents' wishes, but Men are not used to 
that. Thingol is your father. I respect him. I can't offend 
you like that. And hide like fugitive criminals, like 
animals... No. I have my pride, Luthien. 

- So... Whatever. At least we're home. This is 

Doriath. Evil cannot penetrate and 
here... 

- It has already penetrated, Lithien. The evil one 
is me. For my sake Thingol desired the Silmaril. You 
would live in peace protected by the Siege. And now I 
have invoked the wrath of the Enemy and the Cruel. 


The Black Book of Arda 


- No, Beren! These are his horrible eyes, his 
repulsive and monstrous face, these are the black 
spells... 

- No, Luthien. He is not monstrous. It is 
frighteningly beautiful, but it is a strange beauty, 
dangerous for us - because we cannot understand it. And 
understand it. And he - us. Never. The White and the 
Black are torn apart in the living, and from that comes 
all evil, - he said thoughtfully, without understanding his 
own words. 

- Beren... what's wrong with you? - Luthien 

whispered in terror. 

- Oh? - he came to his senses. And suddenly he 

shouted: 

- Don't believe it, I love her, above all you are, 
Tintviel! May they humiliate me, may I die, may you 
forget me - I love you. You will leave for luminous 
Valinor, there you will be queen of queens, you will 
forget me, I will go to Darkness, but I love you... 

...Elves - guardians of Doriath's border - bumped 
into them two days later. And like an avalanche the news 
of his return spread throughout the kingdom, and 
unbelievable rumors about his deeds that came from the 
outside world became reality. 

They - wearing rags - stood among the crowd of 
elves, like kings returned from exile, and all Thingol's 
court looked at them with admiration. And Beren now 
looked at Thingol with compassion. “You are a child, 
king. Millennial child. He plays in the garden watched by 
nannies and demands expensive toys... And he doesn't 
know that beyond the doors of the warm house there is 
cold and darkness. And you're playing with living people, 
king... I saw two kings. One died for me, another sent me 
to my death. Father of the one I love...” 

- Sir, receive your daughter. Against her will she 
left - but of her own accord she returns. I swear on my 
honor that she returned as pure as she was when she 
left. 

Beren took Luthien to his father and took a few 

steps back, ready to leave. 

- Hang on! - stammered the 

king. - Wait... what about what 

we talked about? Beren gritted 

his teeth. “Until now you think 

about the toy...” 
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a€cel got the jewel for you,a€ he said, scornfully. 
He furiously failed to understand that the king simply did 
not know what to say. - And where? 

- It's in my hand now, - Beren smiled evilly. He 
turned and extended both hands to the king. He slowly 
opened his empty left fist. And what happened to the 
right, everyone saw. A whisper ran through the crowd. 
Thingol suddenly straightened up and his voice sounded 
as before - loud and commanding. 

- I accept payment, Beren, son of Barahir! From 
now on, Luthien is your bride. And you are my son. 
Whatever... 

The king's voice was muffled, and he himself 
seemed discouraged. He understood - fate had won. 
"Whatever. At least Luthien will stay with me. And 
Beren, whoever he is, is more worthy than any elven 
lord. Whatever... And when he dies, we'll bury him like a 
king. And the daughter... will be consoled one day...” 

Everyone understood the king's secret thoughts. 

And Beren too. 


...He moaned and talked in his sleep, and Luthien 
felt it - something is happening to her husband, 
something tortures him. Once, waking up suddenly in 
the middle of the night, she saw that Beren had gotten 
up and was looking worriedly out the open window. He 
didn't turn to her as he answered her silent question. 

- The destination approaches. 

She did not understand. 

- Listen, how the night breathes worriedly. The 
moon is stained with blood, and the nightingales cry, not 
sing. Sultry... A storm approaches Doriath... 

He turned to his wife. His face was strange and 
frightening and inspired, like that of the Indian prophets 
who came among men slowly and slowly. and he grabbed 
her hair and suddenly pressed her against him, as if 
saying goodbye to her. 

- I touched the cursed gem. Destiny has woken up 
and follows me. I woke up some evil incomprehensible to 
me. Maybe it's not my fault the gem wants revenge, but I 
woke her up. 

And evil comes after me and Doriath... 

- It was just a nightmare, - Luthien tried to calm 

him. 

- Yes, it's a dream. And I will wake up soon. In the 
dream I heard the threatening Song, and now its echoes 
are everywhere... - he said as if he were delirious. - I 
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have to stop him and it will be bad. or the only rival of 
my own destiny... 

They didn't sleep anymore that night. And in the 
morning news came that Carcharoth had broken into 
Doriath. And Beren said: 

- Here. And Melian's spells will now not contain 

my destiny. He's stronger... 

..Who hasn't heard about the Big Hunt? Who 
doesn't know Daeron's famous song? Who doesn't 
remember Beren's last fight? 

Beren died, losing blood, in Thingol's arms. The 
king did not want to lose Mortal, to whom he had already 
become attached. But Beren understood that it was all 
over, and he knew somehow that the wolf would not 
outlive him. The Silmaril sealed their fate. 

And behold, Mablung placed the jewel in Beren's 
left hand. A strange feeling. As if all the Silmaril's 
indomitable strength was gushing into him, but it was 
already important - he was dying and wouldn't hurt 
anyone. The gem was tamed by his mortal blood. Now 
there was no more revenge in her. Now he could hand 
her over. He held out the jewel to Thingol. 

- Take it, king. You got your pay, dad. And my 
destiny also received its due from me. 

And then Thingol took the gem, and it seemed to 
him that there was blood on his hands, and in that blood 
the Silmaril floated, like an opaque glass. Beren said 
nothing more. And, looking at the gem, Thingol thought - 
sadness and memory... 

And Daeron sang of how Beren and Luthien 
looked into each other's eyes for the last time, and how 
she fell upon the green hill like a cut flower... And he 
went away from Doriath, and no one heard from him 
again. 

And Thingol couldn't believe they no longer exist. 
And for a long time he did not allow them to bury the 
bodies of his daughter and Beren, and Melian's spells 
preserved them from rot, and it seemed as if they were 
asleep... 


The ways of Eldar and Men are different. Not 
even death unites them, and in the Mandos Mandos, they 
were assigned different halls. And Namo, Lord of the 
Dead, Lord of Destiny, has no power over the destiny of 
Men, even if he can judge the Eldar. He knew 
everything. He remembered everything. He had the right 
to decide. No one dared to disobey him. And only 
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Luthien had the courage to abandon the Elven Mansions 
and present herself to him without being called. 

- Who are you? - asked the Lord of Destiny 
sternly. - How dare you come without being called? 

And Ltuthien answered: 

- Lord of Destiny... I came to sing for you... As the 

minstrels of Middle Earth sing... 

We're not in the sky. He knew who and when 
those words were said, and what happened afterwards. 
But he didn't have time to respond - Luthien began to 
sing. 

She sang, hugging Namo's knees, she sang while 
covering herself with tears, and Namo was surprised - 
perhaps she hasn't died yet, because she is crying - so 
how did she get in? Why? 

Lithien sang, he heard in her song something 
that was not in the Music of Creation, something that 
Iluvatar did not see, - something that none of them had 
seen, perhaps only Melkor. The melodies of the Eldar 
and Men flew, mixing, intertwining, and he saw how, 
uniting, the Black and the White generate an 
incomparable beauty, and he understood - he could 
never disobey this Song, for that is how it must be. ... 

- What do you ask of me, beautiful child? 

- Do not separate me from the one I love, Lord of 

Destiny, have mercy, I know, you are fair... 

“And the one who was killed also asked me for 
this. Reflection of the Jewel on the two... But what did 
you do! And I can neither judge nor forgive...” 

“Forgive them, brother,” he heard a low, sad 
voice in his spirit. - With their own pain, they paid for 
everything... forgive them....” 

Namo called one of his disciples. 

- Bring Beren. If he hasn't left yet... 

- No, big! He can't have left, he promised to wait 

for me... 

“T will wait for you”, - from the bloody lips... How 

they look like those... 

They didn't say anything - they simply hugged 
each other and tears rolled down their faces. And finally 
Namo said, after long reflections: 

- Now I will announce your destiny to you. I give 
them a choice. Luthien, you may live in honor and glory 
in Valinor, and my brother Irmo will heal your heart. But 
you will forget Beren. He must then follow the path of 
Men, I have no power over him. Or you will be mortal, 
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and experience old age and death, and depart from Arda 
together with him... 

- I choose the second! - she shouted, without 
letting him finish, as if she were afraid that Namo would 
change his mind. 

- So listen - none of the Mortals have returned to 
the world of my mansions. And if you return, Arda's fate 
will be changed. Therefore, to none of the living, 
whether Elf or Man, will you be able to tell what you saw 
and heard here. You will walk the earth, knowing neither 
hunger nor thirst, and the time will come when you will 
find the land in which you must live. Your destiny will 
guide you there. And you won't get out of there. From 
now on, one's life is within the other. Your destiny is now 
beyond the destinies of Arda, and it is not you who will 
change them. I said it and it will be so. 

And it was so, according to the order of the Lord 
of Destiny. And the Silmaril, paid for her pain and her 
blood, did not perish in the sea or in the fire, but shines 
now with the light of Memory in the night sky. It's true 
that for everyone this memory is different... 

YEARS 46770 OF THE ist ERA 

From Maedhros’ “diary”: 

... The Silmaril is in Doriath. And it was a man who 
brought it. I must kill him. Silmaril is ours. But that's 
okay, I'll wait. The most important thing is that the 
Enemy can be hurt, even in his own fortress! It's a 
chance. And if I can unite the Eldar... Perhaps then I can 
return the crown of the Noldor to the house of Féanaro... 
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YEAR 472 OF THE 1ST ERA. NIRNAETH 
ARNOEDIAD 

From Maedhros’ “diary”: 

..Everything happened as we_ should have 
expected. We started the fight on equal terms. But the 
union - what brings together strength in a single fist - 
was destroyed before the fight. Truly, Year of Countless 
Tears. For me, the most terrible thing is that Findekano 
perished. They didn't even find the body - just the 
cracked helmet. I'm not even talking about other losses. 
It's all over. 

..But the Union of Maedhros will go down in 

history. At least that. 

..There is no more Findekano. There is not his 
kingdom, his people. And we - children of Féanaro - are 
like leaves in the wind. What was left of the Eldar but 
miserable nomadic guerrillas? Where are our proud 
palaces? Where are the warriors in shining armor, in 
whose eyes the light of Valinor burned? Where are our 
songs and legends? Everything is gone. Fireflies remain 
in the darkness - Gondolin, Nargothrond, Isle of Cirdan, 
coastline. And Doriath... 


...But why doesn't he finish us off? Or are you 


waiting for us to cut each other's throats ourselves? It 
seems like he's right about that... 
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WORSE THAN A LIE. YEARS 472501 OF THE Ist 
ERA 

From Maedhros’ “diary”: 

...80 who to curse now? Are all Eldar so stupid as 
not to see that the Enemy will crush us one by one? Isn't 
it possible to forget our rifts now, because of a fate that 
takes more time to resolve everything, after victory? And 
I am certain - united we will win. 

Orodreth refused to fight under my command, all 
because of my little brothers - Celegorm and Curufin. 
They fled, leaving me and Maglor to fight with the Orcs, 
and even tried to take power in Nargothrond, since 
Findarato died. This sweet handsome Celegorm couldn't 
forget his concubines that he left for the Orcs in Himlad. 
He still needed Elwe's daughter. Elwé refused to join us. 
These idiots even invented demanding - from Elwé! - 
may he return Silmaril to them and attack Morgoth 
together with them. I wish. Here I understand Elwé very 
well and I am in this alongside him. They threatened to 
kill him. So try, little brothers of my heart... 


"It happened. It finally happened. My lord, 
Fingolfin, if you see this from the Blessed Realm - 
rejoice. Finally the Eldar will go out into combat 
together! You wanted this, as did Maedhros. Behold, he 
will be able to take revenge. Too bad you can't do it 
yourself. But I will fulfill my oath - if fate favors me, I 
will finish off the Enemy no worse than you would. He 
will still regret it...” - Lord! 

Hutrin raised his head sharply, abandoning his 

glorious and dark thoughts. - Sir, the king calls 

you. 

- What there was? 

- There will be a council. We need to decide 
something - Maedhros is taking his time, and there is no 
news from him. 

- Do they want to move forward without him? 

- I don't know, my lord, but there are rumors. 

Hurin walked quickly towards Fingon's camp. I 
was worried. “We cannot allow this. It's crazy. The 
Enemy will crush us one by one. He is just waiting for 
these disagreements. We’ve waited so long - won’t we 
wait a little longer? Even we mortals are willing to wait. 
And the years of immortals are long, what do they care 
about time?” 

In the council, Hurin was the only mortal. This 
was considered a great honor - Fingon respected him 
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and listened to his advice. Yet Hurin lived for a year with 
Turgon himself in the hidden city of Gondolin, and 
learned much of the wisdom of the Eldar. There was no 
vassal more faithful than him - otherwise the king would 
not trust him. And were there many Eldar who were in 
Gondolin? Truly, the Mortal will be envied - so many 
honors... Perhaps that is why Hurin was the only one in 
the council who insisted on waiting. The elven 
commanders demanded an attack - some to contradict 
the Mortal, some out of a centuries-old longing for real 
fighting. But Fingon's word would decide everything. 
The king was also visibly eager to fight, and he had 
reasons. And yet he decided to wait. Despite having 
spoken somewhat coldly to Hurin. 

Hurin returned after dark. With a heavy heart. As 
if the immortals' distrust and even mutual antipathy 
were a heavy burden on their shoulders. Why like that? 
Is he not faithful to them? Are not the swords of Dor- 
lémin next to the swords of the Eldar? Although it is 
difficult for a mortal to understand immortals and it is 
not possible for him to measure them with his own 
measure... 

The Eldar were displeased. But when - beyond all 
hope - the trumpets revealed the arrival of Turgon, when 
Fingon cried out ecstatically: “Come, the day has come, 
the day drives out the night!” - everyone understood the 
wisdom of the mortal. Fingon even embraced his vassal. 

And Hutrin almost cried with emotion when he 
saw the brothers' reunion. He knew them both and loved 
them - just as a disciple loves his master. Secular 
wisdom and eternal youth. How not to marvel at them? 
And how can we forget Turgon's hospitality and 
affection? Was it not from him that the ignorant Mortal 
knew of the Blessed Realm and the Powers of Arda, of 
the suffering and deeds of the Eldar, and of the cruelty 
and deceit of the Enemy? Wasn't he the one who showed 
you the path that Men should follow? And, like a boy, he 
shouted in ecstasy the glories, saluting the banners of 
the lord of Gondolin. 

Turgon was also willing to wait for Maedhros. But 
who could know the Enemy's plans? A single spark was 
enough... When the Orcs tore Gwindor of Nargothrond's 
brother to pieces in front of everyone, imprisoned in the 
previous battle, Hurin ran to the king, trying to do 
something. 

- Stop them! We cannot let anger act for us, it is 

death! 
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Fingon looked beyond 
Hurin, and his face was 
pale and still. - It's late. 


It's already late, - he 
sighed after a heavy 
silence. 


...Long are the hours of the gods. And they were 
not given oblivion. Once again, Hurin turned the circle of 
memories, making the wound open again... 


...Four days of massacre. At first it seemed that 
victory was near, so furious was his attack. Gwindor, 
blinded by rage, seemed to fly... Where was he now, 
what did they do to him in the Enemy's black dungeons? 
And those black warriors, who seemed to know no pain 
and fear - perhaps truly undead - who drove them back 
from the gates of Angband? There were few of them, but 
they struck their enemies through fear rather than 
through weapons... 

..Damn withdrawal. And again hope. Dark and 
furious Maedhros finally arrived, even if late. Beautiful, 
even without an arm, with a dark fire of wrath in his 
eyes, he was equally frightening to his enemies and to 
his enemies. Maybe they could end the battle in a draw, 
but the traitors, the traitors - Men. Men. Filthy oriental 
barbarians, damn you! 

And then - better not to remember. Desperate 
retreat together with Turgon. A strange bitterness in the 
soul as Turgon again disappeared into his enchanted 
mountains, and Man again came face to face with his 
mortal destiny. 


Hutrin was a mighty warrior, but who could resist 
Ahero? I was ready to die. 

- Order of the Lord: arrest and take to him. 

Valarauko bowed and stepped back: “Gorthaur...” 

The Black helped Hurin to his feet and looked at 
the warrior, as if assessing him. Maia's beautiful pale 
face did not reveal any feelings. Yes, they beat him 
beautifully... He won't be able to walk alone. Do what... 

Maia placed her hands on the man's shoulders. 
Even through s clothes, Hurin felt the icy touch. The 
pain and fatigue slowly left the body. 

Hutrin still gripped the handle of his war axe. 
Upon realizing this, Gorthaur lightly squeezed the 
warrior's right shoulder, and Hurin's fingers softened. 
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- Follow me, - said Gorthaur, calmly. - The Lord 

awaits you. 

And, surprising himself at his own obedience, 
Hutrin followed him. Down endless staircases and dark 
galleries, they descended into the heart of Angband, to 
the throne room of the Dark Lord. And Hurin was taken 
to the throne of Melkor. Gorthaur took his place at the 
Lord's right hand and stood still and silent, leaning on 
his sword. the B 


...Why didn't they kill him? Why does the Enemy 
need him? Maybe he's looking for the way to Gondolin, 
after finishing off the others? Don't get your hopes up, 
then. Mortal managed to decipher at least this Enemy's 
plan. Maybe that's why the living dead were so 
respectful towards the prisoner. Hurin was ready for 
anything. 

- So you are, Hurin of Dor-lomin. I'm happy to see 

you. 

The man stared defiantly at the scarred face. 

- And I'm happy to see how you turned out. Too 

bad I wasn't the one who did it! 

- Yes, too bad. I could understand it. And possibly 
forgive. But that is not what we will talk about, Hurin. I 
ordered him to be brought in to offer him a choice. You 
can go wherever you want if your heart seeks the Elves. 
But you can also stay here if you wish. If that is your will, 
be my warrior. Get to know them - perhaps you will be 
able to understand me and choose your own path... 

- My path was chosen a long time ago! And those 
who serve you have been vilely deceived, and you will 
exact them in blood! I know everything about you! - I see 
that not everything. 

- You see? You, in your blind rage, are able to see 
only the darkness, and that is what you will see! And you 
will never know the hearts of Men. You will never 
understand their quest, and even if you did know, you 
will never be able to give it to them. It is beyond your 
power... I am sorry for those who let themselves be 
deceived and serve you. A thousand times insane is he 
who accepts what the Enemy offers! First he will make 
them pay, then he will not keep his word. If I did what 
you want of me, you would reward me with death! 

- And do you happen to know what I want? And 
are you certain that you will not beg in vain for death 
because of your blind faith in the Elves? Follow me! 

The entire plain was covered in corpses - Elves, 
Orcs, Men, beasts... Terrible, never before seen carnage. 
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Feast of death. It seemed like there was no one left alive 
in the world. And the blood ran cold in the veins of Hutrin 
when he saw the hill of severed heads of the men of Dor- 
lémin. Melkor's voice seemed to sound from beyond 
existence: 

- Remember - was I the one who started this war? 
Was it not the Elves who lined their own path to the 
gates of Angband with the bodies of Men? Wouldn't you 
be to blame for their deaths? Tell me, son of Galdor, 
what harm have I done you? Why did you lead your 
people to ruin? You abandoned your wife and child at the 
mercy of the enemy. What will become of them now? 
Their lives are in my hands. And only my mercy protects 
them. 

- You do not have it, - replied Hurin. Now all 
confidence has left him. If before he thought - Turgon 
remembers him, regrets him - now even that certainty 
was gone. He felt a strange emptiness and loneliness... - 
But from them you will know nothing about Turgon. They 
know nothing about him! - he almost shouted, fearing 
for his family. 

- I know. But why do you think I need Gondolin so 
much? If Men need this city - let it stay. There must be 
dreams, after all... And you and your people pay dearly 
for this dream! 

- I understand you, - whispered Hurin, furious. - 
You want to break me and discover everything. But you 
won't achieve anything! 

- If I wanted that, even if you were made of steel, 
my power would break you - just as I break this sword, - 
said Vala calmly. He picked up one of the swords that 
had been left there after the battle from the ground and 
broke it easily, as if it were a thin twig. - But I don’t 
need that, Hurin. I want you to truly understand my 
thoughts and deeds. And, most importantly, understand 
yourself. So that he will not be led by the arm, like a 
blind man, like a child, by the Eldar who tell him what is 
good and what is bad. Can't you think for yourself? 
Listen, I don't threaten you or your family. They will not 
be abandoned - I will take care of them. Think. Make up 
your mind. 

- You are skilled in lies. But he can neither see 
nor govern my family's decisions. Even though he thinks 
he is the Lord of Arda! What do you get, you miserable 
monster? He can't even free himself like that, and he 
dares to proclaim himself the King of Arda! 
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A slight convulsion of the muscles of the face. 

Then a slight, joyless smile. 

- Then I'm insignificant to you... you, so big and 
powerful. Of course, you saw the Valar themselves, felt 
the power of Manwé and Varda... And of course, - Vala 
looked around the countryside, - they care greatly about 
Men, and of course they, powerful and good, the will 
save from insignificant Morgoth. Look around, Hurin! 
You are not blind! 

- Yes! I see and I know - this will be the desire of 
the Great Ones, and they will crush it! The High King 
will remain on his throne as long as Arda exists! 

- You said: only the Supreme King can carry all 
the weight of the world - and now this fate is on my 
shoulders. I was the first of the Valar to enter Arda, and I 
gave it life. In everything there is a reflection of my 
thought, in everything there is a reflection of my song, 
my power of life in everything. Even in those and in what 
is most precious to you. 

- Have you forgotten who you are talking to? You 
lied to our parents, but the children freed themselves 
from your lie. We saw the faces of those who saw the 
Light, we heard the words of those who spoke with the 
Great Ones! You were not unique at the beginning of 
time, and you were not the one who created Arda, and 
you were not the most powerful of all... 

- Did you happen to say that? 

Hurin did not listen and did not listen. 

- You spent yourself in your greed and evil. And 
now you are empty, you are Nothing, you are an escaped 
slave of the Valar, and their chains are waiting for you! 

- You memorized the lesson well. But this is not 
knowledge. And are you not yourself a slave to your 
blind faith? I understand, he was abandoned by everyone 
and clings to his childish faith as his last salvation. But 
who do you believe? Who of them will help you? Where 
are they now? Hurin, think, open your eyes! 

- The last thing I will answer you, slave Morgoth - 
this is not someone else's knowledge, this comes from 
my heart! You are not the King of Men, and you will not 
be, even if you dominate all of Arda, even if heaven and 
earth are under your dominion! You will not be able to 
pursue them beyond the borders of the world! 

- Just as I don't chase them here. And Arta lives 
for herself. And beyond the borders of the world - 
everyone has their own path, and no one knows them. 
Not even the One. Even for me - my own path... 
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- You're lying! Always a liar, a liar in everything! 

Melkor lost control for a few moments. He 
grabbed Hurin's shoulder. Vala's hand was frightening - 
burned, drops of blood oozed from the cracks in the dark 
skin. His face became terrible. 

- Listen, son of Galdor! I pity you even now. And I 
won't give up, especially after your words, even if it's 
cruel. I will force you - you will learn to think for 
yourself - not believe blindly, see with your own eyes! 
Then you'll see if I'm lying! Now you won't be able to 
leave! Follow me! 

“... Maedhros was tormented here. Now it's my 
turn. But, praise to the One, Men are mortal. I will bear 
everything... Why... What am I thinking about? Or have 
the thoughts of the Enemy truly infiltrated my soul?” 

- Now you have become equal to the kings of 
Arta. Behold your throne, Hurin son of Galdor. Now you 
will be omniscient like a god. You will now see with my 
eyes and hear with my ears. All of Arta's pains will be 
known to you, as they are mine. Now I will abandon 
those who are dear to you, and they will be unprotected. 
Then see if Elves or Valar will help you. See everyone's 
achievements. See and judge, Mortal, and let nothing be 
hidden from you... 

- Why? Why do you need this guy, master? He is 

your enemy. 

- Is he blind. I want him to see. 

- For what? What will change with this? 

Vala was silent for a moment. 

- Hurin is greatest among the lords of men. Not 
only did he receive honors from Fingon and his father, - 
the sweaty voice trembled slightly at the word, - Turgon 
received him with affection. He knows the Eldar too well, 
and your thoughts are his thoughts. And I want him to 
know the Eldar even better - looking through the eyes of 
the gods. Perhaps then he will finally be able to see the 
Way of Men. And there - let him choose alone. Greatest 
of Men - they will believe in him... For it is not in me, 
Enemy, that they will believe... 

- If he wants to be the one you expect. 

- I do not expect him to act in accordance with my 

wishes, Ennoth. 

- Plus, the vision can also break you. 

- No need, don't talk like that, I've thought about 
it thousands of times myself! If so, I will be cursed. You 
will curse me yourselves. You know, if there was 
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someone I could pray to - I would pray that he would 
turn out to be as strong as they talked about him. 
- Maybe it's better to let him go... what do I say, 
it's already late, Master. 
- Yes. It's late, Ennoth. 


“And you can see everything, like in the palm of 
your hand. Even Gondolin. So he knows everything? But 
why don't you attack? Why don't you destroy it? He has 
the strength for it. Or don't you want to? Do not want?! 
Or - plan... Gods... Impossible for a mortal to 
understand. I don't understand, I would attack. It means 
that I have not become like him, and Turgon is dear to 
me... But why so?.. Doriath in the iridescent gloom... 
Turin, my son, at least you are safe from the Enemy...” 


- Lord, have mercy on your slaves! Did we not 


help him in the fight, turning against his enemies? We 
attacked them from behind, and they fled in terror! 
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- And what do you want? - Vala said coldly, 
looking at the bent man. More than himself, the memory 
of that other was repugnant. Gorthaur's brother. 

- Give us the lands of the Alvs! Allow it - we will 

kill those who remain ourselves! 

- Aren't you asking for a very high payment for 
the betrayal? No, don't even think. Only Dorlomin, where 
you have already settled, is yours. But know: if you set 
one foot outside this land, you will be finished. You set 
your reward yourself. Outside! 

“Why does he punish him? Or is justice also 
within the Enemy's reach? No, this is all a lie! Of course, 
as always, he accepted the service and rewarded it - 
with death... Turin, my son, I wonder if you remember 


” 


me.... 


“What’s the matter, why? Did the Enemy's curse 
blind them both? Elwé, you see, Turin cannot bear 
humiliation, Man is proud. Understand the Mortal, 
father-in-law of Beren!.. Truly, it was not for nothing that 
a shadow always appeared in my heart at the mention of 
Doriath... Turin, no, do not listen, do not humble 
yourself. Let them see the Man. Let them understand. 
May they accept their dignity... Or?.. Who to believe, if 
even I, respected by two kings, was considered an 
inferior being... I wonder if the Enemy isn't lying... I hate 
it! If this is true - I curse you thrice for such truth!” 


- Bring him here. Find him. I would not like him to 
perish. Bring it. Maybe he'll be safe here. He has already 
known the gratitude of the Elves. Maybe you will 
understand me... 


“Go away, my son. Doriath cast him out - go to 
Gondolin, to Turgon. He must remember you, he must 
welcome you, Turin, my son!” 


- We couldn't get there in time, Sir. The vision 

killed him. 

- Tell me everything. All. 

- He ran away from everyone, he believed only in 

himself. 

- It is also a path. 

- This path led him to death. Everyone was his 
enemy. He believed in the Elves - they began to fear 
him. He was too proud to obey. He was educated by 
Elves - that's why he was too proud of Men. He was a 
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stranger to everyone, and only managed to respond to 
the love of a creature without a home or memory. Who is 
to blame that this was your sister? Who is to blame that 
all your deeds turned to evil? He died, we couldn't get 
there in time. Elves too. 

- They could have arrived in time, if they really 
wanted to find him! - Vala stood up abruptly. - And the 
blame falls on me. I should have predicted... 


Vala said nothing to the Man - Hurin's thoughts 

were Clear. 

“Mortals and Immortals follow different paths. 
The Elves don't care about us. They abandoned us to the 
mercy of the Enemy... But don't rejoice - I was not 
defeated. You are to blame for the death of my children. 
And you will still get what you deserve...” 

- Go your way, son of Galdor. I don't ask for 
forgiveness - I'm not to blame for everything, and you 
won't forgive either. Go, you're free. Now it's your turn 
to judge. Judging everyone and everything. 

Ast Ahe's warriors escorted him to the borders of 
the elven lands with great honors. But Hurin said no 
word. 


It was close to the rocky slopes - walls of 
Gondolin. He didn't know the secret path, but here was 
Turgon's fortress, he remembered that. He still believed 
that the one will receive him. The last thread, last hope 
that everything he has seen, everything he has 
discovered about the Elves is a lie, an evil illusion of the 
Enemy. And he called. He begged fate - for someone to 
answer. Is everything in the past nothing to the Elves? 
They remember everything. Or is this “everything” 
different for Mortals and Immortals? Is everything that 
Men have done to the Elves, all their pain, their losses, 
insignificant in their eyes? And are Men just pawns in 
their incomprehensible game? And do the gods not care 
about Men, as the Enemy said? So, it's not a lie... But he 
is the Enemy. And where is the truth? Are men alone, 
unprotected, powerless? Foreign words sounded in his 
mind: “Seek your way. Look with your own eyes.” He 
was frightened by his terrible truth and, to free himself 
from the nightmare, he shouted once again: 

- Turgon! Remember your words! Answer me! 

Where is it? 
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- It will be unhappy, Gondolin, protected city! He 
will be unhappy, a terrible shepherd who abandons his 
flock! Unhappy will be the one who closed his eyes and 
ears to the suffering of those who are weak, of those who 
beg for help! Amid the shine of gold and jewels, you 
cannot see the blood, among the songs and the noise of 
the festivities, you cannot hear the groans of those who 
fall under the blows of swords. He who denied the world 
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will be unhappy! You are like the top of the tree that 
neglected the roots. Now they will die, then it will be 
your turn. Whatever! I didn't believe the Enemy's words, 
and now I see - he didn't lie. I curse you, cruel city, 
because your glory and your beauty were bought by the 
blood of others, and the time will come to pay... 

“Now all that was left was to pay the debts to 

another king. And nothing else connects me to 

the immortals.” i 


- Here, get paid, king. It's not the first time you've 
been paid by Men, right? From Beren - a gem for your 
daughter. Receive now this necklace, Nauglamir, from 
Finrod's treasury. Do you remember him? Why do the 
best perish, and insignificant beings like you live? Get 
paid - you raised my son well. Kept it well. He looked 
carefully. He took good care of my wife and my 
daughter. Today we close the accounts! s 

Hurin threw the necklace under Thingol's feet. 
The king was silent, motionless as a statue. Melian stood 
up. 

- Hurin! Contain your anger. It is the sadness that 

speaks - not you. It is the Enemy who has 

clouded your 
to look... 

Hurin listened to Melian's words with a sneer. 

- Thank you, Melian - you have pity on me. 
Strange. It's a human feeling. Although the Enemy said - 
Arda changes everyone. But it seems he was right. But 
anyway, we close the accounts. You will soon forget me, 
king, although, it is said, immortals do not know how to 
forget. I'm afraid you know - what you don't want to 
remember... I never thought... Maybe even after the 
death of your own daughter you won't cry for a long 
time... Goodbye. The paths of Mortals and Immortals 
have separated, unfortunately. Who is to blame? Light 
and Dark are not as different as we are. But we could 
have and change, and we ourselves are to blame for our 
unhappiness... Goodbye. I will follow my path. 


No one knows how Galdor's son lived his last 
days. He was not with the Enemy. He was not among the 
warriors of the Light. Lonely, disbelieving, he followed 
the lands and his footprints were lost near the Great 
Sea. Men said - the sea swallowed him, along with the 
memory of the one who did not believe in anyone. 
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He sits on a fragment of white stone, next to the 
fountain's cracked chalice. Long sensitive fingers 
mechanically stir the pearls in the crystal clear water. A 
terrible weight on your shoulders. 

“...We free ourselves from the force that we 
cannot control...” Again, that “us” burned him, in a touch 
of red-hot iron. He shuddered as he remembered the 
Master's still face and the hoarse: "Hurry up!..." 

It didn't arrive in time. 


..The Black Warriors bent over the dying man. 
The ragged breath bubbles with blood in the throat, the 
light armor shattered on the chest. He fought to the end: 
the warriors counted twelve Orc corpses. 

Someone lifted the Elf's head, someone brought 
water to his lips in a black steel helmet. He coughed, 
opened his eyes, already shadowed by death. He must 
not have immediately understood who was in front of 
him - he tried to smile, his lips already turning blue. 
Then his gaze cleared - and at the same time he gained 
the strength of steel. 

- Servants of Morgoth! Murderers! Damn! - with 
the incredible strength of hatred whispered the Elf. His 
body softened, the blood stopped flowing from the 
wounds. 


..He remembered the marveling boy-wanderer, 
who told of silver towers, of walls white as moonlight, of 
roads that wind like clear ribbons to the pier, of 
fountains like sea shells filled with pearls, of light swan 
ships ... 

Now he saw it himself. Ruins of the silver towers, 
destroyed walls, white stones of the roads and docks 
covered in blood, burning ships... 


... They were in a hurry. Who will stand in the path 
of the black storm, who will stop the swift north wind - 
knights silent as death, led by Gorthaur, the Lord of 
Warriors? Like black birds, like dark flames over the 
sleeping land, the warriors of Ast Ahe flew south. 

“We were sent by Master...” 

And the guardians of the North retreated, 

opening the way. 

“By the will of Melkor.” 

And the knights dismounted, handing over the 

horses to them. 
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“Orders of the Lord”. 

Those who came from the East bowed down, 
giving them shelter and food, looking with veneration 
and hope at the austere faces. 

They were only a few hours late. 


Here there was no justice, no honor, no mercy. 
Here their blood brothers, Orcs, decided the eternal 
dispute with the Elves. Sindar defended themselves 
desperately, but the Orcs were more numerous, much 
more... They were drunk on blood, and there was no one 
to stop them. They spared no one, and the air was filled 
with their wild howls... 

...Faster! The black warriors flew faster than the 
cold northern wind, and their cloaks were like wings, 
and like an arrow, in front of them was, on a horse that 
knew no tiredness, Disciple, Winged Night, Lord of 
Warriors, Sword of Melkor - Gorthaur ... 

Ice and steel - Elf eyes. Those who tried to 
contain the advance of the Orc legions on Porto were 
doomed, but they did not retreat. Because there, behind 
them, women and children ran to the ships, carrying the 
wounded; and it was necessary to endure these infinite 
minutes so that those whose destiny is to save 
themselves would have time to raise the sails and raise 
the anchors... 

... They ran like shadows through the silent streets 
- only their hoofbeats echoed like thunder in the dead 
silence. They burst into the port when almost none of its 
defenders were left. And the white ships burned, and 
balls of fire went out, hissing, in the water, so that the 
red reflections of the fire turned the color of blood. Two 
knights, without dismounting, raised their bows - and an 
Orc collapsed onto the rocks without being able to reach 
the ship, and the flame of the torch danced happily, 
reflecting in the black mirrors of the pools of blood... 

The Elves did not understand what had happened. 
They saw some knights, and many hearts sank in 
anticipation of the inevitable evil - reinforcements 
arrived, it was over... But there was a commotion among 
the Orcs, and the Elves gained a few precious minutes... 
r 


..And they abandoned Losselellond, the last port 
of Cirdan on the coast of Beleriand, and the white ships, 
sad seabirds, left behind them the destroyed city, 
burning houses, unburied bodies of the Elves. 
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And, gnashing his teeth in impotent rage, 
Ereinion Gil-galad swore that there would be neither 
forgiveness nor mercy for the Enemy, that if he was 
destined to meet the Cruel One someday - as he begged 
that fate would grant him this meeting ! - the Enemy will 
pay for every drop of blood that spilled because of him. 

And Cirdan, in the stern, looked at the white 
harbor, dead harbor, and there were tears in his eyes - 
perhaps because the wind carried smoke and gray flakes 
of burning soot from the land. 

And the minstrel took up the lute, and the light 

silver of the strings echoed sadly... 


Whiter than pearls, softer than warm waves 
These are your ladies' hands. 

Of silver and stars 

Your children's armor. 

Divine seabirds, 

That fly away on white wings - 

Your ships. 

The silver of the moon and sea foam, 
Intertwining of white corals - 

Its towers, 

Porto das Estrelas... 


Where is 
the silver of 
the strings 
and their 


songs, 
Where are 
the white 
wings of 


their ships, 

Where is the clear laughter of your children, 
Where are the smiles of the beautiful ladies? 
Where is your shining sword, 

Where 

is the 

candle 

whiter 

than 

snow? 

- It 

was 

torn. 
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Like wings of dead birds - 

Hands of your ladies, 

On the rocks, it's cooling the blood 
Of your proud children. 

His star went out: 

Only seagulls cry over the sea... 

On the waves - bloody foam, 

And their minstrels sing sad songs - 
Forgotten by death, cursing immortality... 
They united pearls of words 

By silver strings, 

Pearls of tears and rubies of blood, 
Who will collect them today? 

Your birds perished, 

Only moans of wounded songs 

They will be carried away by the cold wind. 
Sea salt on the lips - 

Or cold blood - 

Or tears? 

Porto da Estrela Branca, 

Dead port - 

Goodbye... 


Suddenly, a wind blew from the south, filling the 
sails of the ships, and the minstrel's voice filled with pain 
tinkled, and the strings of the lute cried. 

But at the port, the fight was not over. 


Probably, the Elves would be happy to see how 
their enemies fight each other. Blood-crazed orcs 
attacked the Black Warriors. They did not understand 
now who was in front of them; they saw only one thing - 
those are killing them, those took out their fangs. Here 
there were few Orcs who obeyed the Lord of the North. 
A horde of creatures that only wanted to kill threw 
themselves howling towards the new enemy - and 
retreated like a furious wave breaking against a granite 
rock. They attacked again when one of them let go 
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a maddened exclamation, having recognized the Lord of 
Warriors. 

They fled, abandoning their weapons, 

when the order reached them like a 

blow: - Stop! Come back! 


They crawled towards him, without the courage 
to look up, waiting for the inevitable merciless sentence. 
The same cold and confident voice uttered: 

-Cavem. 

They did not dare disobey him. 

He studied the faces of the dead. A warrior meets 

death without fear, knight of Ast 
Ahe will step onto the unknown path with a smile. 

“For my sake his disciples die...” 

He heard the words again, full of contained 

bitterness: 

“You are a Maia - you will handle a hundred Orcs. 
He is my disciple - he will make ten hundreds obey. 
What if there are thousands, thirsty for blood?” 

He couldn't answer then. Now I saw the answer. 


There were seven wounded; two - close to death. 
He took care of them first. Now there was no Gorthaur - 
Lord of Warriors, who also called the Sword of Melkor, 
Wrath of 
North. There was a great healing master. 

And then - simply an exhausted man, almost 

broken with pain. 

In the same pit, in the same land they all lay: 
Elves of Cirdan and Black Warriors, knights of Ast Ahe. 
They were defenders of the port, Shadow Elves and Dark 
Men. They had a common enemy, they fought on the 
same side. And none of the Black Warriors considered 
this an offense to the memory of their fallen comrades; 
perhaps, if the Sindar knew the truth, they would think 
the same. 

The same land enveloped them, and side by side 
stood the shining swords of the Sindar and the cold star- 
fire blades of the warriors of Melkor. 

And the leader of the Orcs rolled in the mud 

before Gorthaur. The one said in a cold and 

indifferent voice: - Get out of here. 

He turned and went to the city. It even reached 
the cracked chalice of the fountain. He sat on a fragment 
of white stone. A terrible weight fell on his shoulders. He 
bent over the chalice and splashed some ice water on his 


The Black Book of Arda 


face. I sit, hunched over, as if I had aged a thousand 
years; long fingers mechanically stir the pearls in the 
crystal clear water... 


“Servants of Morgoth! Murderers! Damn!” 

“We release the force we cannot control.” 

“His disciples - Men, defenders. Mine - Orcs, 
assassins. I am cursed, Master - I stain your name with 
blood and mud, which is worse than blood. Why do you 
trust me, Master? What do I do? Wounds on your body, 
wounds on your soul - because of me. They curse him - 
because of me. You were right then - there is no place 
for me among the creators...” 

The warriors were a little apart. Someone began 
to sing, in a low voice, a dull and slow song, and Maia 
began to hear it involuntarily... 

Winged darkness, where is your rider? 

Dark Fortress, where is your defender? 

Starry sword, where is the hand, 

What held you back? 

Horse - black wind, 

Where is the knight? 

The warrior will not lift a cup of wine, 

You won’t eat with friends - 

You are a guest in a strange land... 

A sad messenger flies through the night, 

There's a bloody rag on your spear, 

Sadness bird flies 

About your empty house... 

Cold blood does not resemble rubies. 

How many horses will return without their 

owners? 

Who will sing those who perished in this battle? 

Death did not relax the hand that wielded the 

sword, 

Blood-washed stars are your path, 

Knight who flies into the darkness, riding a 

winged horse.... 

Looking at the one who leaves for the Night, 
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Treading the unknown path with a smile. 
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The gray hairs of memory will remain for the 
living 

And the cup of bitterness, 

And the bitterness of plowing... p 


...Black shadows, winged storm of dark flames - 
faster than the southern wind... Black riders, birds that 
fly over the sleeping land, on their way to the North. In 
front of him was, on a horse that knew no tiredness, 
Disciple, Winged Night, Lord of Warriors, Sword of 
Melkor - Gorthaur. Face - pale mask of anger and pain. 

"What did I do? How will I look into your eyes, 
Master? What will you tell me? My fault... You must 
know; then - do what you want, it doesn’t matter... 
Master...” 

His report was succinct. The news was terrible. 
Few of Cirdan's people managed to flee, Sindar lands on 
the southwest coast turned into a desert, only half of the 
black warriors returned to Ast Ahe. 

He fell silent and raised his eyes to the Lord - a 

condemned man awaiting sentencing. 

- You did 

what you 

could, 

Gorthaur. 

Thank 

you. He 

expected 

other 

words. 

“What do you spare me for, Master? I prepared 
these beasts for war, I brought them into your army. 
How am I better than Curumo? You were right a 
thousand times: I’m just like him...” 

Eyes to eyes: calm look from Vala Negro, 

desperate and condemned - from his Disciple. 

"Do not blame yourself. Yes, that was a terrible, 
cruel way out. It's unique. Men would not resist the 
attacks of the Noldor. You were right". 

“No, no, Master! They blame him for everything 
that was done by the Orcs, and I am the one giving the 
orders. Because of me they consider him an enemy, cruel 
and evil. You! Did you happen to want war? Did he teach 
you how to hate?” 

“My Disciple, whether you like it or not, but the 
war continues. The most terrible thing is that those 
because of whom it began die in it. But how to stop it? 
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Believe me, if this were within my power, I would have 
done this a long time ago. But think - if we didn't exist, if 
there was no Ast Ahe, what would change? What will 
change if I go to Valinor, if I beg my brother for 
forgiveness, if I regret what I did?” 

“Master, what are you talking about, what?” 

“Elves will fight with Men for dominance over 
Arta. Noldor, High Elves - with the Sindar, whom they 
despise in their hearts, who prevent them from 
becoming lords of Beleriand. 

Edain - with those men they consider unfaithful, inferior. 
Orcs - with the whole world.” 
"My fault. They should be destroyed, and I....” 
“Disciple, understand - while the Balance in the 
world is undone, the Orcs will not disappear, just as the 
White City will not disappear and change.” 

"What is that?" 

"Will know. You will understand - later.” 

“So, was it predestined? And we don't have the 
power to change anything? So why do we exist, what is 
the purpose of what we do?” 

“T said - Balance was undone, not destroyed. 
Those who can recreate it came into the world. As long 
as we can help them with something, we have no right to 
leave. And can we? And don't say we can't change 
anything. Could it be that during these days you didn’t 
understand that it’s not like that?” 

“Yes, but at what price...” 

“Do you talk about the price? If the price of peace 
in Arta were my chains or even your death - do you think 
that would make me give up?” 

“When it comes to the fate of Arta - I wouldn’t 
say this price is high either. But why do you and your 
disciples pay for my mistakes, Master?” 

“Your mistakes? You give yourself too much 
importance, boy. We pay ourselves for the chosen path. 
Mistakes... You know, only those who give up don't make 
mistakes. But I'm happy for you. You have doubts - you 
are becoming just like them.” 

"Teacher..." 

“Go, Disciple.” 

Melkor followed the tall, slender figure in black 
with his gaze. He knew: Maia calmed down. The despair 
and sadness went away. All that was left was the sad 
reflection. And it wasn't Melkor's words: it was what was 
behind the words. The same gift slept in Maia, but when 
it will awaken, who will make it awaken, who knows... 
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Melkor lowered his head. “Was there no other 
way out? Or - there was, but I didn’t see it? Am I wrong? 
No, this is not a mistake if there was so much blood. It's 
a crime. And it is no longer possible to correct it... Or is 
it?..” REMAINDER OF BELERIAND. ANO 500 DA Ist 
ERA 


After Hutrin abandoned the Enemy's domain, 
protected by a procession like a great lord, Vala Melkor 
ordered that men should no longer pass the gates of the 
black fortress. He was afraid that he would no longer be 
able to speak to them calmly. He was afraid. It was too 
difficult to fail twice, to see your own heart make 
mistakes twice. Too painful. He feared even those who 
were his allies. Men. Now he was completely perplexed - 
it seemed to him that he does not understand them, he 
simply is not capable of understanding them. It seemed 
to him that all his plans would fall apart - he thought he 
would support them in Men, but how can he do that if he 
doesn't understand them? Will they disown him? And the 
Men of Hope? And the Owl people? And the others? 

Now only Ahere guarded the fortress. The inertia 
of despair took over Vala. Apathy. He sat, numb, 
hunched over, looking at his crown on the stone table 
next to the throne - now it seemed too heavy to him. He 
looked at the disfigured iron orbit, from which a Man's 
dagger tore out the stone of Memory. Mortal's Dagger. 
Man he felt sorry for. He felt like an old man, a weak old 
man. And, looking at his hands, he helplessly lowered his 
head. There were no chains, but despair chained his 
wrists... 

When he saw this dagger in which the red gems 
burned with living fire, fear enveloped him. As if 
returning the sword of a dead warrior. “Gorthaur? What 
happened to him? 

Imprisoned?!” The Balrog's fiery eyes lit up his face like 
the flames of a bonfire. 

- Some men came, Lord, and brought this sign - 
they say they were sent by your general. What will you 
order? 

- Let it in, - after a brief silence said Vala. 

There were six of them. One - on a stretcher, 
covered with a cape up to the neck. Bearded, hairy men, 
heavy and broad-shouldered, even though they weren't 
very tall. Two wore horned helmets, others wore fur caps 
with bronze plates. Rustic knee-length shirts, leather 
vests, metal knitwear. Bare knees, the tops of the legs 
wrapped in cloth, fastened with crossed straps, on the 
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feet - something similar to clumsy boots. Wooden 
shields, swords and axes. The most richly dressed 
warrior, apparently their leader, looked around 
perplexed and asked Melkor, who was sitting next to the 
throne: 

- Hey, friend, and where is he? Where is the 

Lord? 

“Rough and rude. They have a very original 
politeness.” 

- Could you first tell me who you are and what 

brings you here? 

“Brave, nothing to say. It must be one of those 
tribes that carve gods in wood and make sacrifices to the 
statues, and as soon as something goes wrong - they put 
an end to them. Simple and fair. Of course, with 
treatment like that, they don’t die of fear of the gods.” 

The warrior declared proudly, placing his hand 

on the hilt of his sword: 

- Iam Marv, son of Gonn, great warrior of Gonn, 
son of Gonn of the house of Gonnmar, who is the best 
commander of the Lord of Warriors Gorthaur! And I take 
his word to his Lord! 

- So talk. 

The warrior looked at Melkor a little 

foolishly and asked, frowning: - Why 

should I? 

- You brought a message to the Lord. So talk. I'm 

listening. 

- You? - asked the warrior, in disbelief. 

Vala smiled at the corner of her mouth. Of course, 
they expected to see something more imposing. For 
example, could a big guy with six arms and the head of a 
wolf - their god of war, or whatever, be like that? Melkor 
leisurely climbed the steps and placed the crown on his 
head. And it changed strangely - on the throne was a 
majestic, wise and powerful ruler, and even the wounds 
on his face imposed fear. And the face of Marv, son of 
Gonn, changed and he fell to his knees. 

- Forgive me, big one, for not having guessed, not 
having understood! Forgive and help! - he shouted in a 
pitiful voice. 

- How can I help? And what is the message from 

my general Gorthaur? 

- Well, that's what he says - hail, Lord, Gonn, son 

of Gonn, our leader! Save my brother! - What 

happened to him? 

- They injured him, Lord. 
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-And Gorthaur couldn't help you? 
- How could you not! Brother would have already 
died if it weren't for him! But he didn't have the 
strength to do everything. 
Take it, he said, to himself. He gave horses, gave the 
signal... 
- Good. Bring the injured man. And leave. Then 
I'll call. 
As the warriors left, he noticed a suspicious look. 
“Still, curious - how did they imagine me?” 


The injured man was a corpulent man, appearing 
to be around forty years old - a respectable age among 
these short-lived men. Dark hair, not very clean, braided 
at the temples, long mustache mixed with a small beard, 
visibly the owner's pride. The brown eyes shine in the 
pale face. Vala threw away the cloak, once green, hard 
with blood and mud. 

The wound was really terrible. Fatal. The blow 
cut the collarbone, separating the shoulder and arm. 
Lucky he fell into Gorthaur's hands. These healers of 
yours are true barbarians. They would burn the wound 
with a red-hot iron, and he would die of pain... Clumsy, 
dirty bandages barely covered the wound. The man 
looked at him attentively. Melkor slowly passed his palm 
over the wound, to feel how serious it is - burned fingers 
are sensitive. Then, placing his hand on the man's 
forehead, he ripped off the stuck bandages - the man felt 
no pain. It was Vala who felt it. Bad wound. Dirty, 
horrible. Bone fragments in the meat. The blood started 
to flow again. At least the lung wasn't hit. But the 
arteries... we need to hurry. 

Vala closed her eyes and silently passed her hand 
over the wound, transferring her strength to the dying 
man's body. It seemed to him that all he had to do was 
move - and everything would collapse, shattering into 
thousands of pieces. 

...Bright spots obscuring the view. The ringing in 
my ears became unbearable. Vala opened her eyes, 
breathing hard. The wound turned pale, there was no 
more blood, and the broken bones came _ together, 
although not very firmly. He smiled, looking at the 
injured man's face, and suddenly saw compassion in the 
dark eyes. He saw there the reflection of his own smile, 
which flowed like blood from incurable wounds. And the 
man began to speak - in a weak and hoarse voice, 
interrupting himself: 
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- There's no need anymore... It's gone, it's fine... 
For me to die - all the same. Where am I going without 
my arm... And you... what was it like they did that to 
you... You're covered in blood... How... It must hurt, I 
see... And they said - from the height of a mountain and 
invulnerable... Wow... I kind of thought that gods are 
immensely tall, and that's why they are powerful... And 
you don't even look very tall, and you might try, that... I 
don't even know how to say... In short, you are a great 
god, and there is no one more powerful than you. Just 
don't cure me anymore. He's already all bloody. I'll 
survive anyway. But just say - who was it? I will speak to 
the men - we will bring him his head. 

"What to do? Laugh or cry? He says to his face 
that he expected to see a powerful warrior, and found a 
withered nothingness... And from the bottom of his 
heart! Of course, it's not the Owl Clan, almost wild 
- but still human. And hearts - loyal and brave...” 

- His head is already mine. He is dead. 

- That's right. Revenge is sacred business. 

- I wasn't taking revenge for 

myself, - answered Vala 

deafly. The Man felt 

something in his voice. 

- Friends must also be avenged. Hey, when you 

get up... 

- Children too? 

- But avengers will grow from them! 

“Try, convince him.” 

- And isn't it a pity? 

- And they felt sorry for us? 

- And you want to be like them? 

The man fell silent. 

- I never thought about it. 

- Then think, - said Vala abruptly. - Stay quiet. I 

will continue... 


The man was in front of him, looking at his 
shoulder in wonder. He moved his arm a few times, and, 
shining his eyes, said happily: 

- Behold, I am a warrior again! If not, what would 

you do without your arm? 

He knelt and bowed deeply, touching his forehead 
to the ground. When he raised his face, there was more 
reflection in it than a smile. 

- When I look at you like that - it's exactly as they 

said! 
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- And how, 


allow me 
to ask? - 
Vala 
smiled. - 
Like in the 
song... 
And he 
went out 
into 
battle, 
like a 
tower, In 
a high 
crown on 
which 
stars 
shone. 


And the shield he carries looks like a cloud, 

And the Hammer of the Underworld is in his 
hand; 

Big, powerful, invincible! 

His footprints are bigger than valleys, 

In which ten horses could hide, 

And his scream is more terrible than thunder, 

His laughter is like an avalanche in the 
mountains! 

He walked and the earth shook beneath his feet! 
And he felled the enemy with a terrible blow, 

He stepped on that one's neck, 

And the sound of bones breaking covered the last 
scream, 

And blood flooded the land... 


- Enough! Do not need more... 

- But you asked for it yourself... - the man lost 

focus. 

- I asked... Now you see for yourself what I am. 
Don't I look like a tower? And about that fight... My body 
resembles yours. And you may be hurt... So what will you 
say about me? 

- I will say, - said the man hoarsely, - that you are 
bigger than I thought. It's easy to be a great warrior 
when you're the size of a mountain! It's easy to heal 
wounds if it doesn't require anything from you. And you - 
everything takes away from you. And if you, with all this, 
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fight alone against all targets - who is above you? And 
know - I will serve you for what you have done for me. 
And for their wounds they will also receive all that is 
due. I swear on my arm! With this very arm. 

- I don't need revenge. 

- And I need. You say I'm cruel? And you are too 

kind. 

“This is something new.” 

- And you can't get by with kindness alone. And 

it's better that I'm cruel than you. 

The man fell silent. And then he added, looking at 

the floor: 

- But I won't touch the children. Not even women. 
Not even the injured. I don't want to look like that. 

“T’m grateful for that at least.” 

- And if they kill me - welcome me to your palace! 
I will be your warrior. I will drink from your enemy's 
skull at parties in his mansions. I will fight to make you 
happy. 

"What does he say? Do you see my palace... Or do 
these men have no connection between what they see 
and what they believe?” 

- Which... palace are you talking about? 

- From that one, there, in the sky. You will go 
there when you win! And I'm going with you! A warrior 
must die in combat, not in bed. 

He fell silent again. 

- So, until the next meeting, Sir! My sword is your 

sword. 

- Take the dagger. Return it to Gorthaur and say - 
I thank you for Gonn, son of Gonn. Say it anyway. 
Goodbye. 

- I will. He is a great warrior! It's an honor to be 
among your men! But goodbye. You will still hear about 
me! 

"Men. Even so Men. Enough. I once tried to do 
everything myself. Enough of not trusting others. I'm too 
guilty. And before Gorthaur, and before them. It is 
necessary to act. My - how this savage managed to 
shake me out of my apathy! Men. Mortals...” 
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YEARS 502506 OF THE ist ERA 

From Maedhros’ “diary”: 

..It seems that the Silmaril was indeed cursed. 
The storm did not leave Doriath aside. That's right - the 
dwarves wanted the Jewel! Elwé was killed. It is like!.. 

Behold, there is no longer the Melian Fence. And 
the Silmaril necklace is worn by Dior... It seems like our 
time has come. If we cannot defeat the Enemy, then at 
least the Silmaril will be ours... 

...We knew nothing about them. I walked through 
deserted halls of Menegroth, and I was afraid. I had 
never seen such beauty and grandeur anywhere. We 
didn't know them! We massacred everyone. Few escaped 
- we attacked suddenly. 

In the empty throne room, I saw King Dior. Never 
before had I had the opportunity to see such a beautiful 
and noble face. He was dead. One of his warriors must 
have placed him on the throne, already dead. They did 
the right thing - no one dared touch the body. His right 
hand, with the sword still on it, was covered in Noldor 
blood up to the elbow. Here was also the blood of my 
little brother Celegorm. This is what your much praised 
beauty has become! He was lying on the base of the 
throne with his head split open. and d 
Sindar have good weapons. 

From below, a desperate scream was heard. I ran 
there. And there was my little brother Caranthir. Two of 
his servants fried the heels of one of the Sindar. I 
understood my little brother - he was in a hurry. He was 
fatally injured by Dior, and wanted to do at least 
something so as not to return to Mandos shamefully. He 
wanted to find out where Elwing, Dior's daughter, was 
with Silmaril... I already knew that. Caranthir looked at 
me, smiling crookedly with his bright red lips, too red on 
his white face. Whenever I saw him, for some reason it 
seemed to me that he had black eyes, even though I 
knew that couldn't be so... I helped him die. As well as 
everyone who was now in this room. 

Why did I do this? I don't know. Maybe because I 
know: it's not the first time that an entire people has 
been massacred here... But I shouldn't remember that! 

...But how not to remember his words - know the 

pain of others... 

..And Dior's children, his little children that 
Celegorm left to die in the forest, I was the one who 
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couldn't find them. Only wolf tracks, even if there was no 
blood. 

...Who am I? Whose side am I on and who is on 
my side? Could it be that I, Féanaro's eldest son, am the 
leader of a band of murderers, exiled outside the law? 
What is left of us, Noldor? Of the sons of Nolofinwé and 
Arafinwé - none. All dead. All died honorably, in combat 
with enemies. Only we, sons of Féanaro, die by the 
hands of our own. Has even an honorable death been 
taken away from us? 

... There were four left - me, Maglor, Amrod and 
Amras. And there were still the Silmarils and the oath 
left. There is no one left who saw the light of Valinor, 
only Galadriel, who was lost somewhere in the east. Or 
in the south? What matters... 

..Now we are more terrible than the Enemy to 
those who fled from the wastelands to the mouth of 
Sirion. And the Enemy is still waiting for something... 
Why doesn't he finish us off, damn it, what are you 
waiting for? We will never reject the oath, never! 

YEAR 506 OF THE Ist ERA 


The Orcs attacked at night, unexpectedly. They 
killed everyone except Maeglin. In him they soon 
recognized a commander; Of course they should take 
him to Gorthaur... but Orcs wanted to have fun. Maeglin 
listened in terror as they discussed what to do with him. 
There was no way out. Now, I thought, even 
Angband scared him less than this summary justice. 

Men appeared from behind the trees, silently, 

like shadows. 

- Who is he? - asked his boss. 

- Elf, - grumbled one of the Orcs grudgingly. 

- I'm not blind! - roared the man. - I'm asking 

who, from what house? 

In Maeglin, a faint hope dawned. He was 
accustomed to Men treating Noldor kings and their kin 
respectfully. 

- lam Maeglin, nephew of King Turgon, - he said, 
trying to give grandeur and confidence to his voice. This 
turned out badly for him, but the man's face lit up. 
Maeglin breathed more easily and gained courage. 

- You mean, Turgon's nephew? - said the man 

with some affection. 

- Give it to us, Gonn, - said one of the warriors 

darkly. 
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- No, you wait. Turgon's nephew - it's good. It is 
very good. That is to say, so you are King Fingolfin's 
grandson? I was lucky! Don't be afraid, I won't hand you 
over to the Orcs. 

- He is ours, - roared the leader of the Orcs. - Our 

prey! 

- It soon becomes clear that alvs and hargs are 
blood brothers. It seems like you really want to have a 
little brotherly talk with him. But tell me, who are you to 
decide? - Gonn smiled evilly, placing his hand on the hilt 
of the sword. - Maybe for you not even the word of the 
Lord of the Fortress is an order? 

Gonn turned to the Elf again: 

- Nor will I send him to Ast Ahe, alv, grandson of 
Fingolfin. And my boys won't mess with you,” he smiled 
fondly. Then his face twisted into an evil smile again. - I 
will take care of you myself. I will take your head to the 
Lord myself, you scoundrel! - he shouted. 

Maeglin pressed herself against the tree trunk. 
What was happening to him seemed more like a 
delusion, a nightmare. There was no way out. He cursed 
the day and hour in which he abandoned Gondolin, 
disobeying Turgon's order. This man was more terrible 
than an Orc, and death looked through his eyes - 
inevitable, terrible, cruel. There was nowhere to run. 
Gonn took a step forward... 

Muffled hoof beats. Slender rider in black on a 
black horse. Pale, beautiful and cruel face. Gonn bowed: 

- Eternal health and joy to you, Gorthaur, Lord of 

Warriors! 

- Also be healthy, Gonn, Son of Gonn of the house 
of Gonnmar, brave warrior. Who is he? - the knight 
pointed negligently at the Elf. 

- Maeglin, alv, nephew of Turgon, grandson of 

Fingolfin. 

Gorthaur smiled grimly. 

- Excellent prey is what you got today, Gonn, son 

of Gonn. 

- Big! We were the ones who caught him. Leave it 
to us, - the Orc chief bared his teeth fiercely. 

Gorthaur seemed to have paid no attention to the 

Orc: 

- The prisoner is yours. Do whatever you want 

- I thank... 

Maeglin, who was in a strange daze, finally came 
to his senses and, pushing the warrior holding him, ran 
towards the knight: 
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- Do you know who you are asking for mercy? 

- Yes, Mr. Gorthaur! 

Spare me, merciful sir! 

Maia laughed: 

- He lost all sense of fear. Merciful, my! Neither is 
it, you call me Gorthaur the Cruel. And it's true. You will 
soon have proof of this, Noldo! 
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- Have mercy! I will tell you everything, 
everything! - Maeglin grabbed the stirrup with 
trembling hands. Gorthaur turned away in disgust: 

- What can you tell me? 

- All! Iam Turgon's nephew, I know how to get to 
Gondolin. You will conquer this entire kingdom, I will 
help you! 

- Nice assistant, - said Gorthaur through his 

teeth. - But it's ok. Go straight on. 

Gonn sighed, then, unable to contain himself, he 

spat and threw: 

- Don't think about running away, alv. If you go 
off the trail - you can consider that you have passed into 
the hands of my boys. And then don't expect mercy 
anyway. 

Maeglin counted hurriedly, in a confused way. 
Gorthaur listened with a closed face - it was impossible 
to guess what he was thinking. 

- Turgon will not resist your power. I only ask 

that you hand over Princess Idril to me... 

Gorthaur turned. 

- I will rule Gondolin, I will be faithful to you, I 

will serve... 

- You propose a very high price for your own life, 
Noldo, - said Gorthaur heavily. - He is well. now get lost. 

- Yes, yes, Great... Tell me, won't your servants do 

anything to me? 

- No one will do anything to you here. And you 

will receive what you deserve. 

Maeglin thought he perceived a second meaning 

in these words. 

- Do you promise, sir? - he asked, undecided. 

- Isn't my word enough for you? Out of here! 

“You will receive what you owe, Noldo, grandson 
of Fingolfin, descendant of Finwé. You who looked 
indifferently upon the death of your own father, you who 
desired to become lord and betrayed your king and 
kinsman, you who despise men, who wished to take Idril 
as wife over the corpse of Tuor, you in whose veins runs 
the Executioner's blood - damn it! You bought your own 
life with the blood of your people, and the reward for you 
will be hatred from your friends, scorn from your 
enemies, and a shameful death. And there will be no 
grave for you, traitor; he wanted to fly high - so much 
more terrible will his fall be. Filthy beast. I will strike 
two targets at once: never again will the army of 
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Gondolin come to aid the Noldor, sons of Féanor, and I 

will take revenge for the Master's blood. Let it be so.” 
He stood up abruptly, threw his cloak over his 

shoulders, and buckled it around his neck with a steel 

buckle - a black serpent with silver, with cold emerald 

eyes. “Time to act.” 

FOREST SHADOW. YEARS 493515 OF THE 1st ERA 


Elion recalled the stories about the terrible fate of 
Morgoth's prisoners, about the horrible tortures that the 
Bane invented for his enemies. A thousand times he 
cursed his unfortunate fate, which allowed him to 
survive that fight. 

He discovered to his surprise that someone 
skillfully bandaged his wounds. This oppressed him and 
scared him even more: what good can one expect from 
Angamando? 

He began feeling around the cell they brought 
him to while he was unconscious. Contrary to 
expectations, it was a dry place and not very cold. Near 
the pile of hay he had been lying on, Elfo found bowls of 
water and food. He tried it with trepidation. The water 
was clean and fresh, food - absolutely edible. The only 
problem was that no ray of light penetrated there. 
Absolute dark. 

And hours dragged on - or, who knows, days and 
weeks. Once a day, a man would appear, bringing water 
and food. The waiting was worst of all; Elion, it seemed 
to him, would even be happy if they took him for 
interrogation: it is easier to die than to suffer infinitely 
with the unknown and with waiting. But time passed, 
and nothing happened. He was already impatiently 
awaiting the arrival of his jailer, he tried to speak to him 
a few times, but got no response. 

He started talking to himself - but here, where all 
sounds seemed to die, his voice sounded too loud, too 
scary. He felt like he was going crazy. Dark and silent. 
No time. Without memory... 


..Sun. Light. Elion cried like a child, stretching 
his arms to the pale sun. He laughed, and tears ran down 
his face; he spoke unbelievable nonsense, and again he 
cried and laughed... If he only knew who took him out of 
the eternal darkness - and led him to this light, he would 
bless his name, even if it was the Enemy himself. Soon, 
his eyes, unaccustomed to the light, began to hurt, but 
when someone lifted him by the shoulders - powerless, 
weak - he pleaded: 
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- Better kill me... I can't, I don't want to go 
there again... I can't... He fainted again. 


The first thing he noticed when he woke up - he 
was lying in a bed. In a real bed, not a haystack. With 
trepidation, afraid to see the darkness of the prison 
again, Elion opened his eyes. 

A small, high-ceilinged room was lit by pale rays 
falling from the narrow pointed window. Elion sat down 
and looked around. 

Next to the wall - a table covered with books and 
parchments, a low armchair with a carved back, one 
more - next to the bed, the clothes are carefully 
arranged on it; fireplace... Nothing more, almost 
ascetically austere environment; Only on the wall is a 
gobelino. The Elf got up, got dressed, put on his heavy 
dark cloak - the fire in the fireplace must have gone out 
a long time ago, and the room was quite cool. 

The gobelino surprised him. He could not 
understand at all how an object made with such skill 
could have ended up here, in Angamando. True, the 
theme might seem strange: in the starry night sky, an 
immense owl flew, silver wings open. His sparkling 
golden eyes seemed to study the Elf attentively and 
suspiciously. In its claws, the bird held a sword with an 
ornate hilt and an incomprehensible spell drawn on the 
pale blade. 

“Perhaps, it was stolen from some ransacked 
elven settlement? Unlikely... Strange image; beautiful, 
but too dark. Night bird... Something sinister. No, this is 
not the work of the Eldar...” - reflected Elion, perplexed. 

Difficulty moving away from the gobeline, Elfo 
went to the window. He had the insane hope that they 
had taken him, in some miraculous way, out of the 
clutches of the Enemy, and now he is among friends. 
One look out the window was enough to dispel all 
doubts. Black mountains, shadowy towers growing from 
the rocks... Thangorodrim. Angamando. Morgoth's 
Fortress. 

“Who knows the Enemy’s plans? Maybe this is all 
a trap, set too skillfully for me to notice right away?.. 
Maybe he just decided to play with me, like a ferocious 
animal with wounded prey, knowing I'm in his power?” 

He moved to the table. Judging by the number of 
manuscripts, it was in the home of a man of letters. One 
sheet, apparently, was written recently. “Maybe I will 
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find the answer here?..” Elion sat down in the armchair 
and began reading. 

The symbols were somehow familiar, but at the 
same time different. But Elion was a Noldo, and he 
understood a little of the speech of those who had 
imprisoned him. At first with difficulty, then more and 
more easily, deciphering these familiar and strange 
words and scribbles, he immersed himself in reading - in 
some places reading, in others - guessing and 
completing. Although it was clearly written by an enemy, 
he was a little embarrassed to read someone else's 
letter... 

“My star, queen of the North! 

Every hour I spend away from you seems like an 
eternity. And just the fact that you haven't forgotten me 
warms my soul. Bullshit, of course, but I was afraid I 
wouldn't be able to remember your face... And then I 
realized that I remember, I remember everything. I now 
often return to our first meeting in thought. I looked at 
her, and it seemed to me - her eyes sparkle like clear 
blue stars, unreachably distant and attractive... I 
remember every detail. Your dark dress, embroidered 
with silver, looked like foliage slightly touched by snow, 
on which two beautiful birds, white as snow itself, 
perched - your hands... Those moments that you spent in 
silence lasted infinitely, but when you began to speak, 
His voice sounded like the ringing of frozen branches 
under the first warm wind, when the heart barely begins 
to sense spring. If you knew, my queen, how I long to 
hear your voice again, your laugh that reminds me of the 
song of the forest stream... When you laugh, it seems 
like the whole world rejoices with you. It seems to me 
that I now see your beautiful, happy face, your hair - a 
waterfall of pale gold...” 

There were verses there - strange and beautiful; 
it seemed like the Elf - the lines exude a tender and sad 
music. He hadn't even imagined that Men were capable 
of something like this. 

“1 promised you, my love, to tell you about the 
Master. I was at my post when he approached me. He 
called me by name - even now I'm surprised how much 
he remembers us all, - and asked what worries me. I 
didn't want to answer - I thought, what do you care 
about such nonsense? But he looked me in the eyes - it 
seemed like he read my heart, and I told him everything 
about us. Everything, from beginning to end. And when I 
finished, I saw that he is smiling. Almost imperceptible, 
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with the corner of the lips. He said: “I wish I could be at 
your wedding. Listen to how Ilcha, your lady, sings... - 
then he stopped and ended with another voice. - 
Although it’s not worth it.” And, you know, there was 
something in his voice that tugged at my heart. I get it - 
his face is disfigured, and he doesn't like appearing in 
public, especially in times of joy. You know, when he 
smiles, blood appears in the wounds... I don't know why 
they don't heal - so long... I even heard them call him 
once - “He who doesn't smile”... 

I was saying something to him, without 
understanding what I was saying, trying to prove 
something, convince... And he suddenly said sadly: “You 
have a good heart, boy”. And he left. I followed him with 
my gaze, and I suddenly understood how incredibly 
lonely this wise and strong man is. How helpless he is - 
with all the power he has. That burden he carries is too 
heavy for a mere mortal. And he is alone. Fate is too 
cruel; Is he less worthy of happiness than us?..” 

Below there was a continuation - crooked, quick 

writing: 

“T reread the letter. I don't know if it's possible to 
write this, if it isn't sacrilege to even think like that. And 
suddenly I found myself forgetting absolutely: he...” 

Because it ended here. t 


..Soon, he met the owner of the room - a Nordic 
man with light hair and golden eyes, about twenty-two 
years old. He was called Honaht, and he was not a man 
of letters as Elion had imagined, but a warrior. Why did 
he need so many books - he obviously explained, but 
Elion did not fully understand; For him, this had little to 
do with the figure of a warrior. 

Talking to the man was strange, sometimes 
difficult; Elion often didn't understand him. But the man 
was neither hateful nor unpleasant to him: not an enemy, 
just different. One day Elion decided to tell him an idea 
that had been stuck in his head: 


- Listen, what do you need the Dark for? I see - 
there is no harm in you. Everything can still be fixed. 
You are intelligent, you can understand your mistake... 
Repent, kneel before the 
Powers - you will be forgiven, believe me! You were 
simply mistaken, you were involved in... 
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The man remained silent for a few moments, then 
replied: 

- Do you know why I will stay here? 

He looked into the Elf's 

eyes and _ continued 

very quietly and very 


seriously: - Master 
never forces anyone to 
kneel. 


“...You know that as important as the art of war I 
consider the art of healing, that's why they called me to 
treat this prisoner. He was an Elf, from the Noldor, and 
when I saw him, I was scared: I realized that he was 
going crazy. Maybe out of stupidity, maybe for some 
disastrous reason they put him underground. Eternal 
silence and darkness can drive men mad; and for an Elf 
this truly resembles death. His appearance was horrible; 
He was delirious, he cried and swore in his delirium, he 
prayed, he said something about light and stars... And 
then I took him outside. He came to his senses a little, 
and, you know, something turned in my soul when I saw 
how he reached for the sun. Like a fragile child seeking 
protection. Then I understood why Master calls the Eldar 
immortal children... I understood that returning him to 
darkness means killing him. And I edited it for him at f p 
Mestre. He simply could not do otherwise. 

So it happened that he now lives with me. His 
name is Elion, Son of the Stars. He is convinced that we 
are all enemies, but as strange as it may be, it seems to 
me that he is capable of understanding us. Without 
realizing it, I became attached to him; and he too, 
despite hardly ever going out and looking at me with 
fear, begins to trust me. He's like a child, and I always 
forget that he's maybe hundreds of years old. He's 
scared, he doesn't have the courage to believe us - they 
convinced him that we are evil monsters, servants of the 
Enemy, in everything he sees lies, traps... He can't forget 
what they taught him. And we learned other things... 

He thinks I was tricked too. It is difficult to 
explain to him that this is not the case. Strange to think 
that with all the gifts the Eldar have been given, men 
often prove wiser. We are the oldest, so ephemeral 
compared to the immortals. Maybe because we are 
capable of changing. I want to understand them. But will 
Elion want to understand us men? - d 
I don't know..." 


The Black Book of Arda 


The man in black stopped. 

- Honaht! 

The Norseman bowed respectfully: 

- Greetings, Sir... 

The Elf retreated into the shadow, closely 
studying the one called Lord. That thin face would 
probably be the most beautiful among those Elion had 
ever seen, if it weren't for some recent scars... And eyes 
- clear, brighter than those of elves. He seemed to 
radiate power and loving compassion. Elion felt that he 
involuntarily began to fall under the incomprehensible 
charm of this man. His spirit - the spirit of someone who 
knew how to value beauty - was full of bitterness. As if 
someone had ruined a great work of art - this 
comparison probably came to mind because he was 
trying to keep his face still; Elion remembered about the 
lines in the letter - blood appears when he smiles. In his 
heart, a vague worry began to arise. 


- What does Mrs. Ilcha's father say? 

- He doesn't approve, - the warrior replied briefly. 

- But why? You are intelligent, courageous and 
noble; even a king would not be ashamed of such a son- 
in-law. 

Honaht looked down, embarrassed and visibly 

blushed: 

- He says I'm too young, Master. 


Elion could only hear the word “Master”. 
“Probably, this must be one of the Forgotten Gods after 
all. But what is he doing here, in the enemy's 
stronghold? Or is Angamando something different, not 
what we think?..” Here he had never perceived either 
hatred or enmity towards himself: at most an alert 
curiosity. 

- What do you think, Honaht, if I ask him, maybe 

then he will consent? 

- You, Master?.. - Honaht was perplexed and 

visibly didn't know what to say. 

- Yes why not? 

- But... it's such an insignificant thing... 

- You and Ilcha love each other. Can the 
happiness of two people be “insignificant”? What do you 
think, so her father will agree? - Clear! But... 

- Then it's decided. In two days, a messenger will 
leave for the North. He will take one more card. I will 
write it today. 

Honaht knelt: 
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- Teacher! How can I thank you? 
The man in black placed his hand on his shoulder: 
- You don't need to thank me, Honaht. Stand up. 


When Elion saw that hand - burned, wrapped 
around the wrist in a heavy handcuff, he backed away, 
pressing himself against the wall. He understood who it 
was... this one. "Enemy. Morgoth. Impossible... I'm going 
crazy!..” 

He covered his face with his hands and ran 
desperately away - anywhere but far away, away from 
here, as far away as possible! 

Vala looked in the direction he had disappeared. 

- Who is he? 

- Elion, - sighed the young man. 

- That Noldo you took in? 


- Yes Master... 

- Go after him. Fast. Go, - Vala's Voice became 
harsh. - Go. 

- What happened to him, Master? - Honaht asked, 
worried. 


- He understood who I am. And he stopped 
understanding the rest. He stopped understanding 
himself. Help him. Hurry up. 


Honaht caught up with Elion quickly, grabbed 

him by the shoulders: 

- What there was? 

Elfo tried to free himself: 

- Leave me alone... leave it... there's no need... - 

he spoke with difficulty. 

- I can't leave him like this. Its not good. Why, 

explain? 

- Go away... I can't stay here... He is the Enemy! - 
shouted the Elf desperately. - I don’t want to!.. I don’t 
believe it!.. Everything is a lie, a lie! Lie... 

He hardly understood what he was saying, who 
was in front of him, otherwise he would never forgive 
himself for showing a mortal his own weakness and 
perplexity. 

- Let's go with me. Go stay in my room for a while, 
calm down... If you want, I'll leave later. Let's go. 

The Elf obeyed without understanding what he 
was doing. He just snapped his fingers and whispered: 
"It can't be... Morgoth, Enemy, evil... This can't be..." 

He only came to his senses in Honaht's room, 
when Honaht handed him a heavy silver chalice: 
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- Drink... You will feel better, drink... 

- It can't be, - repeated Elion deafly, looking at 

Honaht. 

“It can't be... I couldn't not understand that this 
was him, Damn... but I didn't understand! I should have 
felt it, and I didn't feel it... it's not possible for him to be 
so different... I don't understand anything anymore... 
Running away....” 

The man remained silent for a long time, then 

said in a low voice: 

- It will be difficult for you to stay here. If you 
want, you can leave. He will let you go. I'll ask for it 
myself, - brief smile. - I’ll fix everything. He wants? 

The Elf nodded silently. “How did he guess? Did 
you understand... he, man, Mortal, me, a Noldo? What 
gifts were given to you that I did not receive? Enemy 
Spells... no, words can lie, but deceiving the senses is 
impossible... is he simply different, and we don't 
understand? It can't be... And Orcs? Finwé? Silm rils? 
Wars?.. Is it the true what these 
Mortals tell us? - it can not be. No! Run away, run away 
from here... Or is it a trap?..” i 

Elion looked suspiciously at Honaht, but the 
man's face showed nothing but compassion, 

- When? - asked the Elf. 

- Until now, if you want. 

Elion didn't respond. Too many things debated in 
his mind. Now he simply couldn't walk... 


“Behold, this has happened, my lady. Elion 
understood everything on his own, and it wasn't me who 
revealed the Master's name to him. I couldn't prepare it. 
He considered the Master one of the Forgotten Gods, 
and I didn't have the courage to tell him his name - that 
name they curse. And he probably wouldn't even believe 
me, he would start saying that I'm lying... Like when I 
told him about the Dark Elves. He cried, and then as if 
he woke up. His eyes were terrible, desperate... He 
screamed: “I don't believe it! This couldn't have 
happened! This did not happened! No! Lie!..” This all 
seemed to tear his spirit in two, and now there was 
nothing to do... How could I explain it to him, if he didn't 
even believe in the Book? I can't stop it. It can't be that 
we can't understand each other! And, if I can convince 
him - we will have hope then... If he could talk to the 
Master!.. but no, he won't want to. And I guess why. He 
fears understanding: then his whole world will collapse. 
For the Eldar, it is unbearable to lose faith in themselves 
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so they fear doubts, they fear everything that can change 
their point of view. So, it was also with Elion. Master is 
right: the most terrible thing is the lack of 
understanding. It generates enmity...” 


“My lady, ask me to tell you about your brother’s 
fate. Forgive me for causing you pain again; I know how 
you loved him, but I also know that the truth is more 
valuable to him, and a beautiful lie will not console him. 
Ahto received the sword from Ast Ahe only a year ago. 
He was brave and proud, his brother, as befits the son of 
a ruler and knight of the Keep; perhaps, too proud. He 
could not bear the insults that a prisoner threw in his 
face. He struck... 

Then the commander told him: this is against 
honor. The law of Ast Ahe says - a prisoner is 
untouchable. 

His brother went to the Master and said, “Sir, I 
betrayed you. I am worthy of the heaviest punishment. 
Do your justice.” The Master replied: “Pain and anger 
are sometimes stronger than us”. “Your disciple cannot 
not be honored. I know that you will forgive me, Lord, 
but I myself will not be able to forgive myself”, - replied 
Ahto. 

The Master talked to him for a long time, but was 
unable to convince him. “Honor is worth more than life”, 
Ahto told him. 

We don't know how it happened. His brother 
killed himself: he couldn't bear the shame. And when 
they took the news to the Master, he said: I want to see 
you. We hear his words: “You were noble and honorable. 
The punishment proved to be heavier than the guilt... 
Your judgment was severe, warrior... Let no one dare 
remember you with bad words.” And the Master touched 
Ahto's forehead with his lips, and then he left, and we 
saw each other - his heart overflows with pain. And he 
ordered that Ahto's farewell be that of a king. None of us 
will forget, and flowers of memory cover his grave. And 
Master remembers everything... 

I beg you, my star, don't tell your father about 
this. He, who for twenty years was a warrior of Ast Ahe, 
will consider his son's act a shame for the entire family. 
Tell him that Ahto died in combat, the truth would kill 
him. Ahto was his hope, and I will never be able to 
replace his son... 

Elion was amazed by what happened. Forgive, my 
heart, for thinking of him at such a time. He is dear to 
me...” 
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- Goodbye, - threw the EIf. 

- Goodbye... - the man took a while to respond. 

He turned and walked away slowly. It felt like 

everything had frozen inside. 

He was calm as he entered the room Melkor was 
in. “Judge me, Master. I let him go. I shouldn't have done 
that. Judge me. I will accept any sentence, Master. It 
doesn't matter. I'm guilty. Judge me". 

Vala looked at Honaht for a few moments. 

- What there was? 

- Master, - Honaht did not look up. - He said he 
wants to leave. I let him go. I took him out of the 
Fortress myself. If I am guilty, punish me. - What are 
you talking about? Come. Lift your head. Now speak. 

Honaht felt a lump in her throat: 

- Master... It seemed to me that I insulted him in 
some way... I offended him... And that's why he left... I 
had become attached to him... If I only knew how dear 
he is to me, Master! And I told him myself - if you want, 
go... He didn't even turn around... And I... I feel pain, 
Master, how it hurts... Master... 

Honaht knelt and lowered her head. Vala touched 

her hair lightly: 

- As if a piece of living flesh had been torn off, and 
the wound bleeds... You give up everything and it seems 
that it is easier to die. And I would cry, if I could... I 
know that. 

- Yes yes... 

- That's right, men don't cry. But don't be 
ashamed of your own tears. It's hard to lose friends. You 
can cry now. 

- Master... You said - we must be strong... 

- This is not a weakness. Believe me Now no one 
sees you but me. Cry, man. i boy, it's nothing, sometimes 
it's necessary. 

He was crying - heavily and awkwardly - and 
saying something through his teeth. When, calming 
down a little, he began to notice what was around him 
again, he realized that the Master was kneeling next to 
him, and he himself was sitting on the floor, with his face 
touching the ground. 

Melkor's chest, and the Master's hands lightly caress his 
head, and the pain disappears. 

- Wow... like a boy... - Honaht managed to 

smile. - What nonsense did I say? - Anything. 

- Forgive me, Master. I go. I must... 
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- Go back to your room. They will replace it. And 

pack your things: you're going back home. 

- No, Master! I'm to blame, but anything but that! 

Better have me killed! 

- Like a messenger, 

Honaht, like a 

messenger. He 

smiled with the 

corner of his mouth: 

- I will wait for your return. But not 

until a month from now. After the 

wedding. - Teacher!.. 

- Wait for me here. 

Vala got up and left. Honaht remained on the 
floor, laughing. If you spend the night on the road,.crn 
in two days... 

Master returned soon. He spoke in an orderly 
tone - only his eyes smiled almost imperceptibly: 

- Knight Honaht, these messages must be 
delivered to the leader of the Owl Clan in no more than 
three days. 

- | obey, Master! 

The young man started to run away, but Vala 

stopped him: 

- Wait, one more thing. Here, take is a wedding 

gift for your lady. : 

In Vala's hand was a silver buckle - a winged 
serpent with shining eyes. Honaht blushed: 

- But, Master... 

- Take it, warrior. And be happy. 

Honaht ran out of the room. Vala looked at the 

door: 

- Boy! 

“But you will still meet. You won't forget. Neither 
does he. I know what it's like, losing. You can still cry. 
The pain will go away - the memory will remain. 
Memory..." 


..The Light did not receive him, and he did not 
turn to the darkness. His family kicked him out - he had 
returned from prison, and those who returned were 
frowned upon. And he was proud and did not desire to 
serve to gain trust. And he was still aware that he would 
never be the same again. Truly, he sometimes thought 
bitterly, my mind was poisoned by the Dark... Otherwise, 
how could he explain this strange interest in Men, 
almost envy... But the Noldo's pride did not allow him to 
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approach the Mortals. And Elion became an outlaw, like 
many in those times - both Men and Elves... Little by 
little, he became the leader of exiles like him. 

The wanderer's life in the forests and the 
contempt of the Noldor changed him; now he took 
revenge for what happened to him: he fought against the 
Noldor, the Men, the servants of the Enemy. His heart 
hardened, and he spared no one. I tried not to remember 
Honaht. Effortlessly, maliciously, he ripped the memory 
and longing for his friend from his heart - now he no 
longer feared that word. But Eldar don't know how to 
forget. 


He was walking through the forest - without any 
specific destination - when he heard the sound of 
hooves. He jumped off the trail and waited. A knight 
appeared - a young man in black riding a dark horse; he 
stopped, looked around, as if smelling someone's 
presence - and at that moment, looking more closely, 
Elion recognized him. 

- Honaht! 

The young man turned sharply in the direction of 
the voice, studying the Elf who stepped onto the path in 
front of him. 

- Honaht... you? From where?.. 

- Do you know my father's name, Elfo? - the 
knight asked, dismounting, perplexed and at the same 
time alert. 

Elion had forgotten that time passes for men, that 
the man of the north could not have changed in twenty 
years. Yes, another face... and at the same time, how 
similar it was... 

- Are you the son of Honaht? What is your name? 

- Elion, - the young man was almost the same 

height as the Noldo. 

- How?!.. Why?.. 

- Maybe you will also say your name, Elf, before 

demanding answers from me? 

The Elf paid no attention to the question: 

- Are you really Honaht's son? And your mother's 

name is Icha? 

- Sim... 

- Why Elion? - asked the Elf. The young man was 

even more confused: 

- His father said that that was the name of a 

friend of his. 

Friend. No one had called him that. Never. 
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- When he... served in Angamando? 

- He is still a warrior of the Fortress. Because 

you... 

- I'm Elion. 

- You? - the young man suddenly smiled. - How 
happy the father will be! He wanted to find him so 
much... Let's go with me! 

- Where? 

- A Ast Ahe! 

- Not now, - after a brief reflection said the Elf. - 
But I'll think about it, I promise. I will think... 


Those, whose destiny is to meet, meet. But Elion 
would give many things for this meeting to never 
happen. 

The man was leaning against the tree, 
desperately defending himself. The outlaws surrounded 
him like wolves, ready to attack their prey; If it were up 
to them, they would cut him down, but the man defended 
himself skillfully, and the sword with the Night Spell on 
the blade never missed a blow. 

- Honaht! - shouted Elion. 

The man turned towards the voice, only being 
distracted for a moment - but that was more than 
enough: he received two blows, in the stomach and 
chest. With a muffled exclamation, Elion ran to the man, 
grabbed him - the others looked at him with menacing 
surprise. 

- Animals! - growled the Elf. - Bring a stretcher 

now! Here!.. 


- ...What do you mean, Honaht... 

- Don't blame yourself... friend... - the man smiled 
weakly. - It seems my time has come. How silly... He had 
said... I shouldn't go... to the border... And I was looking 
for you... What a shame, the sword... I didn't have time... 
to give it to my son. .. 

- What are you talking about? I will heal him, you 

will see! I'm Noldo, after all, we know... 

- Thank you... friend... 

And suddenly Elion understood, felt - Honaht can 
die, die right now, without knowing anything... For so 
many years, the Noldo's pride prevented him from being 
honest with himself. “No, he will not die. He can't die, 
because I will tell him everything, everything, and only 
then will life begin... He won't be able to die!” 
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Elion began to speak quickly, as if he feared he 

wouldn't have enough time: 

- You know, I only now understood... The problem 
is not in enmity: in misunderstanding. I had been 
frightened then, when I learned that he... that he was 
Melkor. I couldn’t discover it, feel it, so “the mind was 
poisoned by the Enemy’s lies” - that’s how they say. 
Understand, this is how we were taught. Since 
childhood, they got it into their heads that he is the 
Enemy. And I hadn't even seen him before - I was born 
here... And everything is different here. He seems to 
radiate warmth and kindness. And then, he is the Lord, 
and you are a simple warrior... I would never dare to talk 
like that to the children of Féanaro. Strange... And, you 
know... now I'd like to talk to him. For some reason it 
seems to me that he wouldn't cast me out like... my own 
people. Even my brother had turned against me. And 
me? How could I know this is so? Understand, men... you 
are totally different. We all thought that the Eldar were 
superior, and the Nol or were the chosen ones among 
the superiors; and at your side I sometimes felt like a 
boy. I just didn't want to confess. Even for yourself. 

Elion spoke like this for the first time in his life - 
with ardor, from the bottom of his heart; The words 
came out with difficulty, but his spirit was relieved - as if 
what had accumulated in his spirit for years and years 
was flowing out: 

- You know... I didn't have any friends. Nobody 
called me that. And I thought - I don't need anyone, I'm 
strong, the strong have enemies, and what are friends 
for? And I expelled the thought that I got attached to 
you... I missed you... As if a piece of my soul had been 
ripped out, a piece of living flesh, and the wound 
bleeds... I never felt that... And now, the They struck 
through my house, as if I were cursed, and brought only 
sadness. Don't abandon me, friend... 

The Elf affectionately held the man's hand and 

suddenly exclaimed with despair: - Honaht! 


- ...Behold your father's sword, Elion. 

- What happened to him? - the young man's face 
was scared. 

- They killed him. He died in my arms. 

- Conte. 

The Elf told - cruelly, in detail, without pitying 
himself, without hiding anything. 
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- I'm to blame for this. I'm at your service, man. If 
you want, kill me: I don't fear death, and I already blame 
myself too much... 

The young man gave him a _ strange look, 
straightened up and replied calmly and firmly, even with 
tears in his eyes: 

- The father wanted to die like that. While he still 
has strength, not a weak old man. In combat, as befits a 
warrior, not in his own bed. From wounds, not from old 
age and illness. In his friend's arms, not hearing 
women's laments. It was a dignified death. I thank you 
for bringing me news and my father's sword. I thank. 

The Elf's face twitched. He probably didn't expect 
something like this from Honaht's son. It would be 
hundreds of times better to receive a curse or a blow. “It 
would be better if he killed himself than... 

What have I done?.. What are we doing...” 

Now, there was nothing left. There was nowhere 

to go. Alone. Empty in the heart. It's all over. 
He had understood too late. 

He walked away. The man called to him, and he 

turned around. 

- Come with me. 

For a moment something shone in the Elf's eyes, 

then he shook his head and replied: 

- The sword is a gift from your father. Also get 
one from me. The name. You are Elion, Child of the 
Stars. And I... now I no longer have a name. Goodbye. 


The fate of Elion, also called Shadow of the 
Forest, is unknown: perhaps he died fighting the 
Faithful, perhaps he fell into the hands of the Orcs... Or 
perhaps, vague rumors about an Elf who was killed by 
his own band for defending a servant from the Enemy 
They are not completely false - who can say? YEAR 510 
OF THE Ist ERA 


, 4 


From Maedhros’ “diary”: 

...Elwing is a determined woman. Now she alone 
governs the remains of the people of Gondolin and 
Doriath, destroyed by us, as her husband Earendil 
continues to wander the sea, who knows what for. They 
say he's looking for his parents, Idril and Tuor - so he's 
crazy, to say the least. Find a ship at sea! And if he seeks 
Valinor, then he is ten times insane. He can't even 
imagine what he will find there if he arrives. 

.. She kicked out my messenger. I was told that 
she is very beautiful, and the Silmaril on her necklace 
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gives her even more grace. Although my messenger 
asked her politely, without threatening much, she 
responded with restrained anger: 

- That jewel is no longer yours. You see in her 
only a treasure that you madly desire, a symbol of your 
lost power. But she has been washed so many times and 
paid for in blood, that this blood weighs more than her 
right. That is the memory about those who died and 
perished by it. About my parents, killed by their swords, 
about the missing brothers, about the sack of Doriath. 
And it is not me, but you who will pay many times over 
for everything you have done. Thank the Valar for your 
messenger, otherwise I would order your head to be sent 
to your lord! 

A feather. It will be necessary to kill her. This is 
the oath. We suddenly attacked each other. The carnage 
was terrible. I involuntarily remembered Alqualondé - 
among the Sindar there are also many blonds. But now 
the Noldor also killed each other. A part of my warriors 
rebelled. And yet the day was ours. We sack their city, 
we look for Elwing. They brought me her sons, twins 
Elros and Elrond. And Elwing threw himself into the sea 
in front of my warriors. The kids fought well, especially 
Elros - he even bit my arm. I didn't let them be killed, I 
remember Dior's children too well. And Maglor would 
rather kill me than let them die. In the night the ships of 
Cirdan came, with warriors from him and from Gil-galad. 
I'm glad you arrived late. I just wouldn't feel right if I 
killed Fingon's son. 

..One Silmaril was lost. Yes, Amrod and Amras 
also perished. Now there are only two of us. 

Who will be the next one?" 
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THE JUDGMENT OF FORTALEZA. YEAR 519 OF 
THE ist ERA 


Uggard's men expected pursuit. They posted 
guards every night, during the day they walked as fast as 
they could. But the fourth day had already begun, and 
there was nothing suspicious, and Uggard calmed down. 

...He woke up and jumped up, already holding his 
sword. The blond man in black, in dark armor, was two 
steps away from him. Realizing what was happening, 
Uggard threw himself forward with a dull roar, aiming 
for the unprotected neck. He couldn't even see how a 
sword appeared in the black warrior's hands; an instant 
and he, unarmed, looks with helpless anger at the calm 
face. 

- Strike, go, wolf of Morgoth! - Uggard bared his 
teeth. Not a muscle twitched on that guy's face: 

- Thank you for the honor. That's right, we are 
wolves. Frontier wolves. And we need you alive, corpse- 
eater, woman-killer. 

Uggard responded with a torrent of insults, which 
was heard by the black warrior just as calmly. “Just don’t 
notice...” 

The warrior grabbed the hand with a long bronze 
needle dagger in full swing, and without much effort 
squeezed and twisted the wrist slightly. Uggard, for all 
his self-control, hissed in pain. 

- We need you alive, - replied the warrior. 

...Within a few minutes, he discovered the details 
of the night's combat. Nineteen men were dead, six 
imprisoned, like him; the rest fled. He still lived in a 
desperate hope that they would set up an ambush on the 
way and free their leader; Black people, it seemed, 
hadn't stopped thinking about it either. “Powerful spirits, 
there are only fifteen! What do these cowardly bastards 
expect?!” 

The bound hands swelled and hurt; When he 
couldn't move away, branches lashed his face. The 
knights followed in silence, more painful and frightening 
because he had no idea why or where they were taking 
him. He swore an oath to impassively bear whatever 
might happen to him, and he remained silent too, only 
grinding his teeth because of the pain in his wrists. 

At noon, they stopped. The prisoners' arms were 
untied, but their legs were tied - a very useful 
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precaution, as Uggard immediately thought of an 
escape. After all, it's better to die with an arrow in the 
back than... who knows what they'll do! But at least they 
didn't intend to let them starve to death. 

Uggard noticed, with surprise, that some of the 
warriors lay down to sleep. Although they couldn't rest 
for more than half an hour: that blonde, probably their 
boss, got everyone up and ordered them to continue 
their journey. 

From Hithlum to the Black Mountains stretches a 
plain covered with stiff grasses, with rare islands of tiny 
trees in the lower places; a day and a half or two's 
journey for a knight. These, apparently, decided to arrive 
in one day, without making long stops or stopping for the 
night. Their horses seemed accustomed to this, and a 
couple of hours of rest was enough for them. Just like the 
men, who really rested like wolves when they could. 

The youngest of the prisoners, Uter, who most of 
all suffered from uncertainty, tried to start a 
conversation with the guards. Those remained silent, not 
even turning towards him. This journey tired Uggard 
more than he could have supposed; he tried to sleep in 
the same way as the black warriors, but this rest brought 
him no relief; Sometimes he began to fall asleep in the 
saddle, and when he woke up for the last time from the 
brief and heavy oblivion, he saw that the journey was 
over. 

The mountains opened up, cut by a narrow 
ravine, like the blows of a sword. In front of him, the 
immensity of the Three-Headed Mountain was outlined, 
a black silhouette in the night sky, about which the old 
people talked - whispering, tracing protective signs in 
the air. Sleep disappeared as if by magic. 

- Dismount, - the blonde interrupted the silence. 
Uggard obeyed with a meekness that surprised him and 
tried to caress his horse with his tied hands - the noble 
animal moved away. For some reason, this touched 
Uggard more than the guards' behavior. - Go ahead. 

Out of the corner of his eye, Uggard noticed the 
other six following him. Uter was visibly scared and tried 
to stay closer to the elders; Uggard himself was 
uncomfortable. But don't think it's so easy to scare him, 
he's not a snotty brat! Therefore, he passed by the gate 
guardians and walked under the high ceilings of the 
rooms and corridors with his head proudly held high. He 
was angry with the others: they all seemed to have 
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shriveled up, shrunk down and just looked around, 
cornered. 

In the throne room, the chiefs and elders of his 
house have already gathered; and on the throne... 
Uggard felt that he could not take his eyes off the 
majestic tall figure: black clothes and a heavy cloak, a 
black crown with two gems resting on the gray head, on 
his knees a sword with a strange handle... Uggard 
managed, with difficulty, he forced himself to look away, 
fighting the desire to fall to his knees, as the other 
prisoners did. 

- Untie us. 

Cold and deep voice, it seemed to sound from 

above. 

- Here. Do you know these men? 

- Yes, - replied the boss, hoarsely. - This is 
Uggard, my milk brother. Those six are his warriors... 
Sir. 

- Is it known to you what they did? 

Silence. 

- I hadn't told your grandparents: the lands of 
Hithlum, which you took by force, will belong to them, as 
I don't want to take the roof off their women and 
children, not for yourselves; However, if they leave the 
limits of these lands with weapons in hand, will they be 
punished? 

- Yes sir. We remember, - the boss lowered his 

head. 

- And now I discover that your milk brother, 
Utrad, son of Hyorn, chief of the people of Uldor, 
disobeys this law. What should I do with it now? w 
a 

The boss lowered his head even more. 

- | have summoned you, Utrad son of Hyorn of the 
house of Uldor, Ulhard son of Darh of the house of 
Ulfast, and you, elders of the two peoples, that you may 
see the proofs of Uggard's crimes, and confirm before 
your men the justice of the sentence. 

“Why do they all talk so calmly?! Or is it true 
what the old people say, and his heart is a cold stone, 
and from those who serve him he rips out the hearts, and 
puts a piece of ice in their place....” 

- Do you confess, Uggard, son of Uld, that six days 
ago you destroyed the village of Arne in the forests north 
of the Mountains of Night, spilling the blood of innocents 
and burning their homes? 
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- How dare I, Lord? Who knows, this was done by 
the hargs... and I don't know what you're talking about, - 
Uggard bowed, pressing his hand to his heart, and 
without looking up: “No traces left?... no, no traces left. . 
Before the chiefs and elders... he will have to prove...” 

- Orcs don't bury their own dead. There is no 
need to disturb their peace so they know who is in that 
tomb... Look, here are the arrows they took from you: do 
you recognize them as yours? 

It was useless to deny it. Flat bronze tips that 
widened near the shaft and ended there in small hooks, 
and the brown empennage, symbol of the people of 
Uldor. 

- Yes sir. Anyone can confirm this. 

- They weren't made for hunting animals or birds, 
right? We found this arrow there. Utrad, son of Hyorn, 
answer - is it like other arrows? 

A young warrior in black handed the leader an 
arrow, the tip covered in a brown crust. 

- Yes... - replied Utrad deafly. 

- Lord, - despair mixed with painful anger against 
himself for the fatal mistake gave courage to Uggard, - 
any man of the people of Uldor could have shot this 
arrow - why are we unjustly accused?! 

- Who do you accuse? - Utrad's voice sounded 

like a roar. The Lord interrupted him with a 


gesture: 

- Is the symbol of your house a bear with bared 
teeth? 

- Yes... (“And what does that have to do with 
it?..”) 


- Who can confirm this? 

- I, Lord, - replied Utrad, in a low voice. 

- See then, chief, and you elders - have you ever 
seen this symbol with Uggard, son of Uld? 

The same warrior handed the chief a bronze 
buckle with a piece of his cloak - the same one Uggard 
was now wearing. He closed his eyes; the blood was 
beating in the temples, a repulsive cold felt in the back. 
"He finished. How could I forget... Where did it come 
from here?... It's all over. Or not yet?..” 

- Yes, Lord, - this time, said one of the elders - an 
old man's trembling voice. - This object currently 
belongs to Uggard, as it once belonged to his father Uld. 

I 
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- That buckle was on the no of the young woman 
that you, Uggard, - highlighting the last words with force 
and harshness, - dishonored and killed. 

Uggard was trembling, it was useless to deny it, 

but he tried anyway, out of desperation: 

- Sir, it's a lie... Someone is trying to ruin me... 

- Do you need witnesses? - word for word, with 

the same terrible calm. 

“But there are no witnesses, no, no! 

- Ahett, - in a low voice. 

Uggard looked up to see the woman who entered 
the room, - not yet very old, but looking like she had 
suffered a lot, - without recognizing her face - but she 
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recognized him and jumped on him, trying to stick her 
fingers in his eyes. They pushed her away. 

- Dog, killer! - she struggled in the arms of the 
warriors. - My girl... Bastard! You killed her, you, you!!! 

The Lord rose from the throne, slowly approached 
the woman, and hugged her shoulders with his left arm - 
in his right hand, he still held the sword: 

- My daughter... - Uggard could not even imagine 
that the voice of the Lord could show so much warmth 
and compassion. - Forgive me for this new pain, but I 
ask you to tell everyone what you saw. 

Ahett's voice did not obey him, it was hoarse and 
unclear, but in the dead silence he could hear every 
word... 


..The woman fell silent. Uggard looked at the 
chiefs - they were crestfallen. He turned to the Lord, for 
the first time daring to look at his face - and read 
tenseness in his icy eyes. And the fear that he had long 
contained burst into a wild scream: 

- Utrad You won't allow it!.. I'm your milk brother, 
remember, we drink the same milk! i mom! You won't 
hand me over to them! 

- It would be better if breast milk turned into 
poison - I would not survive to witness such shame, - 
replied the chief. - Don’t call me brother. Among my 
relatives there are neither rabid dogs nor carrion birds. 

- Ulhard! - Uggard noticed a stubborn gleam in 
the second boss’s eyes. - Remember what our reward 
was for serving you! You are proud, will you bow down 
like our unfortunate ancestors, will you lick his feet, 
admitting his sovereignty?! We are both from the people 
of Ulfang! 

- Even admitting your reasons for revenge as fair, 
I would not sacrifice my people for you, - smiled Ulhard 
darkly. - By any chance, are you from our house? Why 
should I pay for you with my life and the lives of my 
men? 

- Mangy dogs! Bastards! Traitors! I wanted you to 
die, and your children too, you are not men, you are 
women, whores who sold themselves to this monster! 
Put on skirts and start giving birth to vipers like 
yourselves - that is more your skill than the sword! - 
Uggard trembled with rage. - And you, - he turned to the 
Lord, baring his teeth. - I hate alvs, but I hate you more 
than them! I hate everyone! They killed very little! Give 
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me a sword - I will bleed him, and even if he is thrice 
immortal, I will throw his heart to the crows! 

- What will be your sentence, chiefs and elders? - 

Vala asked, without changing. 

- He is guilty, Lord. His life and death is in your 
hands. And may his wrath not fall on our peoples, - 
answered for all Utrad. 

- I will die armed! - growled Uggard; His face was 
terribly disfigured, becoming like the snout of an Orc. 

- No one will stain their own sword with their 
blood, - Vala replied with a tired contempt. - You, Utrad, 
son of Hyorn of the house of Uldor, and you, Ulhard, son 
of Darh of the house of Ulfast, repeat the oath of your 
ancestors. In the name of your people, swear not to go 
beyond the borders of Hithlum, lest you bring upon 
yourself the wrath of the North. 

- We swear, - the bosses replied. 

- For the harm that was caused to my people, 
your children will come here. And they will remain in my 
fortress for five years. My word will be the guarantee 
that in five years they will return to their people. 

- So it will be, Lord... 

- You... - there was madness in Uggard's eyes, - 
you give him your own children?! So that he can rip out 
their hearts and replace them with dead stones?! 

- Shut up, donkey, - rustled the voice of one of the 

elders. s 

Vala seemed to have forgotten all about Uggard. 
He kept hugging Ahett; looked the other way. 

- Sir, - the warrior broke the silence - What will 
we do with... these? - he didn't say the . names, simply 
pointed. 

- Everyone will remain prisoners. Except him, - 

the words were cold. - He will be hanged. 
Could you?.. 

- I don't want to see him. 

Vala nodded. 

- Come on, my daughter. 

He took his wife towards the exit, stopped at the 

threshold, turned to his bosses: 

- Let your men know how it happened. You must 
watch. And remember about the oath. Goodbye. 

And he closed the door behind him, as if 

protecting Ahett from Uggard's insane howls. 
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MOTHER. YEAR 518 OF THE Ist ERA 


- ..Another thing, a woman arrived, looking for 
her son... She says he is here, with us. - Come in. 
- Yes, Master, - the warrior made a brief bow and 
left. 


An elderly woman stood at the door, shyly 
clutching a bag to her chest. He smiled at the corner of 
his lips: 

- Welcome. Don't be afraid, come in, sit down. 

The woman seemed to have calmed down a little: 

- Say, you are a commander here, right, sir? 

- Around there, - 

happy sparks shone 

in the clear eyes. 

They were silent for 

a while. The woman 

sighed. 

- I look at you, son, and I see that life has not 
taken pity on you. He's still young, and his hair is already 
all white... Is your family okay? 

Honestly, he didn't expect this turn of the 
conversation. Explain who he is? You'll be scared... 
Better to leave it like that. 

- They are alive. 

- Did you also go here on your own? 

- Sim. 

- And you didn't ask anyone? 

He nodded. 

- Just like my youngest. The old man, when he 
found out, made a big fuss, he kept threatening that he 
wouldn't leave, but he insisted, and that's it: I'm going to 
leave anyway, he said. Well, I gathered some things for 
the trip, blessed him, and he went. He's writing letters. I 
don't know much about letters - a boy from the village 
reads to me, but I'm not reassured. He's weak, he's had 
chest problems since he was little, but he's persistent! I 
told him - where are you getting yourself into, they need 
warriors there. You, for example, are clearly a warrior: 
in strength, appearance, height... Where did they scratch 
you like that? 

- in combat, or in hunting? 

- In combat, - he lowered his head. The woman 

sighed again: 

- Don't be sad, it will pass. If you want, I can bring 
some herbs - you will wash the wounds with boiled 
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them, add some leaves - until the wedding heals... Do 
you have a wife or fiancée? 

He shook his head: no. 

- There still will be, son. I see that he is 

intelligent, courageous, has kind eyes... 

And handsome. - Beautiful? - He smiled. 

- Son, son... I'm too old to lie. Scars are signs of 
courage, and I've never seen anyone like you. Has no 
woman looked at you with love? I won't believe it, son, - 
the woman smiled. 

He turned around - perhaps too quickly. 

- Did I offend you, son? Forgive the old... 

- No... I'm going to say call your son. 

- I have the door: 

- Call Kori. And let him hurry, his mother is 

waiting for him. 

He returned to the room, met her worried look: 

- Tell me, son, and the Lord... what is he like? 

He rubbed his temple thoughtfully. 

- Well... similar to me. 

The woman laughed: 

- You're kidding, son! He is a god, and gods are 
very high and powerful. They say he alone can defeat an 
army, his armor shines brighter than the sun, and he 
carries a sword of fire. My son doesn't have many 
chances of becoming his warrior... 

He didn't have time to respond: the door opened 
again, and a robust, tanned boy of about eighteen 
entered. A year ago, when he arrived at Ast Ahe, it was 
different. Indeed, a lung disease was devouring him, and 
he was already beginning to cough up blood. 

- Mommy! - exclaimed the boy, but 

stopped, shy, when he noticed the tall 

figure in black. - Do not be shy. Hug 

mom. 

- But... 

Vala put her finger to her lips with a smile. 

- If you want, I'll leave you alone. 

- No! My boy, this man was so kind to me... 

He turned around, as if studying the books on the 
shelves. Behind, I heard the woman's rapid speech and 
the young man's shy hoarse. When he looked at them 
again, the woman was opening her purse; He stopped for 
a moment, then explained, smiling: 

- I brought it here... He has liked sweets since he 

was little... 
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The boy turned red, almost begging with his eyes 
as he looked either at his mother's hands rummaging in 
her bag, or at Vala's face: sparks of laughter danced in 
the Dark Lord's clear eyes. 

- Want to - you also try some honey, son; here, 
probably, rarely... 

- Rarely, - agreed Vala. 

Thick, strong golden honey, with the smell of 

herbs in bloom and the sun... 

He closed his eyes and was silent; then, 
remembering the interrupted conversation, he 
addressed the woman again: 

- And as for being a warrior... Your son is 
excellent in the art of healing, and he knew why he came 
here. Because people not only need defenders. 

He turned to the boy: 

- You are free for today. There's a lot to talk 

about with your mother. 

- May the gods take good care of you, kind man, - 

said the woman. 

Vala smiled again, then became serious. He 
approached the woman, looked into her eyes and said, 
softly: 

- Thanks to. For the son. For coming here. For 

everything. 

And he bowed deeply to the little woman. The 
light dry hand affectionately stroked his white hair: 

- I thank you too, my son. If my boy is by your 
side, I won't worry for him. Blessed BE... 

THE LAW OF FORTRESS. YEAR 523 OF THE Ist 
ERA 


Small group of Noldor - and the black warriors of 
the Frontier... The forces were almost equal, but hatred 
is a bad advisor in combat. The blacks lost only two, and 
three more were wounded; Of the Elves, only one 
survived. Elves quickly lose consciousness as they lose 
blood. They decided to take him to the Fortress. 

Soon after the bandages were applied, he woke 

up. 

There was furious hatred in his gaze: the pain of 
the wounds only increased it. He ripped off the 
bandages, cursing everything and everyone: 

- I don't want mercy from the Enemy! 

The healing master looked at him helplessly. 
Then, apparently, he made a decision and called one of 
the warriors. 
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- I won't accept anything from you, - growled the 

Elf. 

- Not even death? - the warrior wanted to know, 

somewhat gloomily. 

The wounded man fell silent, looking intently at 
the men. The warrior forced him to open his mouth, and 
the healing master gave him a warm herbal-smelling 
drink. The injured man coughed, choked, his eyes 
darkened. 

- Poison... - he hoarse; He tried to get up: - 

Damn Morgoth! Noldor will take revenge... 

And he fell to the ground. 


He remembered. I no longer felt pain. He raised 
his head: no, he wasn't tied up. A man in black was 
standing next to him, with his back turned. 

"Where am I?.." 

They are mando. 

Enemies. 

He moved. The body seemed to obey. He got up 
silently and sneaked up to the man in black. 

Too bad he's unarmed. But he will sell his own life 
dearly. At least this one goes with it. 

His fingers closed around the enemy's neck. 

- ...Ninno, I... 

The warrior stopped at the threshold; for a 
second, the man and the Elf stared at each other, then 
the man advanced. 

- Hey, here! Ninno was killed! 

- Master of healing... - said someone. The broad- 

shouldered, blond giant drew his sword. 

- Don't even try, Layhen! He's a prisoner! - 

ordered the one who entered first. 

- A master healer, animal! - Layhen roared. - He 
took care of you for almost a month, rubbish! For the 
first few days, don't leave your bed! It's worse than an 
Orc! 

One of the men knelt beside the motionless body. 

- Maybe he's still alive? 

- No, Kori. No. 

- He had saved me from death... I was almost 

dying... and he... - Kori turned away. 

- What will we do with him? - asked Layhen, 
gloomily. - You are the oldest, Orro. Say, what will we do 
with it? 

- Hold him, - Orro released the Elf's arms and 
pushed him forward with force; then he bent down and 
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closed the dead man's eyes. When he straightened up, 
his face didn't show any feeling: 

- He is a prisoner, and we cannot kill him, even if 
he who attacks a healing master is worthy of death. Let 
the Master decide what we should do with it. 

And, looking heavily at the silent Elf, he added: 

- If 1remember correctly, you wanted to meet the 
Lord of Angamando? Let's go then. Your wish will be 
fulfilled. 


- Teacher. He killed Ninno. 

The tall man, also in black, like everyone else 
here, turned around abruptly. The Elf shuddered 
involuntarily, like everyone who saw him for the first 
time, he was scared and bewildered, but he soon 
managed to control himself, and an evil and victorious 
smile appeared on his face: 

- They adorned you well, Morgoth! 

Layhen gripped the hilt of his sword so hard that 
his fingers turned pale, but he remained still. 

- The law of Ast Ahe says: he who raises his arm 
against a healing master deserves death, - Orro 
continued, firm and without feelings. - The law also says 
that a prisoner is untouchable. Therefore, we bring him 
to your trial, Master. 

- How did this happen? 

Orro said it - briefly and clearly, very calmly. Too 

calm. 

- What will you say, Noldo? - he who was called 

Master here turned to the Elf. 

- I will say that I am glad I did it! I will say that I 
regret not having had any weapons then, I would have 
far fewer men now! I will say that I'm happy to see how 
you turned out, and I only regret one thing - I wasn't the 
one who did this to you! - he spoke with furious joy. 

- We're not talking about me. But you've said 
enough. Perhaps the laws of your people are different, 
but by the law of this land, you deserved death,” Vala's 
face seemed like a cold mask. - Take him. 

- I really didn't expect you to allow me to 

say one last word, Morgoth! - Last word? 

Whatever, speak up. 


...None of the Elves had seen this fight, and they 
composed no songs about the fall of King Fingolfin. But 
now Noldo sang about it - the pain of loss and hatred for 
the murderer suggested the words to him. 
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..And across the blue and black plain, through 
the still warm ashes, Rochallor flew like white lightning, 
and the King's blue cape looked like wings. Shined, like a 
diamond star, in the magical gloom of the North, the 
proud knight; and he dismounted, and blew the silver 
trumpet, and struck the iron of the Black Gates with the 
hilt of his sword, and exclaimed: “I defy you, slave of the 
Valar and lord of slaves!..” And out came the Enemy... 

...Ringil flashed like an icy ray, and the pale blade 
was dyed with dark blood, and the Enemy uttered a 
terrible cry, retreating before the King of the Noldor... 

..And the Enemy wanted to throw the king's body 
to the wolves, but Thorondor fell from the sky, and 
struck his face with his claws; and carried away the body 
of the King, so that it may find its final rest on the top of 
a mountain... 

..Thus perished Fingolfin, fairest of the kings of 
the Eldar; but the time will come for the Battle of 
Battles, Dagor Dagorath, and the King will rise again, 
and will lead his army into combat, and the Enemy will 
pay for everything at that time. And he remembers this, 
and fear lives in his spirit, and as a symbol of vengeance 
- his wounds, which will never be healed, and as a 
symbol of the wrath of the Valar and punishment to 
come burns upon his fortress the Scythe. of the Valar, 
Valacirca... 


The Elf smiled, looking at the Enemy's face. Now 
he felt like a winner. That smile remained on his face as 
Layhen's heavy fist fell on his head. - Carrion, - said the 
blond warrior softly. 

- Release him, - said Vala. 

- What?! 

They all asked together, looking perplexed at the 

Lord. 

- Otherwise, it will be as if we punished him for 

the song. 

- I do not care! - Layhen couldn’t contain himself. 

- He deserved death! 

- Wait, Layhen, - interrupted Orro. - It seems you 
are right, Master. We don't think about it. 

- And he will get what he deserves. I know. And 
may it serve as his punishment for the fact that his 
people will disown him, that everyone will disown him, 
that he will remain forever in solitude. 

They reflected. 
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- Yes, it is a heavy punishment. Worse than death, 

- said Orro. 

-Leave the weapons to him. 

Vala turned sharply and added with cold fury: 

- No one will believe that he fled here with his 
own weapons. And he won't be able to lie. They say I'm 
cruel? - whatever, at least this one wasn’t mistaken. 

- But, if I find him... - began Layhen. 

- ...it's yours, - Vala finished for him. 

"Cruel? Unfair? - whatever; I understand, but 
understanding is not always forgiving. Sparing a 
murderer means giving him testimony that he acted 
correctly. It's more merciful to kill, but I don't want to be 
merciful! And it is not possible to bring a dead person 
back to life by shedding the murderer's blood. It's not 
possible..." 
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REMEMBER YOUR NAME. YEAR 517 OF THE Ist 
ERA 


Where do these visions come from? 

Almost every night - two: him, young, with black 
hair down to his shoulders, skittish eyes, an unbelievable 
blue; she, with golden hair, slow and smooth in her 
movements, and golden brown eyes, warm, the color of 
honey. In his dreams he knew: they are his parents. But 
Elves don't have eyes like that; and the language they 
spoke was not that of the Sindar. 


- ...Tell me, who were my parents? What 

happened to them? 

- They died. Orcs killed them. 

- Were they Sindar? 

- Yes. Why are you asking? 

In appearance, he was in no way different from 
the others: clear eyes, blond, slender, equally skilled in 
handling the lute, bow or sword. Adopted son of one of 
Thingol's advisors. But as the years passed, something 
drew him further and further away, beyond happy 
Doriath, and there was no peace. 

One day, he made up his mind. 

Lute on his back, sword attached to his belt: 

minstrel Gilmir. 

First he avoided the settlements of Men: Eldar 
feel no sympathy for the Younger Sons of the One. But 
little by little, he wanted to understand them; he 
remembered Beren - he was proud and almost rude to 
the Lord of Doriath, and to tell the truth, Gilmir was one 
of those who, upon hearing the Mortal's words in front of 
Thingol's throne, took up their swords. But those Edain 
he saw now looked at him as some kind of deity, and that 
made him feel a slight disgust. Yes, at first it was 
flattering - how Mortals listen to his songs, how they 
question him about his people... But that kind of honor 
soon gets old. In the end, Beren seemed more pleasant 
to Gilmir. 

..He, it must be confessed, was a _ little 
intimidated when he saw where the road took him. 
Ahead - black and gray plain almost to the horizon, and 
beyond it, like bared teeth - black mountains... Angband. 

Terrible story... no, no more story. He felt cold: 
this is what the legends talk about, the stronghold of 
Evil, of the shadow. Even the two fearless people who 
were there and managed to return alive said nothing 
about the horrible fortress - or they said brief and 
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disconnected things. Now he understood: reliving all this 
horror, even in thoughts... No, he won't go any further. 
The night's fight with a band of Orcs the day before 
seemed, compared to this stranger, like child's play. In 
fact, it was precisely the Orcs who forced him to follow 
this direction. 


...He had already gathered the last of his strength 
to defend himself, leaning against the trunk of a tree. 
Orcs do not know the laws of fair fighting: they all come 
together. Although this sometimes helps, they get in the 
way. 

“And even so, they will beat me”, he thought, 
without enthusiasm; but it didn't matter anymore, it was 
just regrettable to die in such a stupid way, in an 
accidental collision. And at that moment one of the Orcs, 
who was further away from the others and had been 
listening attentively for some time, howled, suddenly 
scared: 

- Black people! 

The semicircle of attackers instantly fell apart. 
Taking advantage of this, the Elf hid in the shadow, but 
without straying too far, curiosity got the better of him - 
who are these that the Orcs fear more than death? 

There were five horsemen - black clothes and 
dark horses. Two dismounted, quickly looked at the 
Orcs' corpses. 

- Shadow Men? - asked the youngest of them. 

- No. None of them were killed by arrows - see? 
There was only one person here. Maybe an avenger. 
Maybe a criminal. 

- Good warrior, - observed someone approvingly. 

- So it is. Now we must be careful. Border... 

- Border, - sighed one of the knights and added 
bitterly: - It's the same for them, us and... these, - he 
waved towards the corpses. 

- Nobody forced you to come here, right? - said 
the one who was probably the commander of the small 
group sharply. - You volunteered yourself. 

- I don't complain. But how stupid - we fight on 

the same side, and we are enemies... 

The Elf decided to get closer. It didn't make any 
noise, but all five of them turned around simultaneously. 
He stopped, afraid to move. 

- Animal? - the younger man assumed, without 

much confidence. The commander shook his 

head: 
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- Man. Most likely EIf. 

- Hey, boy, - called softly the one talking about 
Fronteira, - get out of there, don't be afraid. Nobody will 
hurt you. 

Gilmir didn't respond, but he thought: maybe he 
should really leave? These men interested him very 
much, they were different from those he had met before. 
Belatedly, he realized: these are the ones who serve the 
Enemy. Strangers. 

- Maybe he's hurt, - worried the youngest. - How 

about looking for him? 

The Elf backed away. 

- Hardly. And he must not be dying to be found. 

Let's go. 

He followed the warriors with his _ gaze. 
Incomprehensible. Enemies. Even by appearance you 
can see that they are from the north and east; and the 
pronunciation... And it looks like they fight against Orcs. 
There's something wrong here... 


.. The north wind whipped his face, shaking him 
from immobility. Gilmir took a step to the side, the snow 
began to sink beneath his feet, he swayed, trying to 
maintain his balance, fell and rolled down the slope. He 
got up, still stunned by the fall; first thought - lute. 

To his surprise, the instrument was intact. He 
affectionately stroked the cold wood, as if reassuring 
her. The injured knee hurt a lot. Looked up. No, it's 
impossible to climb here, the slope is too steep. He 
walked along the rocky wall, then turned back - and in 
that moment he imagined what it must look like, seen 
from the side: as if a still blind puppy was looking for 
something. Humiliating. Stupid. He could withstand 
anything but look funny?! - No way! 

“Whatever,” he suddenly thought happily. - We 
will all be in Mandos one day. But at least I'm going to 
see what this Enemy guy looks like. Maybe they'll let it 
pass, I'm a minstrel, after all... That's not if they're men. 
And if they are Orcs... - he became somber. - Orcs... 
They will pay for everything.” 


The knights noticed the lone figure at once - 
someone, limping, crawling across the black and gray 
plain. They approached; Gilmir placed his hand on the 
hilt of the sword. 

- Greetings, wanderer, - the one who spoke was 
tall and handsome: linen-colored hair under his helmet, 
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wide transparent green eyes look with curiosity. - It's 
lost? 

His companions laughed, but restrainedly and 

quietly. 

- No, - the Elf gave the knight a mocking look. - I 
felt like taking a look at your gentleman: perhaps he will 
receive a minstrel? 

The knight raised his eyebrow: 

- Are you going to sing for him, Elda? 

- What have?.. 

The blonde thought. 

- Okay... I think he'll find it interesting to listen to 

you. Come with us. 


- And... what is he like? 

- Who? 

- This gentleman... 

The blonde smiled: 

- Will see. You are brave... Aren't you scared? 

- From who? 

"Of Morgoth," the warrior gruffly spelled out, 
casting a quick, cold glance at the Elf over his shoulder. 
That man responded nothing, and they said nothing until 
the end of the trip. 


- Angor? 
Greetings. Who 
is this with 


you? - 

Minstrel. 

- VAT? 

- Sinda. He says he wants to sing for the Lord. 

- Minstrel... - the guardian studied Gilmir. - 


Whatever, come in... Wait, - he extended his arm. - 
Leave the sword. 

- Wow, are you afraid of being killed? 

- Do not you dare! - the guardian gritted his 
teeth; Angor placed his hand on his shoulder, and he 
finished, already calm. - He doesn’t fear anything. You 
simply won't need the weapons. No one will harm you 
here. I will show the way... 

- I'll show you myself, - interrupted Angor and 

signaled to Gilmir - let's go. 

Everything seemed unreal. Maybe it's a trap? Is it 
that simple to reach the Enemy, and are the rumors 
about Beren's deeds a lie? And there are no Orcs here. 
Only Men. Strangers. 
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Incomprehensible. Calm and silent. No sign of hate. But 
how did he manage to irritate the guard!.. - Wait 
here, I will warn you, - Angor disappeared behind 
a door. 

Elfo looked around, perplexed: this is Angband, 
then? Or is it an illusion? It seemed like I was about to 
wake up, but the illusion never disappeared. 

- In between. He waits for you. 

Gilmir shuddered: lost in his thoughts, he had not 
noticed Angor's return. A little intimidated, the Elf 
opened the door. He looked at the room, perplexed, 
waited a bit, then addressed the man in long black robes 
who was standing sideways to him: 

- And where... 

The man turned around. Thoughtful clear eyes 

ran around the Elf: 

- Welcome, minstrel, - deep and low voice. 

Gilmir stopped, eyes open, startled by the sudden 

discovery. 

“And... what is he like?” 

"Will see". 

- Is that really you? 

- Me. I expected something else, yes? - the corner 
of his mouth twitched - the shadow of a sad smile. In 
general, when he spoke, his face remained motionless: 
scars. Only the lips moved. 

- You have grown up, - the Lord said something 
incomprehensible. - Did you choose the path of a 
minstrel? - and, without waiting for a response. - Sing. 

- What do you want to hear? 

- Anything. Choose something. I have few 
opportunities to hear the songs of the Eldar,” there was 
something strange in his voice. 

Gilmir didn't think about whether this song was 
worth singing - Vala himself gave the tip! Perhaps the 
ballad about Beren and Luthien was not entirely 
appropriate... He realized that he was afraid of offending 
this grey-haired, tired man, with the scarred face and 
such strange eyes... 

- Agradeco, old age. 

- What did you say?.. - the word was too familiar; 
That's what those two of his dreams called him. 

- Do you remember? - a sharp and brief 

look: lightning. - Haven’t you forgotten 

everything, ellinni? - Explain, - the voice did 

not obey the Elf. 
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- Wait... later... - Vala seemed no less nervous. - 

Allow me, your lute. 

The minstrel handed over the _ instrument 
obediently, but looked away when he saw Vala's hands. 
In this, the legends did not lie. “He won't be able to 
play”, he thought with incomprehensible sadness. His 
surprise was so much greater when he heard the first 
chord, clear and sonorous. 

The melody was slow, clear and sung, like a deep, 
crystalline river. And, most surprisingly, known. “Lullaby 
song...” 

- Lullaby? - whisper. 

- Yes, that's it? 

Sensitive fingers ran across. the _ strings, 
intertwining the thread of music. The Elf's lips trembled. 
He hears the words of the song before realizing that he 
himself is singing it. 
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I will give you my world - 

Fountain water in the palms, 

starry pearls, 

Clara calls from the Sun at dawn... 

In the intertwining of the first flowers 
I will give you the heart... 


Strange language... “Strange? But I know it, I 
remember it, I understood it...” He stopped, scared, and 
Vala, sensing his perplexity, stopped playing. 

- More, - asked the Elf, almost a plea. - Play 

something else... 

And again a clear, mournful melody sounded, like 
the silver mist on a clear autumn morning; and one 
more, and more... 

- I thank you... Master, - whispering, 

remembering with difficulty the words of the 

ancient language, - 
Halle, Astar... 

- Gelmor, my boy, - Vala touched the Elf's gray 
hair and at the same moment withdrew her hand. He 
looked at him, surprised, and exclaimed: 

- Master!.. Mighty Valar, what have I done... your 

hands... 

Vala couldn't help but smile: “Master” and 
“Mighty Valar”? Crooked smile: cramps in mutilated 
fingers. 

- What should I do, tell me... How can I help? How 

could I forget, stupid... 

- Don't be afraid, I don't feel pain. 

- Because you lie, I see... 

- Is nothing. The most important thing is that you 

remembered. 


- Master, who are my parents? There I was told 

that they were killed by Orcs... 

- Not by Orcs, boy. Lucky you stayed with the 
Sindar. Maybe because you look like them. You're not 
the first to look for me. 
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- Who else? Will you tell me?.. 


It was the insolence of desperation - coming here 
and saying: I want to talk to the Lord. He thought they 
would kill him instantly, but they let him in without even 
taking the weapons. 

No, of course, he didn't intend to discuss 
anything. His lord was Ingoldo-finwé: and he came to 
take revenge. He didn't think much about how he would 
do this: if the Enemy can be hurt, perhaps he can also be 
killed. And if it doesn't work, throw a curse in your face. 

He didn't believe that this is really the Enemy. 
And was there anyone who understood and believed at 
the same time? No crown, no armor, no retinue... But 
when he saw the face of the 
Enemy, the burning, salty wave of hatred has returned. 

- Greetings, Morgoth, Lord of Angamando, - a dull 

voice, highlighted this - Morgoth. 

- Greetings, Elda, - the Vala stood up and 
approached the Elf; he asked in a low, soft voice. - What 
did you want to talk to me about? 

“Do you think you can fool me or 

make me feel sorry? - it won’t work, 

damn it!..” - I wanted to say... 

He attacked quickly - but it wasn't fast enough: 
Vala managed to grab his arm, squeezing his wrist 
tightly until it hurt. The Elf growled in anger and tried to 
free himself - it didn't work. 

- So you came to kill me... - said Vala, slowly. - 

But I am immortal, ellinni. 

The Elf remained motionless, no longer trying to 

free himself: 

- What... did you call me? 

- You heard. I won't disturb you. I 

deserved a punishment from you, Aheir. 

Vala's hand opened, but the Elf no longer 

thought about the blow. 

- What was... the name... you... said... 

- You are of the Elleri Ahe, of the Dark Elves, 

boy. Your parents were... my disciples. I am 

not! You... No, you lie... 

- But that's the truth. You remembered the name, 

so remember... 

- No! Shut up! I don't want to hear it!.. - the Elf 
closed his ears with his hands, his face disfigured, as if 
he were in pain. 

- Aheir, my boy, listen to me. After all, you came... 
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- I... | wanted... I hate you! Damn you! And cursed 
am I too, I can't even kill him, so kill me, call your 
servants, I'm not afraid, because I will take revenge as 
long as I live! 

- Calm down, - Vala took a step towards the EIf, 
looked into his bewildered eyes - he backed away, 
terrified. 

The door opened, and two warriors entered the 

room - they heard the screams. 

- Master, what... 

The Elf turned to them quickly; strangely, he 
seemed to have calmed down, only in his eyes a furious 
flame burned. 

- Stop! - an exclamation behind him. - Leave him. 

The warriors, simultaneously and _ without 

hesitation, released their swords; One of them 

said: - He's armed, Master. 

- Yes! - the Elf bared his teeth. - And I will kill 

anyone who tries to get close to me! 

- Then go away on your own. I swear no one will 

do anything to you. 

- Do you think I will believe the oath of a liar? But 
I won't give you the pleasure of seeing my throat cut! 
Your dogs will die first! - with a hoarse cry of despair, 
the Elf attacked the warriors. 

- Don't kill. 

A few minutes later, the Elf was again in front of 
Vala. With the difference that now the warriors held him 
by the arms. 

- Vile coward! I fear neither your executioners, 
nor torments, nor your gaze! You can't bend my spirit! 

And the same mixture of perplexity and hatred in 

his eyes. Vala smiled bitterly: 

- You have become a true Noldo... You would 
rather die than believe me. Whatever, I won't force you 
to do anything. Much less will I mutilate your spirit and 
bend your willpower,” he added with scorn. And, 
addressing the warriors: 

- Let him go. It's free. Give back the weapons. 

..At the foot of the mountains covered with 
sparse pine trees, the warrior cut the ropes binding the 
elf's arms with a short dagger, and threw his sword to 
the ground beside him: 

- Go. And, you know... I'll tell you as I say 
goodbye: if it weren't for the Master's words, I would 
have killed you, - the man spoke absolutely calmly, 
without a shadow of anger or hatred. 
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- Then kill, - replied the Elf, without turning 

around. 

- We, - the man underlined these words, - we 

don't have the custom of killing in the back... 
Noldo. Goodbye. 


- ..Aheir... Yes, I remember him. And where is he 

now? 

- I think among the men of Sombra. 

- I've already heard about Sombra. Who is he, and 

what strange nickname is that? 

- Not everything at once, boy, - in Vala's voice 
sounded the shadow of a smile. Gelmor also smiled, 
embarrassed: 

- You address me in a strange way... No, simply 
no one has ever told me... Master, can I stay here for 
now? I still have so much to remember, discover, 
understand... Can I? 


- ...You called me Gelmor on the first date. Why? 

- Iremember all of you. And yet, you look just like 

your father. But his eyes... 

- ..they were blue, yes? Yes... Will you tell me 

about him? 

- Clear. And what did they call you in Doriath? 

- Gilmir. Did not you know? 

- Where from... - Vala's voice became thoughtful. - 
Of course... It should sound similar to your real name. 
This must have happened to everyone... 

He lived in the Dark Fortress for a long time - he 
abandoned it only two years before the Great War. 
Although no one thought about war then - simply, the 
path called. O 
Master said, in farewell: “You are all Wanderers, ellinni”. 

Lute on his back, sword attached to his belt: 

Gelmor minstrel. 
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BROTHERS AND SISTER. YEARS 521527 OF THE 
ist ERA 


- Sir... 

Concerned eyes, a shade between green and 
brown, voice tense, cutting, like a bowstring stretched to 
its maximum. The sword is known too well... what was 
that boy's name? Lonnyol, probably. Yes, that's right, 
Lonnyol - singer. He was one of the best, and shouldn't 
have remained among the apprentices for long. He had 
only been married for a week... Yes, when they chose 
him, the bride's father agreed on the same day. 
Becoming related to a Fortress warrior is a great honor. 
One week, and he traveled, only to perish half a year 
later, in such a foolish and terrible way, in a training 
fight between friends. They sent the sword to their 
homeland, and behold, it is here again, in other hands. 
There is no doubting the kinship - the same hair the 
color of a ripe walnut shell, the same eyes. Just fewer 
years and a smoother face. Do you want revenge for your 
brother? It could be like that too. But who to take 
revenge on... and also why? Ulv then burst into the 
library, face cut, hands, clothes, sword - everything 
covered in blood, despair and horror in his eyes. The 
voice did not obey him, and he barely managed to say: "I 
killed...". Sometimes, the arm acts alone, without 
listening to reason, especially if this is the arm of a 
warrior, who has become accustomed to the attack and 
to defense. When, by an unfortunate chance, Ulf missed 
a blow - his opponent did not expect this mistake - and 
the sword cut his face, blinded by pain, he was unable to 
contain himself. Lonnyol didn't even have time to 
understand anything. I'm glad you didn't. It's terrible to 
know that you're dying from the blow of a friend... 

- Sir... 

- Greetings. What is your request? Speak without 

fear. 

- I want to become your warrior. 

Accept my service and my sword. 

Silence full of hope and fear. And the 

soft voice: 

- What do you need that for, girl? 

- Lord, - trembling lips, pleading in his eyes, - 

there is no way to hide anything from you... 

- For this, great powers are not necessary, 

believe me. 

- Don't kick me out, please! 
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- I'm not expelling her. But why do you want to 

become a warrior? 

- My brother died. Someone must replace it. i 

-But why you? There weren't any give? 

- Sir, is it possible that only men can fight? Can 
only they accomplish great things? 

- That's what you're talking about, then... Do you 
think that here in the morning we have heroic deeds and 
wars, and parties at night? Do you know anything about 
the warriors of Ast Ahe, about the Service? 

- They... They fight... They kill enemies... Their 

enemies... 

- So the most important thing is to kill? That? 

- I don't know, - I almost whisper. 

- I will tell you, so that you understand at least a 
little. So that you know what you are asking for. So that 
you understand that this is not for you. Understand, 
being a warrior is not just about serving with the sword. 
Here are all warriors: and those who heal wounds, and 
those who study the wisdom of books; because everyone 
dedicated themselves to the Service. And those who 
have swords in their hands are only defenders of the 
Fortress. Many come here, but not all become warriors. 
Lucky if it's one in ten. And I entrust weapons to only 
one in a hundred. Many don't even spend long here, as it 
is not simple to understand and accept the Service, and 
it is even more complicated to learn everything 
necessary for the Service. Disciples - not a year, not two, 
sometimes dozens of years. Here they come, young 
people like you... How old are you? 

- Nineteen. Almost. 

- The years of Arda weigh heavily even on me, and 
much more so on men. And even more so for a woman. 

- Sir, why do you think I can't understand? 

- It could, I have no doubt. But that doesn't mean 

he'll have the sword in his hands. 

- Why? Because I'm a woman, yes? 

- Yes, that's why. I don't want to say that it's 
somehow worse than men, nothing like that. But now is 
the time of men. Think, you are weaker than any of 
them. - But I'm more flexible and faster! 

- Whatever. But you, girl, still don't know your 
own power. Because of you, fights and disputes will 
begin. Even if the Oath obliges them to maintain 
appearances, inside, in the soul, the warriors will 
continue to be just men. You are too big a temptation for 
them. I don't want to torture them. And you yourself will 
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suffer too. You are young, your heart is burning, and fall 
in love with someone? What will you do then? Will he 
remain faithful to the Oath and ruin his own life? I know 
you will say now that you are willing to sacrifice 
anything; but this is now. Years will pass, youth will fade 
away, and what will be left? Empty. A woman must 
continue to be a woman, otherwise the world will lose 
one of its foundations. He will become lame. 

- Won't you accept my sword? 

-But why just the sword? Are wise men, healing 
teachers and storytellers worse? Aren't masters also 
warriors? After all, aren't those who bake bread for 
warriors, heal their wounds, sew their clothes 
necessary? Look, she wanted to become a warrior now, 
and she's crying. 

- Don't laugh at me, Lord... 

- How did they let you leave the house... 

- I don't have a house. First, the harvest was small 
and there was a famine, then a plague. Then came the 
ones with golden hair. They said - obey them and go 
fight against you. Afterwards he had nothing to say. 
Those who survived are like dust in the wind. And there 
are no avengers... 

- And you came here in search of revenge... 

- Lord, our people were decimated because we 
respected them. Lord, allow me to join your army! 

- No. Now, with even more reasons. Listen, girl, I 
will give you guides. They will take her to a safe place, 
with kind people. There, you can learn a lot and choose 
your own path... 

- lalready chose. Allow! 

- No. No, girl. 

He stood up, approached her and 

placed his hands on her shoulders. 

- You do not need that. 

She remained silent, dejected, with her head 
down. It looked like she was about to agree. Suddenly, 
her gaze fell on the heavy bracelet on the arm that 
hugged her shoulder so affectionately. 

- No! I want to be a warrior! 

She pulled away, looking angrily and stubbornly 

into his face. 

- I understood everything. All her words mean 
only one thing: “You are a woman, your job is to please 
the man with spirit and body, and when he dies - cry for 
him”. So why were we created as men and women? So 
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that one is lord over the other? I don't want! I do not 
want it! There is no place for me, anywhere! 

She started crying and ran towards the exit of the 

room. 

- Hang on! You didn't understand me! You 

shouldn't leave like that! Stop, I order! 

- I'm not at your service! I will not obey your 

orders! Goodbye! 

From the other side of the door, her quick 

footsteps sounded, and again - cold silence... 

Nobody stopped her. Sniffling her swollen nose 
and rubbing her eyes as she walked, she walked 
aimlessly. For the last time, he turned to see the towers 
that seemed to grow from the rocks and pierce the cold 
bottomless sky. The heavy gates opened, a detachment 
of knights came out. She followed their proud flags with 
an offended look full of burning envy and continued 
walking. Soon she strayed from the main path, and here 
her tracks were lost, and those who were sent to catch 
up with her returned empty-handed. 

Leaving the mountains on her left, it was already 
the fourth day that she headed southeast along forest 
trails. Calming down a little, she regretted not having 
obeyed the Lord and not going with her guides. After the 
fall of Doriath many years ago, there were only a few 
rare human settlements here. Long ago, the Elves fled 
south and west. Gondolin fell, and only bands of Orcs 
and outlaws roamed the forests and roads. The food in 
her bag was already running out, and she still hadn't 
found any settlements. That worried her. Where there 
are roads, there are people. And here everything was 
dead. 

On the sixth day, she smelled smoke. Do not 
smoke from the oven in which the bread is browning. 
Burnt smell. But whatever it was, there must have been 
people there. I might know something. 

She turned off the road and followed the scent, sneaking 
through the bushes. 

Between the trees, everything was visible very 
well. She regretted a thousand times that she was not 
blind. Fear embraced her with its soft paws, and hair 
stood on end. She closed her mouth with her hands, 
forcing back the scream that was already on her lips. 

Orcs scurried like rats over the rubble, gathering 
stolen belongings. There was no one left alive here, only 
a baby was crying, starving, next to its dead mother. It 
seems they caught up with her when she was trying to 
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hide in the forest. Her clothes were torn, and just one 
look was enough to know what they did to her before 
killing her. In place of the face, a bloody mass, golden 
hair soaked in blood. And the child continued screaming. 
Finally, one of the Orcs noticed her. With a grimace, he 
raised the jagged-tipped spear, probably wanting to 
finish off the human offspring. This she could no longer 
bear. Forgetting her sword, she picked up a rock and 
threw it straight into the Orc's narrow, red eye. That one 
let out a scream and tried to run away, but upon seeing 
that his opponent was alone, he was almost a boy, he 
threw his weapon furiously. It seemed to her that she 
heard the sound of tearing flesh. The tip entered exactly 
under the right breast. With a sigh, like an agonized 
groan, she fell to the ground, gripping the shaft with 
both hands. 

- Hey, let's get out, the blacks are on the road! - 
someone shouted. Swearing, the orc quickly rummaged 
through her things, found the silver earrings wrapped in 
a small piece of cloth, her only treasure, stuck his sword 
twice into her motionless body - without aiming - and, 
bending down, ran into the forest. 

For a few more seconds she saw and heard - but 
everything was already through a wall that separated 
her from life. In a last effort, she turned to her right side, 
no longer feeling the pain of the spear, and pulled the 
child close to her. That one hardly screamed anymore, 
just moaned softly. After hugging her, she didn't feel 
anything anymore. 

..1 was cold and hungry. Then someone picked 
her up and hugged her, and it felt warm. The child 
started searching with his little mouth, looking for the 
milk. Instead of this, suddenly, something different 
entered the mouth, with a bad taste, but warm. The child 
whimpered again, but nothing changed. He continued to 
feel hungry. Then he started swallowing this bad-tasting, 
salty, expressed thing... 

Then someone picked her up again and wrapped 
her in a blanket. Now it was really warm. The child was 
so exhausted that he fell asleep immediately, forgetting 
about his food... 

The warrior in black bent over the young 

woman's body. 

- Is dead. Poor guy... I remember him, a week ago 
he came to Fortaleza. He left desperate... They must not 
have been able to help him. How did it end up here? 
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- It would be good to bury him. And we will take 
the sword to Ast Ahe, the Lord will decide the fate of the 
sword that served him honestly, - said the second, 
powerful warrior, very tall, the oldest of the group, even 
though he was not the highest ranking. His name was 
Tork, and in his huge hands he held the child - tiny 
compared to himself. 

The first tried to pull out the spear. In response, 
he heard a faint moan, and his body shuddered slightly. 
He quickly brought the dagger to his bluish lips. A faint 
stain appeared on the blade. 

- What happened, Etark? - asked a not very tall 
man, with slanted eyes and straight black hair. 

- It looks like he's still alive... Borra, help cut the 
spear! If not, you won't be able to bandage it, and the tip 
will look uneven. 

Borra, in silence, drew the sharp, curved sword 
that he carried at his waist. Another, straight, was on the 
back, the handle over the right shoulder. A quick, almost 
invisible movement - and the stem was cut very close to 
the tip. Borra, unfazed, put away his sword. A tall, dark 
man with a scar on his face - their commander - looked 
silently at the injured man. 

- I know that sword too well, - he finally said, in a 
low voice. - It would be better if he died, - he added 
almost inaudibly and walked away. An exclamation of 
surprise caught his attention. 

- What there was? - He asked. 

- Come! - called Etark, bewildered. 

The four looked at each other. 

- What are we going to do now? - said Etark with 

compassion in his voice. His hands were shaking. 

- Continue what you were doing, - replied the 
commander. - And I will order the departure. He barely 
had any time left. 

It was great luck that she didn't stray too far from 
the mountains. In the small forts that guarded the 
passages they could find help, and in the villages that 
grew up under their protection, something would 
certainly be found to feed the child. It was a quick day 
and night ride to the nearest fort, but they were off the 
straight road. They flew, not sparing the horses, because 
in their hands were two lives that were being 
extinguished, and what could be more precious? Wasn't 
the defense of life his main objective? 

Each of the Black Warriors had learned the art of 
healing, but only one of them possessed the superior 
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gift. Not with the powers of herbs, stones and spells - 
with the strength of his own spirit he healed the wounds 
of the body and heart. In his homeland, he was the son of 
the king, and here - one among equals. It was called 
Vent. For more than a day, he had not let go of the 
young girl's cold hands, holding her spirit in her body. 
And when they reached the fort, he fell from tiredness, 
and fell asleep, and slept without waking for two days 
and two nights. 

Beyond the mountains, people lived - just like 
those in other places. Once, the ancestors of the Three 
Houses set out in search of light in the West. Then 
others went to the north, where, according to rumors, 
there was a land ruled by a great wizard, where there 
were no wars, and peace and quiet reigned. So they 
continued - to the North and West, exploring unknown 
lands. Someone eventually reached the black mountains, 
others found other places, but the legend remained. The 
legend about the city of the wisdom of the world, the 
fortress of the Lord, from where masters and wise men, 
craftsmen and defenders come to the world. They 
walked and looked. And although not everything here 
resembled the legend, for here there was no peace, and 
not even the Lord himself was omnipotent, the land 
beyond the black mountains lived. People lived here in 
the same way as in other places, but people knew more 
about the Lord and his deeds. For them this was not 
“somewhere” and “it is said”, but here on the side. 
Warriors of Ast Ahe, the guard of the black fortress, 
were not for them something wonderful and divine, but 
simple men, who could be killed or injured. This was also 
the case in other places where they knew something 
about the Lord, and the warriors in black armor were his 
messengers. Evil came - they brought help. They asked 
for help, and warriors marched to the North and West. 

On the shore of the pond, under the centuries-old 
spruce trees covered in lichens, there was a small 
wooden house. By custom, they brought the dying there, 
those whom no healing art could ever help. So the 
warriors knew that they had exhausted their horses for 
nothing, the only thing they could help him with was to 
hold on for two or three days to the life that was fading 
away. No one dared to remove the tip of the spear - the 
iron touched the heart. And then Ulv said: 

- I will ask the Master. One day he had said that I 
am dear to him. I don't think it's like that now. But 
perhaps he will agree to help in memory of my past 
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services... If not, I will not be able to bear the blame. I 
tried so hard to forget or at least remember less about it, 
but life just hits me without mercy... I will. 


- Forgive me for daring to present myself before 
your eyes, Lord. Listen to me, please! I won't ask for 
myself... 

He was hunched over and spoke mutely, looking 

at the ground. 

- I never asked for anything. It's not for my peace 
of mind, Lord... I don't want to lie - if she dies, that 
death will also be added to my guilt. If you hadn't killed 
your brother, she wouldn't have come here. I won't bear 
it... And even then, not for me, for her. It's a pure and 
courageous heart, you know it yourself! 

“What can I say to comfort you? You are one of 
those who will only consider themselves free from guilt 
when they can forgive themselves. And you will never 
forgive yourself.” 


Someone tried to draw a face. Semicircles of 
eyebrows and eyelashes, a slight bluish line in the place 
of the mouth, hair, - the rest blended into the white 
fabric - that's how it seemed at first glance. Life on one 
side, Death on the other, and neither will say: “it’s 
mine”. The jagged edge lay on the burnt palm. A few 
moments before, it seemed to him that his heart was 
struggling like a captive bird in his hand - now it was 
beating freely and more steadily. In the gray fog of non- 
existence, disconnected forms and thoughts floated. 
Perception of existence. The calling of life. He kept his 
other hand on her cold forehead. B 

“Don’t say anything, girl. Think about the answer, 

I will understand.” 

Perplexity. His own face. Shame. Bitterness of 
undeserved offense. Fear. Faceless woman. The child's 
scream. The child. 

“The little one is safe. Do you want them to bring 

you here?” 

Golden hair. Child. Houses on fire. Loss. Pain. 
Loneliness. Golden-haired warrior with a bloody war axe. 
Child. 

“Trialonna, girl, it’s okay. Do not be afraid. It will 

get better.” 

Shame. “It would be better if he had died.” 

"Do you know who I am? Do you recognize it?” 

His face. Handcuffs. 
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“You will get better. It will be what you want. The 
warriors who found her asked me about this. You will 
join their detachment. Do you understand?” "Yes". 

“There will be no shame if you change your mind. 
But her spirit is truly that of a protector. You turned out 
to be stronger than I thought... It will be up to you to 
decide.” 


There were ninety-nine in the detachment. The 
hundredth - the only woman among the warriors of Ast 
Ahe. Her period of learning was not yet over, but the 
time for the Oath was approaching. Many were hopeful 
that she would change her mind, as few were as skilled 
at healing wounds as she was. If she became a master of 
healing - she wouldn't need to deny her own nature. And 
one could hope that her heart will not remain eternally 
virgin. And many had this hope. But no one ever tried to 
convince her to change her mind. And the Oath was 
given, and the ninety-nine brothers gained a sister. Dear 
sister. They protected her. They were proud of her. In 
his presence, the hearts of the warriors cleared. 

- When you touch the wound, little sister, it stops 

hurting, - Vent said, smiling. 

You shouldn't take him seriously. He had been 
married for seven years, and he loved his wife madly. He 
received every piece of news from his homeland as a 
great gift. His father, who was also an apprentice here 
but had not become a Knight of the Keep, sent his son 
here to make him a wise ruler. He wasn't mistaken. 
There was also no need to fear the sighs of Tork, who 
had been a slave. He himself didn't hide that these were 
all just dreams and more dreams... Worse was Ulv's 
silence, who persistently avoided her. Only once - he 
brought the helmet full of wild strawberries. Irialonna 
said that she alone would not be able to eat so much, 
and suggested sharing the fruit feast with him. His gray 
eyes sparkled with such joy that she was almost afraid. 
Even now he was hiding from him. Since then, Ulv didn't 
even try to talk to her. Instead, one day he struck up a 
conversation with Deyrel, the son of a prince. He was 
one of the most beautiful men in Ast Ahe: light and light, 
with wavy hair the color of dark gold and amber eyes. It 
seemed to him that there was blood on his hand. But it 
was just a gold ring with a big ruby. 

- Where did you get it? - she asked. 

- I took it from an Orc, - he shrugged. 

- But he killed someone and stole this ring... It's 
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- Nonsense. Even if it was so - what joy do the 
dead derive from adornments? If you want it, it 
will be yours. 

And then he said what the price of this ring was. 

She wanted to hit Deyrel. 

- He considers me very cheap, - he said through 

his teeth. 

- And how much do you ask? - followed. Deyrel 
smiled cheekily. She was confident in her own beauty. 

- What happened to you? Deyrel, are you crazy? 
You are my brother, you gave the Oath, we drank wine 
with blood together! 

- Five years ago, that would have stopped me. But 
you yourself freed yourself from superstitions during 
your years of learning. Is it not clear that words are just 
words, even if they are words of the Oath? And what we 
drink is no better than ordinary water. Don't you happen 
to think you've become a sister of the fountain? No, I no 
longer have illusions. I understood that no one needs 
Service other than the Lord. Only he profits from it. I'll 
go away. And I want you to go with me. And it will be 
then that I will pay its true value. My father is a prince, I 
am the only heir. And you will be my wife. You will have 
everything you want... 

- Shut up! - she shouted, covering her ears. - It's 
disgusting! What rubbish you are! If you say one more 
word, I'll tell everyone! 

Deyrel blushed. Then the smile returned to his 

face - haughty and condescending. 

- It seems to me that for Ulv you would forgive not 
just words, but a lot of other things. 

Unable to bear it, she slapped him. Deyrel 
grabbed her arms, but let go instantly. Smiled. 

- [learned my lesson, - he said shortly and left. 

She didn't say anything. Deyrel also behaved as if 
nothing had happened. A week passed, and another, and 
Irialonna was already starting to forget about what had 
happened. 


..Borra and Etark drew their swords. The long 
discussion about where they fight more skillfully - in the 
east or in the west - should be resolved by a duel. Borra, 
normally imperturbable, finally got angry and promised 
to pull the kid's ears. The kid, to tell the truth, was 
already twenty-six, but his taste for mischief was 
incorrigible. Of course, Borra beat him in about ten 
minutes. Etark began to shout that this still means 
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nothing - beating a young man. I could try, for example, 
with Ulv. 

- If Ulv loses, - smiled Borra, - I'll rip your ears 

off, you scoundrel! 

- Ulv, my ears are in your hands! - howled Etark 

tragically. 

Now, the two best warriors and Ast Ahe would 
fight. The show promised to be very interesting. 
Suddenly, a voice full of mockery sounded: 

- Take care, Borra! He really likes to destroy his 
friends in friendly fights. Amicably. Like you did with 
Lonnyol, for example. 

Irialonna turned around, horrified. Deyrel smiled, 
arms crossed. Her gaze went to Ulv. His face looked 
dead, and only the scar that ran from his forehead to his 
chin, from left to right, was red. Ulv looked straight 
ahead, without moving. 

- And truth? - she asked bewildered, softly. 

- Of course it is, - laughed Deyrel. - It’s all written 

on his face. 

a€ceI know how my brother died,a€ she said 

slowly. 

- But you didn't know it was him who killed him. 

- Now I know. I just don't know one thing - why 

did you tell me that? 

- Justice demands that you know. 

- So why did your justice remain silent 

for so long? More than four years? She 

turned to Ulv. 

- I don't blame you. My brother died - you are my 

brother now. We are even. 

Ulv smiled crookedly. “It would be better if you 

killed me, sister. My beloved sister.” 

Borra began to speak, always calm and 

unperturbed. 

- It seems to me that this is not your place, 

Deyrel. 

- Get going, - added Tork. 

- Let it go, - exclamations sounded. 

Now it was Deyrel's turn to turn pale. Going away 
alone is one thing. Being expelled - another. Now his 
father won't receive him. There was no going home now. 
But Deyrel didn't ask for forgiveness - in silence, he 
threw his sword on the ground and left. He was never 
heard from again. 


- Madam! Did you wake up? 
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The head seemed to split. “Madam” - they had 
never called her that. In the detachment they called the 
Lord sister - by name, sometimes - Fire Enchantress, by 
the meaning of the name. It's true that he once called 
her another, strange name... Ierne, something like that. 
And his face afterwards was like Ulv's - that day... What 
a familiar voice... No, you can't remember anything. 
What happened, why does it hurt so much... 

..It wasn't the first time they had encountered 
these piles of Orc heads. On the one hand, nothing to 
worry about - everyone knew their character, nothing to 
feel sorry for. But it was too cruel. Who? The Elves had 
long since fled towards the sea or wandered somewhere 
in the south. Men? It is not customary for those who 
lived here to act like this. And who then burns the 
villages? There is no sign of Orcs, and everything is 
burned and looted, and the people have been taken. And 
these strange rumors about the Lord - that he exacts 
tribute in exchange for help and protection; and those 
who disobey are cruelly punished. Now the name of the 
Dark Lord aroused fear. 

- What nonsense, - said Tork bitterly. - We are 
looking for the one who kills Orcs. Before, we protected 
people from them. And if anything happens - Orcs will 
be with us, and Elves and the Three Houses will be 
enemies... 

- After such rumors, not only the Three Houses, - 

replied Ulv darkly. 

Days and nights followed, searches... A small 
oversight - and three fell into an ambush. It's true that 
the others arrived almost at the same time, but she only 
remembered a terrible pain in her head. That's when 
everything came to a halt. She opened her eyes with 
difficulty. High ceiling with carvings. On the walls, 
expensive fabrics and weapons. The bright room is 
decorated with glaring luxury. I was lying on a wide bed 
between soft pillows, covered with a warm but light 
blanket. - Did you sleep well, my lady? - the same voice, 
with a slight mockery. 

- Deyrel... 

- He recognized it. Still remember. I thank. 

He has changed in these two years. Fed up. The 
still beautiful face turned yellow and became swollen, 
dark circles under his eyes. It felt like drinking too 
much. 

- How did I... end up here? 

- My men brought it. 
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- Did they rescue it? 

- From who? From. ourselves? Don't look 
surprised, they could have already understood that they 
got involved with an equal, with someone who knows 
their tricks well. 

- So it's you. 

- So it's me. You 

started hunting me. 

And I - you. - Are 

you taking 

revenge? 

- Not without that. But for now I just want you to 

leave me alone. I don't disturb them. I don't kill 
Orcs by chance? 

- But you also kill people. 

- Just like you. 

- We do not kill peaceful inhabitants! 

- They kill enemies. And those who do not obey 
me are my enemies. Plus, I protect them - whoa whoa. 
You don't fight for free either.qg r 

- How you distorted everything. 

- Not so much. I understood a lot of things after I 
left. After you kicked me out. Father, of course, cursed 
me, naive old asshole. And I decided to do it myself. I 
was still a Black Warrior to these fools. I felt sorry for 
them. Orcs plunder, men plunder, you also mess with 
your lord and his delusions... Now, the most important 
thing is to survive. The fact that I'm from Ast Ahe helped 
me. They believed in me. And I defended them. I taught 
how to fight. 

- And looting... 

He continued to ignore her words. 

- Elves had their kings and kingdoms, and Men 
obeyed anyone, as they had no one to unite them. And I 
did that. z 

- Did you join? He made them join together in a 

crowd with whips! 

- The crowd likes a strong arm. But they obey like 
dogs. Then I am truly Lord. The first of Men. Wait, the 
time will come when I will be the first of Arda! Elves and 
Orcs will kill each other... 

- The Lord will destroy him! 

- Your owner? Don't forget, I know his power well. 
He achieves nothing. And you won't make it. His 
strength was exhausted. Why do you think he keeps 
idiots like you? Why do you need protection if you're so 


The Black Book of Arda 


powerful? And you idiots have filled your brains with 
nonsense and give up your lives for it. 

- You are stupid. Greatness is not in the fists. 

- And what is it in our world now? In wisdom? 
Who needs it when the whole essence of a man is to fill 
his belly, satisfy his lust and not let anyone kill him? No, 
true greatness is here. See how they obey me. I'm the 
one who can do anything. 

- They obey you out of fear, and deep in their 

hearts they hate you. 

- Better! Fear is a good leash. 

- If anything happens - they will betray you. 

- No! I have an excellent pack that depends on me 
in everything. They are my main strength. Just as you 
are your owner. If I'm gone - it's the end of them. 

He walked around the room, _ gesturing. 
Irialonna's head hurt a lot, and she could no longer 
respond. I just listened. 

- No wonder they think they finished me off. I am 
not one of those who perish because of words. I 
Survived. I survived! And now it's time for you to pay. 

“And even so, it really affected you, if you’re so 
angry... Of course, you, the greatest, the best, were 
expelled.” 

- And I will kill without mercy those who are 

against me! 


Five days later, she was almost fine. Deyrel didn't 
visit her once, then he showed up - somber and worried. 

- They're looking for you, - he grumbled. 

- Are you afraid, great and powerful? Sir? - she 

laughed. 

- I'm not idiot. If your whole gang falls on me, 
things will get ugly on my side. But for now, you are my 
shield. 

- If I remember correctly, you despised women. 

And now he hides behind me. 

- Don't play with words. Any hostage would suit 
me. And its sentimental owner will shed a tear and leave 
me alone. The 

- Do not even think! It seems like it really affected 
you! And he also said: “it’s all words, it’s all nonsense...” 

- They insulted me in the presence of many. And 
I'm not used to forgiving. They insulted me from the 
beginning. Who was my commander? This orphan Ulv? 
You also insulted me. I have a big bill for you to pay! 
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- Which side are you better than Vent? He is the 

son of a king, and he obeyed Ulv. 

- If he's stupid, I'm not. I was more worthy. 

- Listen, how did you end up in Ast Ahe with these 

thoughts? 

- Before I was different. An exalted asshole. And if 

you think I've changed for the worse, it's your 

fault. 

Irialonna lowered her eyes. There was a fraction 
of truth in his words. How right were the Lord’s words: 
“because of you, fights will begin.” 

- Listen to me, Deyrel, - she said in a low voice, - I 
can intercede for you. You will be forgiven, and you will 
once again be able to deserve trust and friendship. 

Deyrel laughed. 

- Do you think I need this? No, I don't need you. 
Only from you. And why did you think they would talk to 
me? They're all words, I don't trust them! And besides, 
why did you think I'd let you go? She's my hostage. And I 
still haven't forgotten what happened between us. My 
offer still stands. 

- But why do you need me? Couldn't you, being so 
powerful, find another woman? 

- Thad a lot of them. But no real women. 

- No real woman will allow anyone to possess her 

as an object. 

- Will allow. And if an object cannot be purchased, 
they take it by force. Remember this. And accept the fact 
that you won't get out of here. 

- Then they will release me. 

- I'm afraid not, - smiled Deyrel. - I won't let you 
leave here alive. Then you better agree to be queen. This 
is profitable for you and for me. 

- But I hate you! 

- I haven't slept with you yet, how do you know? 
Have you ever slept with someone? No? My, he managed 
to live until he was twenty-five and not once! What are 
you? You'll live like this until you turn gray, and then no 
one will even want you. No, I need to instruct you, if only 
out of compassion. You need to know love. 

- Shut up! It's not you who will tell me about this. 
You only know how to take it. And when they love - they 
sacrifice. 

- Where did you get your fill of these things? Or 
am I mistaken, and has anyone already relieved you of 
your virginity? Maybe Ulv? Looks like I'll have to check it 
out... 
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She defended herself with such fury and such 
desperation that the noise attracted other people. 
Deyrel, with a scratched face and a bruise under his eye, 
was lying in the corner, protecting his head, and the 
young girl was hitting him with a candlestick, overcome 
with rage. 

- I will kill you! - she shouted. The men could 
barely contain their laughter. It was difficult to control 
her. It is not known how this would all have ended if a 
gray-haired warrior had not quickly entered, to whisper 
something in Deyrel's ear. A bestial hatred shone in his 
eyes. 
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- So that's how it is, - he said, panting. - There's 
no more time left, so... You, listen! Things are going in 
such a way that I can't wait. I need you as a wife! - 
scared and hysterical notes sounded in his voice. - If you 
don't agree by tomorrow morning, you, you... I'll kill her! 
Did you understand? I have no way out. 

- Coward! - she shot when she caught her breath. 

- No, I'm calculating. They won't dare mess with 
their dear sister's husband. And without that, I don't 
need you. Not even as a hostage. 

- Sir, but she is from the Blacks, like you, - said 
the gray-haired man with fear in his voice. - You can not! 

- I can do anything. All! Prepare the fire, you 

hear? 

- But burning... You can simply kill, Lord... 

- I don't like insults. And I don't forgive them. 
What's more, she has a choice. I'll come here in the 
morning,” he smiled, reassuring himself. 

- Don't waste time, I'm a knight of Ast Ahe, - she 
replied with the strength of a convict. - And you are 
moldy. You betrayed us all and you will pay for it! 

- What a shame, - said Deyrel. - You would be 
better as queen. Alright, then we'll see how accurate 
your name is, Fire Enchantress... 


“Help! Help, my brothers! We always came to 
each other's aid. Didn't we rescue Vent from the Orcs? 
Didn't I pull you out of the fire, Etark? Didn't I treat your 
wounds? Ulv, where are you? You were always by my 
side in combat, where are you now? Help me, brothers! 
No, I don't know how to call in a way that the spirit will 
hear. I couldn't do that... I don't have the gift. Lord, you 
hear all Arta's pains, hear me! I want to live. I 
desperately want to live. But you know - I won’t stop 
being myself, I won’t betray you! You have wings, you 
know how to control fire and cold, so help me, please 
help!..” 


.. They already knew where to look for her. The 
horses took them to the village protected by a log wall 
on the river bank. And suddenly they heard - within - the 
call, full of hopeless sadness, and then there rose a wave 
of deadly horror and pain. The pain became unbearable 
and, together with a column of flames on the wall, a long 
and terrible lament flew upwards - thus the soul leaves 
the body. And the call fell silent, leaving a devouring 
void. 
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Nobody defended the king. They tied him up 
anyway - almost dead from being so drunk. His own 
men. And Vent, grimacing in pain, tried to pull Ulv away 
from the fire. 

- There is no one else there, - he repeated. - Do 

you understand? 

Ulv didn't respond, he looked at the flames and 
another fire burned in his eyes - madness. And then Vent 
called Tork, and the two of them barely managed to 
subdue him. They were forced to tie him up. And Vent 
slapped him, snapping him out of his delirium. Ulv's gaze 
became conscious, but now there was emptiness in it. 
And Vent understood - the desire to live disappeared. 
And the ashes fell on Ulv's hair - forever. 

They returned, and Vent commanded the 
detachment. And in a cart the two of them were lying - 
Deyrel and Ulv; one slept his drunken sleep, the other 
looked at the sky with empty eyes. 


One day, he had called this man a boy. And now, 
it seemed to him that Ulv was much older than him. “We 
are similar, the losses are equal. Both gray, with scars...” 

- Your brothers will judge you. Will you be with 

them? 

- No. By chance, will this give him his life back? s 

- Have you forgiven him? 

- I don't want to know about him anymore. I don't 
know how to treat it, I just don't have the right feeling. 
Sir... 

- What? 

- Why didn't you save her? You could not? All you 

had to do was say one word... 

Vala lowered her gaze. 

- I couldn't, - he replied deafly. - Could not. Only 
in fairy tales: “whatever” - and the light came. Words 
have power, it's true. But it is also necessary that the 
one who speaks the word has... The power to speak and 
wisdom - how to speak. I know, but I can't force myself 
to say anything anymore... I can't do anything anymore... 
That man... was right. I've already handed over 
everything. A 
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wisdom is the only thing I have left. And this too I must 
deliver to you, while there is time. Ulv, because he was 
right - Iam nothing without your protection. And I have 
no right to push them into the abyss... 

-What are you talking about, Master? We choose 
our own path ourselves. And I don't regret it. The seed 
must fall into the ground to germinate, and we are those 
seeds. It is a high honor. Even more so is our duty now 
to defend it. 

- I don't know if it's worth it. And maybe, I'm 

wrong. Wrong on everything... 

- We will not be the ones to judge him. And 
neither do you. We'll see. That is, others will see. But the 
heart says that not in everything you were wrong. 

- We'll see. I don't know... true, I don't know what 
will happen. Arta lived with my power, and now I live 
with hers. I no longer have my own strength. I can tear 
off a piece of your flesh and take your power. But she is 
alive, Ulv, she is alive, she will scream... Those live at the 
expense of Valinor, but they will tear Arta apart without 
thinking twice. It's good that outside of Valinor they lose 
their power. Just as I had been from Arta. Strangely 
enough, we are enemies. Are not the sky and wind 
created by Manwé beautiful? Or the waters of Ulmo? Or 
the flesh of Arta, the work of Aulé? I tied them into one 
thing - that's why I'm the Enemy. And it took all my 
strength... If I were a Mortal, I could leave, I would be 
free. But I didn't become one, and so I won't be the one 
to decide Arta's fate. My time is up, Ulv, I await my time. 
This is stronger than Aulé's currents. I know they will 
finish me off, and soon. And again he was right - it will 
be Arta's children who finish me off. Elves and Men A. 
Even the army of the Valar will not be able to preserve 
its power here. At least, I won't leave entirely... And 
what will become of you when I no longer exist? 

- We won't exist either. Only those who preserve 

the 
wisdom. And the job of warriors is to die. 

Behind the door, footsteps were heard, and Borra 
entered. Now he was not unfazed. He looked as if he was 
rejecting any arguments in advance. 

- We have decided, Lord. 

- What is your decision? 

- May he die the same way our sister died. Don't 
accuse us of cruelty, we know. We are simple men and 
we don't know how to forgive things like this. Not even 
you can forgive everything. 
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- Let it be so. But even... 

- No. He betrayed us. Betrayed you. He betrayed 
the Service. If he just left, that would be one thing. But 
he forced Men to be afraid. He poisoned their spirits 
with greed and cruelty. He made them Orcs. He forced 
them to fear you and flee from wisdom, preferring stupid 
and cruel force. Finally, he killed our sister. Because of 
the useless anger of a cornered rat. Because she 
understood all the rot in his soul and repelled him. We 
don't want to forgive that. 

We also know how to hate. We make the decision. Ulv, 
are you coming? 

- No. Forgive me, but it is painful for me to look 

at the fire. Terrible. 

- It's okay, I understand. Forgive. 

Borra left. 

- Fire - that hurts, - after a long silence said Vala. 

- I know, - the man replied briefly and turned his 

hands over, palms up. 


-...SiPr... 
Worried, black eyes, tense, cutting voice 
- I want to become your warrior... 
COUNCIL OF POWERS. YEAR 533 OF THE Ist ERA 


..And Earendil set foot on the shores of the Land 

of the Undying. 

He ascended the green slopes of Tuna, but found 
no one in his way, and the streets of Tirion were 
deserted; An incomprehensible weight fell on the Sailor's 
heart. 

What the air is like here... He took a deep breath 
- little needles stuck into his throat and lungs: dust, 
shiny grains of diamonds. He felt afraid. Can it be that 
no Mortals can dwell here, in the Land of Aman, because 
even the air itself is fatal to them? And he will die - he 
will die without reaching his goal, for lack of air, like a 
fish out of water... A cutting pain in his eyes made him 
remember in another way the words of the legend: “The 
beauty and majesty of Valinor c gou o e Enemy”... 

Through the shimmering fog, he tried to get a 
better look at the city. Tirion over Tuna, its streets and 
squares, covered with white stones, its proud towers... 
Toy city in the toy land. Land of Powers. What happened 
to me, because... Where is this beauty, this majesty?.. 

He walked - useless, lost, almost blinded by the 
excessive and constant brightness of the white road; and 
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their hair and clothes were covered with shining dust. 
He walked and tried to convince himself - this cannot be 
happening, this is because I came from the Mortal 
Lands, because my spirit was darkened by the shadow of 
Evil, because there is the blood of Men in me... It got a 
little better, but the sadness and a strange oppressive 
feeling didn't go away. He went up the infinite stairs 
white as snow and called, called - already overcome with 
despair, - called whoever... And when, having lost all 
hope, he turned around - I heard a voice, majestic and 
threatening to He ur. He stopped, head down, and the 
voice from above declaimed: 

- Greetings, Earendil, greatest of _ sailors! 
Welcome, messenger predicted and not expected, 
messenger of hope, who brings Light, most glorious of 
the Children of Earth! Now the Powers summon you to 
appear before them, and speak of that which brought 
you to the Blessed Realm. I, Eonwé, Herald of Manwé, 
said. 


- ...My brother, - Manwé looked worriedly into his 
eyes. - My brother, I called you to discuss a great work 
with you. No one else can help me, only you! 

- Wouldn't the advice of Eru, the Father of All 

That Is, help you? 

- When you are on a mountain peak, it is difficult 
to notice the details. The Father showed us the path and 
the objective, we must walk by ourselves. And who 
knows the paths of destiny better than you, my brother? 

- I am blind impaired. I don't know Eru's goal, it 
was revealed only to you. I see thousands of paths, and 
they lead to different lands. Where should we go? Only 
then is it possible to know the path. 

- Our Father wishes the good of Arda. 

- There are many paths that I would call paths to 
good. But they are all different, and lead to different 
things, my brother. Enlighten me, if you know. 

Manwé stood up, slowly approached the stained 
glass window, walking across the floor with colorful 
mosaics. There was a rainbow in the quiet, warm room, a 
rainbow that rose from the brilliant and precious mosaic 
of the floor and the elaborately curved golden columns, 
surrounded by clusters of precious stones. Motes of dust 
did not dance in the clean, tasteless air. Light streamed 
through the colored windows and, reflecting off millions 
of faces, coalesced into a multicolored glow around the 
golden throne, obscuring all forms. Silence - drowsy, 
clear, tasteless, like the air of Valinor. Namo sighed 
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when Manweé finally continued speaking. He was still 
looking at the window. 

- I will only open up to you. I received a word 
from Eru, Father of All That Is. And it was said: the song 
of Arda was distorted. It is my knowledge that, at the 
End of Time, when the plan of the One is realized, Arda 
will open in the middle of Ea, and the Silmarils will 
return, and revive the Trees, and their light will shine 
equally throughout Arda... 

Manwe's face glowed with inspiration. 

- ..and the great Song will sound from the 

mouths of the Ainur, and Valar, and Maiar, and 

Eldar... 

- And the men? 

- Then the One will reveal their ways to us, and 
we will understand them, and they will sing in the 
common choir. But, my brother, we will not be able to do 
this while Arda is under Morgoth's feet. He, he alone, 
prevents the Plan from being implemented, poisoning 
thoughts, killing, distorting. He is powerful and terrible, 
and I fear he will destroy Arda. Brother, I would have 
driven him beyond the Walls of Night long ago - let him 
roam wherever he will, but he will not go so easily! He 
will destroy Arda - if not for him, then for no one! He 
destroys the spirits! Remember what he did to the 
Elves? 

Namo shuddered. 

- Brother, help me. You see and you know. I 
revealed everything to him. Help me. I'm willing to even 
doit make peace with him. Help. 

Namo stared at Manwé's face. What was 
happening completely disturbed him. Manwe's beautiful 
face was full of concern, clear blue eyes looked straight, 
and there was in them a great love for Arda. He was 
beautiful, the King of Arda. He asked for help. Namo 
remembered the other eyes, full of pain. “Even here I see 
the stars...” Chained arms of a creator... Immense 
misunderstanding that separated these two. Here it is, 
the end of Arda. Light and Dark, intertwined, immense 
movement; here it is, the song of Arda... He saw this 
thread, heard this string, and joy was born in his spirit. 
He saw the brothers next to each other. 

Happiness? He held his own self by the throat. 

“Don’t rush. Do not forget". 

- Why do you think Melkor wants the destruction 

of Arda? 
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- Don't you see, by any chance, that it was only 
through your desire that dissonance arose in Eru's plan? 
Do you know what should be done? 

- I seem to know. They must make peace. As 

equals. 

- Peace? With him? After what he did? After all 

the wars, after the Orcs? 

- Agree that what you did to him cannot make him 

sympathize with you. 

- It wasn't me alone who judged him! 

- You are the king. You could have said your 

word. 

- Could not! I would go against Eru's wishes, 

against my brothers and sisters. 

- And isn't he your brother? 

Manwée turned around. 

- Namo, what should we do, what? 

- I said. 

- But how? You will not receive messengers. You 

are so sure of your power and invulnerability... 

- What are you talking about, Manwé? What 
invulnerability? Why are you trying to make him the 
villain? Hadn't Elves defeated his armies? Was he 
himself - a Vala - not injured by Fingolfin? And for a 
Mortal? 

- Mortal? 

- Yes, Beren. 

- You didn't say it. 

- You did not ask. Manwé, he is not stronger than 
us. Yes, he is powerful, powerful enough to help you in 
your work. But you are not a destroyer, Manwé. 

- Then, perhaps, he will agree... And what will 

happen? 

- I see that. Arda will be truly beautiful and 
blessed. Men will become equal to the Immortals, and 
their gift of Freedom will allow them to make Arda a 
more beautiful world than even Eru had imagined. Will 
he not rejoice? Will this not serve to increase our glory? 

- Maybe you're right, - replied Manweée, 

thoughtfully. - But what about Eru’s plan? 

- And that couldn't be your plan? We didn't see 

everything, brother. 

- We haven't seen... Yes. But... what will happen if 

we can't... reach an agreement? 

- I don't want to think about it. Death will again 
come to Valinor. Arda will fall asleep. How will the mind 
live if the heart is silent? I saw... 
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- It is true? 

- I know how to see. 

- So, two ways... But, perhaps, we can manage 

without... him? 

- We can, but what will you replace Melkor's part 
with? It will be another world, lame. Here's the truth. 

- I understood. I 

will speak at the 


council. Let 
everyone decide. - 
Manwe... 


- | understand. I swear - none of the Valar will set 
foot on the shores of Middle Earth. I swear, I won't lay a 
single finger on him. I swear - each one will be heard 
and the measure of each one's errors will be determined, 
and each one will pay according to justice. 

Shortly after the conversation with Manwé, 
Namo's joy was replaced by doubts, and then by a 
feeling of his own incredible stupidity and shame. The 
most painful thing was that he could not at all 
understand the cause of this uncomfortable feeling. For 
he had tried to be impartial and fair towards both sides, 
honestly. He really wanted peace and wanted to believe 
in it - but for some reason he couldn't. The presentiment, 
always accurate, contradicted the arguments of reason. 
Or is Manweé less cold than he seemed to Namo, and can 
his feelings overwhelm reason? Namo didn't know. 


- What is there to think about here! - shouted 
Tulkas, shaking his fists. - If he can't handle the Elves 
and even the men, then... 

- Lessen your wrath, mighty Tulkas. I said: we 

have two paths. Decide. 

- What to discuss, my husband? Eru's will is 
sacred. And that world that the Father planned must be 
built. Then the Enemy must be defeated. 

- Didn't you happen to hear Eru's words? - Orome 

was surprised. 

- Yes, but... - Manwé couldn't look Namo in the 
eyes. But everything was going so well, most people 
decided... 

- And what will happen if Arda becomes the 
domain of Men? What king will you be then? Over whom 
did they reign? About Elves? About Valinor? And the 
Men stay for him? 

- The fates of Arda should not be decided by its 
lords. Let the children of Arda speak their words, those 
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who inhabit it and to whom Arda rightfully belongs. We 
will obey their will. 


Manweé spoke calmly and confidently - the 
incarnation of supreme justice. Words - cold 
drops of 


glass. 

- I want to know if my brother's works are for the 
good of Arda. I want to know whether we should talk to 
him or start a merciless war. I wish to know - to send 
messengers to him, that he himself may appear at the 
trial of the Valar, protected by my word of honor that no 
harm will come to him? 

Varda was silent. Tulkas too - not because he 
reflected, he was surprised. Why stand on _ such 
ceremony with the Enemy? Hit it and it's over. 

- Messenger? - Oromé finally sighed. - He forgot 

how he almost killed the nobleman 
Father of Eagles? 

- Didn't we kill his messenger, by chance? - asked 

Namo. 

- Terrible is the wrath of the Wrath of Eru, - said 
Irmo with scorn. - Why wouldn’t Melkor also be furious? 
Or does Maia's death not make up for Thorondor's tail 
being ripped off? 

- But it's still dangerous. Enough with the deaths, 

- said Manwé. 

- Perhaps the word of the Valar will remain in the 

mouths of Men and Eldar? 

- And will he listen to them? - smiled Oromé. 

- Why not? He had received messengers from the 

sons of Féanaro. 

- And Maedhros paid for it. 

- Not so. And you know. I fear that now he will 
receive no more messengers. He no longer trusts 
anyone. 

- Bring him by force, - roared Tulkas. 

- This will only be done in the most extreme case, 
- interrupted Manweé. - In any case, he can leave later, if 
the truth is on his side. Only, - Manwé raised his arm in 
warning, - none of the Valar will set foot in the land of 
Arda anymore. Enough. Arda is not the place to resolve 
the disputes of the Powers. It is the home of Eldar and 
Men, and let their owners decide. Our home is here. - 
Then let them say their word, - said Varda. 


Eonwé said: 
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- Listen to the messenger of the Mortal Lands, 

Earendil. 

- Could a Mortal set foot in the Land of the 
Immortals and stay alive? - asked Namo darkly. 

- That's why he came into the world, - replied 
Ulmo. - He is the son of Tuor of the House of Hador; but 
was not his mother Idril, daughter of Turgon of the 
House of Finwé? 

- Valar do not make their offerings twice. Had it 
not been said that none of the Noldor who abandoned 
Valinor, following Féanaro, could return? - in the voice 
of the Lord of Destiny a hidden threat sounded. He 
already knew what Earendil will say; knew and feared. 

And then Manwé said: 

- Your words are fair, my brother; but now, by the 
will of the Father, it is I who will decide his destiny. Love 
for the Eldar and Atani drove Earendil; and the curse has 
no power over him. That's why 
We order you, Earendil, and your wife Elwing to speak to 
the Powers now. 

Namo hung his head: he had no power to change 

anything. 

- Answer us, Earendil, do Melkor's works serve 

the good of Arda? - asked Varda. 

- Big ones! Of what good can one speak, if soon all 
the Sons of the One will either perish in the attacks of 
the black army, or will become slaves of the Enemy? I 
came to beg for help. 

- Did you not come to ask for protection against 

the children of Féanaro? 

- And so. But wasn't it the Enemy's plot that took 
them from Valinor to Arda? Was it not the shadow of the 
Enemy's wickedness that darkened their hearts? 

- Tell me, Earendil, had the Eldar never defeated 
the Enemy? Why do you want Valinor's help? 

- Our forces are disunited. The Enemy has sown 
hatred in our hearts. Give us an army - and that will be 
the end of it! The deeds of my ancestors testify to this! 
As long as he is in Arda, there will be no peace for either 
the Atani or the Eldar... 

- ...Noldor murdered my relatives, - said Elwing, 
decidedly. - I don't know if the Enemy is to blame for 
this, but for there to be peace in Middle Earth, a war is 
necessary - against those who do not want peace. I think 
so. And for the rest - may the will of the Valar be done. 


And then Namo said: 
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- There are also other witnesses in my Mansions. 

Why not give them the floor? 

- Haven't we heard the Men and the Eldar, by 

chance? s 

- Men and Eldar can think differently. 

- We have already heard the word of the Faithful. 
And others... do they exist? It is not so among the Valar, 
nor is it among the Maiar. And traitors can be counted 
on one hand. 

Suddenly, Brother stood up. He rarely spoke in 
councils, also now he had only opened his mouth once, 
mocking Oromé's words. But now... His brother's eyes 
scared Namo. They were already unusual, beautiful in 
their soft mutability, when it was not possible to see 
what the eyes were like, but only felt the look. Now they 
were clear and terrible. He who looked at Irmo's face 
seemed to see only them, light gray, with the tiny dot of 
the pupil, as if overflowing with pain. 

- My brother, King of the World. You said - there 
can be no others either in Arda or in Valinor. You said, 
there are a few traitors. You said - their word is 
worthless. Whatever. It's only wrong about one thing. s 

Everyone was petrified. Saying “wrong” to the 
King of the World - that had never happened before. 

- This is not so much betrayal as illness. I say - if 
Melkor is found... guilty - hand him over to us, me and 
Estée. You're sure we'll be able to heal his spirit. Not all 
diseases can be cured with iron and fire. 

- I'm afraid it's exactly one of those diseases... But 
you speak wisely, brother. We will decide. 

“Does Irmo predict? Or do you feel that Manwé 

decided everything in advance...” 

Brother sat down slowly. The lord of the magical 
gardens was clearly a stranger to Valinor, as were his 
gardens. Strange little world, apart, just like Nienna's 
mansions. He might as well not be here. Just like Valinor 
in Arda. Don't Burn. It was probably unbearable for 
Melkor to remain here where he was obliged to protect 
his “self” from the immobile world. Even Namo from 
time to time felt this crushing weight of others. Maybe 
that's why Manwé wants Melkor to come here again... 
The Lord of Destiny lowered his head. And what will the 
council of the Valar decide then? What will be true? 
What will they call Good? 

- What will you say to the powers, Melian? 

She replied with sadness and tiredness: 
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- What will I say? I know nothing about the 
Enemy. He is not so powerful if my son-in-law was 
capable of harming him, being only a Mortal. And their 
dragons aren't that terrible - my husband's adopted son 
killed one of them - and he was also just a Mortal. And 
the Orcs are not so terrible - they flee whenever the 
enemy is even just equal in number... What shall I say?.. 
I lost my husband, who now sleeps in the mansions of 
Mandos, and my daughter. But I will still see Elwé, and I 
lost my daughter forever - just as Men lose... 

-But isn't the Enemy the cause of this? 

- I don't know... 

- So you don't want to take revenge for your loved 

ones? 

-I don't care... She won't return... 

Melian abandoned the Council of the Great. And 

Varda said: 

- This is a work of the Enemy. It is her soul that 

needs healing and rest in the gardens of Lérien. 

- There are many who need healing, - said 
Brother. - Don’t forget my request, my brother Manwé. 

- He won't be forgotten, I promise. 


And Manwé said: 

- Let it be so. Maia Eonwé will command the 
army. He will be the herald of the Valar. And if Melkor 
obeys the call - he will be welcomed as a dear guest in 
the land of Aman. But if even a drop of blood is spilled - 
let it be swallowed by force. But - let everyone know - 
the trial will be fair. And each one will be rewarded 
according to their own deeds. 

Namo shuddered. Blood? Does Manweé think they 
won't try to protect Melkor? That your order - not to 
engage in combat - will be heeded? Or is it a 
calculation? But the World King’s eyes were clear and 
clear, and the handsome face - calm. “How similar they 
are... But one is alive, and the other... What will become 
of them? What will become of Arda? And who will say 
what I should do?” 


And when all the words were said, Estée spoke: 

- My lord and brother! It seems to me that today 
there is not advice, but judgment, and bad judgment. For 
everyone speaks against him, and he can _ neither 
respond, nor explain, nor justify himself. 

- No, sister! Not talk like that. Only one thing I 
conclude from what has been said - a Vala should not 
live in Arda. The place of the Valar is in Valinor. And 
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even more strengthens my certainty that Melkor must be 
here. That's all I want. 
- So I ask, brother - respond to my husband's 
request. 
- Goodwill, sister, if we see that you have the 
power to accomplish this very difficult feat. 


And more and more, the Lord of Destiny had the 
impression that the unspoken sentence was already 
ripening, and all this advice was prepared for him, 
Namo, so that he could not later say that they did not 
listen to him, that they were unjust. 

“There will be a big war, obviously. Oromé's 
nostrils flare like those of a hunting dog sensing a hunt. 
Which means I will never see Melkor if he decides to 
protect himself from Valinor by destroying a part of 
Arda. If not, they will bring you by force. Will I have 
enough power to protect him then? For he will not 
repent...” Namo shuddered as he remembered. Why did 
they treat him like that? He saw other ways out and did 
not understand the cruelty of the sentence. “Did Manwé 
want to do this? Or not? But why so, then? Just to break 
it? So that he never has disciples again? To make him 
give up forever on his desire to change the world? It 
turns out, then, that Manwé is capable of seeing the 
spirits of others... Would this mean that he is also 
capable of feeling? To change? And if so, perhaps he will 
indeed be able to understand Melkor and reconcile with 
him... For Manwé has become other since then, for he 
doubted that he was right. Or he won't dare to change to 
please Eru, and he will deny himself... Who knows the 
truth, who will tell me... How difficult it is to seek oneself 
and judge oneself, and no one would be able to help. 
What I say, as I myself would know, the truth is a crystal 
with many faces, and can be seen in different ways... You 
can take away all the earth that surrounds it, like the 
root of a flower... The root it would freeze without the 
wrapper... What am I thinking, what nonsense... We'll 
wait. We'll see". 

And the army of the Valar set out for Middle- 
earth, and Namo's heart tightened with a terrible 
presentiment. But he didn't want to believe it, he still 
had hope that Melkor will be sentenced to prison again 
in the Mandos of Mandos, where they will be able to talk 
again, and perhaps he will be able to cure him... But will 
everything Namo had tried to do come to an end? 
disastrous? 
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“My brother, not everything will be destroyed. 
The sacrifice is immense, but the end justifies the means. 
Your life is the salvation of Arda, so save yourself, 
please, you can do it! I see, it could be like this!” He 
knew - it won't be like that. And I didn't want to see 
what it would be like, I was afraid - but I kept seeing... 
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THE ONE THAT HEALS. YEARS 544545 OF THE 1st 
ERA 


- Teacher... 

In the same way she had come for the first time, 
four years ago - dark hair, cut like a boy's, big eyes, 
gracefully clumsy. He asked her name then. “Ahtene”, - 
she replied. “Welcome, Ahtene...” She lowered her head 
slightly - her eyes were a greenish brown, sad and kind, 
like those of a young deer, he had still thought that, 
during the fourteen years she lived , I didn't see joy 
often, - and I said timidly, but without fear: "Greetings, 
Master..." There was something about her that 
awakened a painful 
tenderness, something vaguely familiar, but impossible 
to understand - what... 

- Master, allow me, I will try to heal your hands. 

- It won't work, girl... 

- But has anyone tried? 

He recognized, surprised - no, no one. Somehow, 
I had soon believed that these wounds and burns will not 
heal. She easily deciphered the meaning of his silence: 

- Did you see! I'll at least try. I learned many 

things... 

It was true: that was why she was here. The girl 
possessed a rare gift even among the Fortress' healing 
masters - feeling herbs and speaking with them. Alri, 
one of the best among them, only said: “I have never had 
a disciple like that. Sometimes, at the end of the day I'm 
already falling over with tiredness, and she's fine - tell 
me about it, explain it... Well, it happens, I grumble a 
little... But what a persistent girl! Believe me, Master - 
sometimes I think that even I couldn't do anything, it's 
impossible to heal the wound, and I look - it macerates 
or boils something, whispers something, adds some 
leaves... and it doesn't work out! It happens, it's true, 
after that she can barely stand up, you can only see her 
eyes - half-face....” 

- Just don't think it won't work. You have to 

believe. 

Serious look, and the voice - affectionate, but 
firm. Okay, this one, if she's decided on something, she 
won't give up. “What am I going to do with you... You 
will only be scared...” 

- Don't think, I won't be afraid, - as if I had read 

the thoughts. - Show your hands, Master... 
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Only lips that pressed together. She knelt down 

and ran her hand over his palms. 

- Did anyone tell you? 

A brief gesture, without looking up: 

- I knew. I always knew... Just trust me. 

“If you only knew why I chose this path...” 

She bent over his hands, whispered something - 
quickly, ardently, without a sound. He felt her warm 
breath on his own palms; either it seemed to him, or the 
pain actually lessened... He was surprised: did he 
manage to convince me too?... Unbelievable... 

She closed her eyes, fighting the invincible urge 
to touch these injured hands with her lips; He clenched 
his teeth feeling his eyes fill with tears. I wanted to 
believe, I wanted to believe so much that everything will 
work out, because there hasn't been a time when it 
hasn't worked out... it's nothing, there were worse 
wounds... but there have never been wounds like this. 
Incurable. How long, infinite, are the minutes... If you 
only knew... If you knew - all these years, everything, 
just for this... Dizziness, dark shadows begin to obscure 
the view. "It can not be. It can not be! I don't believe 
it..." - I can't take it... anymore... 

He caught her as she began to slowly fall. 

Without opening your eyes: 

- Then?.. 

He was silent, looking at her face. 

- I couldn't... Don't say anything! - almost 

angry. - I know. So I haven't learned anything 

yet. A tear, burning and angry, managed to 

escape from under the long eyelashes: - I 

hate myself. 

He didn't know what to say. He tried to reassure 

her: 

- It's much better, girl. Believe me, it's true. 

- Exactly. Girl. Girl. Stupid and presumptuous girl. 
You can talk like that. And you don't need to console me! 
- he looked defiantly. - Just forgive. If you can. For 
giving him hope. And I... Forgive. 

She stood up quickly and ran out of the room 

before he could respond. 

Afterwards he didn't see her for a long time - 
apparently Ahtene avoided meeting him. Until that day... 


She didn't sleep at all that night: a strange 
restlessness that didn't allow her to close her eyes even 
for a moment. Even ancient books could alleviate the 
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disturbance of the spirit; Maybe the culprit for this 
would be the snowstorm that was hitting the windows... 

She couldn't explain how she knew she should 
come right here, to the Lonely Tower. It was cold coming 
from the half-open door, but you could see that there 
was a lamp on in the room - so he wasn't sleeping. It's 
not sleeping. Strange thought. Sad. Meaningless. He 
said - Immortals don’t know how to sleep. 

The thought of immortality made her linger on the 
threshold. Perhaps this is easier for children to 
understand - it seems to them that they will never die. 
And they are right: he also says that men don't die, they 
leave. In general, recently he talks a lot about the 
Camino. They believe him. In the men of the Fortress, 
there is no fear of death - and that is why they 
themselves sometimes provoke almost supernatural fear. 
Many think that the Black Knights are unaware of fear: 
as if there was nothing more terrible than going beyond, 
as if it were possible to fear only for oneself. Laughable. 
It's sad. 

Immortality... Those who are by your side leave, 
with no return - and you live. And there are always 
people around you, and you are always alone, because 
you know: they will leave. And you will stay. And you will 
remember - everything and everyone. It's hard to 
understand what that's like - remembering everything. 
Sometimes someone says, by chance: “Master, don’t you 
remember?..” - and the shadow of a sad smile appears in 
his eyes. Merciful gift - oblivion: memories are erased, 
and the heaviest and most terrible of them, losing their 
clarity, leave behind only a vague bitterness and muffled 
pain. And man gets used to it. And when, when you 
remember, you relive everything again? As if it were 
happening now?.. He once mentioned this property of 
the Immortals' memory, and since then she often 
stopped to reflect on it. 

The young woman shook her head, trying to expel 
the sad thoughts, and slipped into the room. 

..Window with thin frames is wide open, the 
south wind enters the room, throws handfuls of snow in 
the face of the one who is next to the window - tall, gray- 
haired, wrapping himself in wings as if it were a cape... 

He was standing still, with his face up, eyes 
closed - she knew this even without seeing it, - and the 
wind was making his hair fly - white, white like the 
winter moon, and the flame of the stars was stirring in 
the fragile chalice of the lamp - fire of the restless spirit, 
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and the stormy night outside was clear, the wind pushed 
the spectral torn clouds, and in the spaces between them 
one could see the black sky with distant sparks of stars - 
the night of a full moon; shadows and glows ran across 
his face, and his sick wings trembled... 

She sighed silently, and the dry stem slipped from 
her fingers silently, but he heard and turned, and she 
whispered - no... - knowing what will happen now: black 
wings will turn into a cape, the stars in her hair will fade 
away. crumble into snow, and the ice star on the 
forehead will go out, and will go out, that incredibly 
bitter and happy light will disappear from the eyes, 
which made only the eyes visible, only the look... 

With the same expression on her face, as if she 
were still under the power of a vision she was unaware 
of: 

- You?.. 

- I, Master, - with just my lips, - you must be 

cold... I will bring you mulled wine... That's how it 

was. He nodded. 
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Groping, without taking his eyes off her face, he 
closed the window, took a step towards the fireplace - 
that's how it was - and traced the Llah symbol in the air: 
the flames rose. 

- But... that's not why you came, - he uttered 
these words with difficulty. - Did you want to talk to me? 

- Yes... No... - she suddenly understood what she 
meant, realized that some brittle branches and dry roots 
that she was still holding were just a pretext, a reason to 
come. She also understood that she won't say anything - 
she simply won't be able to, so monstrous and 
unbelievable was the vision she had - or perhaps just a 
nightmare. 
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And slowly, as if he were sleeping, he bent down, 
picked up the fragile stem, and approached the table. 
Rustle - whisper... 

- I will bring wine, - she repeated, feeling 
painfully that, perhaps, she was. destroying the 
incomprehensible, created by herself illusion that 
perhaps will never return, this shadow of memory - that 
he will not answer the only question that she now 
wanted - and was afraid - to do. i 

...Returned very quickly; he only smiled with his 
eyes, smiling at her, as he received the cup from her 
hands. 

- ...This is artemisia - ahene, they still call it the 
Black Lady: there is a legend... It calms sadness, reduces 
pain; If you rub the leaves and press them against the 
wound, it stops the blood, and the wound heals more 
quickly. They also treat fever with it... This is a willow 
branch, niene; Fresh willow leaves are good for placing 
on inflamed wounds, and the tree's sap, collected during 
flowering time, cures eye diseases. Here is the five-leaf - 
cyet'Alchoro, Footprint of the Wolf: it sharpens the 
senses and gives clarity to thoughts, and is called the 
Footprint of the Wolf because it grows in the most 
remote forests - the legends of men say that it is there 
where the Wolf passed Old. Juniper, yellh; its fruits are 
collected from the fifteenth day of the Lokie symbol to 
the fifth day of the Hea symbol, and dry only in the open 
air. In order for the ulcer to dry and heal faster, the 
dried fruits must be ground and mixed with honey, and if 
you wash your head and hair with boiled fruits or simply 
wet your forehead and temples, it is possible to reduce 
headaches. The smoke from dried juniper is good, it's 
easier to think with it... Cyella, sweet-smelling cane; 
aromatic calamus. Its roots are collected from late 
autumn until the first days of the Alchor symbol, but they 
must be dug up with an iron blade. It also heals wounds 
- macerate it or sprinkle the wound with ground dry 
roots. And this is the root of the iris, ielle; If you mix the 
dried root with wine, it will help with coughs and chest 
pains, calm the spirit and make body pain less acute. 
And this - this is elgele, star spike... where did you find 
it? It's hard to find it in the forests here. Helps in case of 
chest illnesses. And... this - silver absinthe. 

He lowered his eyes. Long silence. 

- Wanderers' grass. It was the Way. . Ahtene, 
that's not why you came. You know that E v . o 
everything as good as me. 
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- Erva do Caminho... - she repeated and asked, 
unexpectedly. - Master... is it possible to return? If you 
take the step beyond the border of the world? 

- I don't know, - deafly, reluctantly. - But... If it is 
necessary, if you left something undone, you didn't do it, 
you didn't finish it, and there is no one else who... 

That's how it was. 

- Someday me too... 

The unfinished sentence burned her - unbearable, 
horror that stole her voice. As if it was because of that 
vision that she couldn't even tell her Master about. Not 
even him. Just him. 

Her gaze fell on his narrow hand with the heavy 
cuff bracelet on his wrist - he was no longer hiding his 
hands from her. 

- The shackles of hatred, - 


meaningless, without 
understanding the meaning of 
words. O f a 1 - Or 
what?.. 


She looked directly into his perplexed face, 
looked with wide-open eyes that seemed to see nothing: 

- And it is impossible to break the shackles 

of hatred... Orthenner had tried once... 

Then - suddenly, abruptly: 

- Master, where do I remember this? 

He almost unconsciously noted: I don't “know” - 

“T remember”. 

- Well, that was so long ago... 

- And the dance of the Helgeayni... 

- And the dance of the Helgeayni... Where did you 

come from... 

He got up, walked around the room, 

trying not to limp - out of habit. - 

Ahtene... 
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The Black 


How can I explain this to you, how can I tell you? 
I know a lot; a lot - but not everything. They think I'm 
fearless - and now I'm afraid. I'm afraid of making 
mistakes. I'm afraid of awakening your memory, I don't 
know, I don't understand why. One word will suffice, and 
I dare not utter that word... Say, stem of wormwood, do 
you see what I see? And what will become of you if you 
remember? What will you do? What should I do?.. 

- Ahtene, I... I don't know. 

Prudence - mercy - cowardice... it doesn't matter 
what to call it. I don't understand myself. Or is this you, 
that you, and you returned?.. - Master... 

The voice behind him, unexpectedly dull. He, 
without turning around, felt how she lowered her head, 
how her shoulders relaxed. 

- You must be tired... I... I'm walking. 

No hope that he will stop her. 

- I'll come... another day. After. 

He didn't have the courage to turn around. 

- I'm going, - softly. And suddenly: - Kori’m the 

anti-ete. 

He shuddered and turned around. She repeated, 

looking into his eyes: 

- Kori'm o anti-ete, Melkor. 

And, lingering for a moment, he raised his arms - 

hands open and facing upwards. 

Symbol of an open heart - a sign that this 
conversation will remain between them - a request to 
become a disciple, which cannot be refused - or... Or all 
of this together? And the name besides the usual 
“Master”... He touched her hands palm to palm: - Kor- 
me o anti-ete. 

He looked at her face - with how much confidence 
he looks, Darkness, what eyes, lips almost childish - my 
heart is in his palms, words from the ancient language... 


- I'm leaving. 

He nodded, silently. She went towards the door - 
light and slightly hesitant steps, again reminiscent of a 
baby deer; He closed his eyes and heard the soft sound, 
similar to a moan: 

- Master, Melkor - who am I? 

And he was no longer in the room. Like a dream. 

He approached the table, involuntarily paying 
attention to the sound of footsteps - hesitantly, as if 
blindly - and lifted the stem of the silver wormwood. 
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She didn't come anymore. He didn't ask about 
anything else. And when they met - it's not difficult to 
get lost among more than a thousand people - she 
greeted him with a slight bow, pressing her hand to her 
heart, and slipped away - light, thin, looking incredibly 
young in her men's clothes. 


.. she entered - undecidedly, as if forcing herself 
to walk. At this time, visitors were rare - people sleep at 
night. In those minutes, he belonged only to himself. He 
could be himself. And they were terrible times, because 
they were the times of truth. During the day he could 
still hope for the best, that everything will go well, and in 
the silence of the night the merciless perception of the 
coming evil, inevitable and cruel, tightened his heart 
more and more. He didn't look regal now—a gray-haired, 
tired man. He was sitting, bent over, next to the low 
table, pressing his temples and, without blinking, looking 
at the white fire - a small star in the crystal chalice. 
Little magic lamp. Sad fun. And the night continues, 
infinitely... There would still be many nights like this... 
The bitter light of the stolen Silmaril has already 
disappeared into the mist of the sea. Soon she will be 
born as a bloody star - a symbol of war and revenge 
against the Enemy... 

A low voice behind him: 

- Master... May I? 

He shuddered, suddenly torn from the infinite 

whirlpool of his thoughts: 

- Who's here? You? Why did you come, my child? 

Bitter and desperate eyes, red with tears: 

- You were sitting like that now, Master... And the 

sleeves... It was so heavy... 

He cursed himself in thought. It's impossible to be 
yourself even when you're alone... But what happened to 
her? She doesn't even seem like herself anymore... 
Always so calm, confident, and now... And the voice... 

- What brought you here? - he asked as softly as 

he could. 

- I? I... Master, you know... - she tried to smile, 
but her lips trembled pitifully. She began to cry - that's 
how abused children cry, clumsily rubbing their eyes. He 
stood up quickly, hugged her by the shoulders and led 
her to the table. 

- Sit down. Please calm down. Here, drink. What 

happened then? 

- It's nothing, I'm leaving... What nonsense... 
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He tried to smile through his tears. 

- You're not going anywhere. Say, what 
happened? By chance, can I leave her alone with her 
illness? 

It seemed to him that she calmed down a little. 
He walked slowly back and forth, looking at the wall. 
And an instant later she pressed herself against his legs 
- a trembling ball - and whispered, laughing and crying: 

- Master, I love you. I love. Well, I said... 

I probably couldn't answer anything more stupid: 

- What to do now... 

He had never felt so helpless. He lifted her - 

carefully, his hands were shaking. 

- My child... poor girl... What will I do with you... 

She stood with her eyes closed; then, with sudden 
pride, almost defiance, he raised his face; his lips curled 
into a bitter smile: 

- I know that you are for everyone, you cannot 
belong to just one. But I love you, and I have the courage 
to say it in front of everyone. What do I care that you can 
never love me? - I live in your honor, and I will die for 
you when the time comes. I know what will happen, and 
I ask you only one thing: allow me to stay here, don't rob 
me of at least this last happiness - to die for you. Well, 
you can't give me anything else. I know everything you'll 
say, everything you'll think - it doesn't matter. Please. 

"No. No! No one else will die for me - like this. I 
never dared to force anyone. But now it will be like this... 
You will not die. You will stop loving me. Great Darkness, 
you have the same eyes... how come I didn't understand 
before... I just didn't allow myself to understand, to 
believe... Are you the same? Other? No need, because 
it's a terrible punishment...” 

- But because - I... 

- Why are not you OK. Feel pain for everyone. Will 
no one be able to take at least a part of your pain? And 
one more thing... Yes, women love through suffering. But 
don't you know that you are beautiful? More beautiful 
than everyone in Arta? And I'm a simple woman... 

- Nice... - he smiled crookedly. - Take a better 

look at me. 
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- Girl. I don't know about everyone, but I know 
who is beautiful and who isn't. Gorthaur is better than 
me at everything. I chose this form for him myself. I 
know. Why not him? 
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She smiled: 
- I love you, Melkor... - and he repeated in the 
ancient language. - Mellye-te, mel kori. 


...Like a fairy tale. Sad and beautiful fairy tale. 
The beauty sleeps in a cave beside the dark lagoon 
among fir trees; sleeps a magical sleep - until the one 
whose destiny is to awaken her comes... He came here, 
spent long hours beside her bed, studying the sleeping 
woman's face, not daring to understand why she looks so 
painfully familiar, not daring to calling her by her 
name... 


..He headed one of the numerous bands of 
bandits who lost faith in everything - and in the Elves, 
and in their lords in the west; enemies to everyone 
besides themselves. And yet the Enemy came first. He 
probably did a lot of harm to the Orcs - the warriors of 
Ast Ahe, who had seen it all, could not remember a man 
snatched from the Orcs' clutches being mutilated to such 
an extent. The Orcs tried to take away from him where 
his men were hiding. The blond descendants of the 
people of Hador were bitter enemies of the Orcs, and 
they massacred them, including even their babies. In a 
secret place, in the forest, his men lived - with wives and 
children; and that's why he remained silent. Over the 
course of the infinitely long hours, they methodically 
broke his legs - all the bones, one by one. His body had 
turned into a single wound. Finally, enraged by his 
silence, the Orcs decided to skin him. They had already 
begun to put this plan into practice when a detachment 
of black knights, attracted by their shouting, dispersed 
them. The hideous fruit hung from the low branch of an 
oak. The worst of all was that the Orcs made him 
swallow some drink that prevented him from losing 
consciousness. The first thought was - finish him off, so 
he doesn’t suffer. But then they decided to try to save 
him. They carried him carefully at first, as he screamed 
in pain at the slightest movement. Then they rode as 
quickly as possible, no longer caring about the screams - 
otherwise they wouldn't be able to bring him back alive. 

..Those big gray eyes were so like Gorthaur's 
eyes... A bloody ball of charred flesh. He alone could not 
help this man - he soon understood. Five of his best 
disciples helped him. Like a jeweler, he joined the pieces 
of bones - an infinitely long time, eternity... When they 
finally finished, two days had passed. The man slept. 
Now he will live... 
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Long days passed. The horror experienced was 
left behind - a nightmare; but silver was mixed with the 
gold of her hair. He didn't know where he was, but as 
they medicated him and treated him well, he thought it 
was an elven settlement, and the majestic gray-haired 
lord was probably some elven king. Dressed in black... 
He must have experienced a lot of sadness, lost loved 
ones... 

It was good to talk to him, even if a little awkward 
- who in these times talks about beauty and peace? Sad 
wise, a shame. These are the ones who perish in our 
days. Death takes the most unprotected and they, as a 
rule, are the best. How strangely his face disfigured 
when the man said his own name - Hurin... 

And a little later, Hurin caught a glimpse of the 
interlocutor's hands. And for the first time suspicion 
penetrated his soul. Soon, he took courage and asked 
one of those who cared for him what the name of the one 
they call Master here is... 

The blow was terrible. As if it were a best friend's 
betrayal. He had become so attached to this man... 
Enemy... no, impossible. The Enemy he knew from 
stories did not resemble the one he saw at all. And that 
was no illusion, Hurin felt. But how then should he 
understand everything they said about him? This 
tortured him so much that he began to invent more 
implausible explanations. The horror experienced again, 
inevitably, filled his heart. He spent the night awake, on 
the verge of delirium; their thoughts became confused, 
and horrible visions formed in the darkness. In the 
morning, they took him out of the makeshift gallows 
noose - still alive, luckily. Fear pushed him to commit 
suicide. 

...Vala was next to the man and looked sternly 

into his eyes: 

- And why did you do that, Hurin? Have we given 

you any reason? 

The man avoided his gaze, closed his eyes, let his 
head fall onto the pillow. It was difficult and painfully 
shameful to speak. 

- Forgive me. But the doubts disturbed me. I don't 
know what I should believe. It's not so easy to forget 
everything I was taught as a child. I want to believe you 
- and I can't. Listen, I talked to you and I don't believe 
you're so superhumanly cruel. I don't know why he 
ordered me to be treated. If I'm going to face new 
torments, better kill me. I believe you know what 
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compassion is. Maybe I'm wrong, and your custom 
dictates killing prisoners in a painful way, but at least for 
your past, have pity on me! For you came to Arda out of 
love for her, so remember the name you bore! Well, you 
weren't always like this! 

- Right, - replied Vala. - Right, Hurin. Not always. 
In the past, I even knew how to fly, laugh and sing. Until 
my brother broke my wings, stole my joy and deprived 
me of my song. But I always remembered my name. I 
never changed him and I never betrayed him. It's 
strange that you also understand his meaning. Why? 
Why not He Who Rises in Power? 

- But I know the language of the Elves... 

- Others also know, but for some reason they 
don't understand... Thank you for that. For believing in 
my mercy. For believing in me. What a shame that the 
one who had the same name as you was more obtuse... 
When you're better you can go. And for now, - Vala 
smiled briefly, - he is a prisoner. 


It took him a while to abandon the Fortress. Here, 
no one considered him an enemy anymore, and no one 
limited his freedom. Strangely, the thought of escape 
never came to mind. And sometimes he left the black 
fortress and wandered through the forests. And, 
probably, destiny itself took him here... 

...Like a fairy tale. Sad and beautiful fairy tale. 
The beauty sleeps in a cave beside the dark lagoon 
among fir trees; sleeps a magical sleep - until the one 
whose destiny is to awaken her comes... He looked for a 
long time at the young and sad face of her who was 
sleeping and then he couldn't contain himself, he bent 
down and kissed her. And that too was a fairy tale, 
because she opened her eyes and smiled at him. He 
finally gathered courage and asked: 

- Who are you?.. 
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“.,.Will fate always be so cruel? Will these also 
perish? How beautiful they are in their happiness...” 

- You have been my guest for a long time, Hurin. 
Now, when you are fully healed, you can leave. 

- Sir... Where will I go now? And how can I leave 
alone? Will you allow me to take this treasure with me? 

Vala's face became serious and sad: 

- On the contrary. I want you to leave. Yes. I let 
you go, but on one condition. You will take your men 
from here to the east. And you will never lift the sword 
against my warriors. And - take care of her. 

- I will do everything. But why east? 

- Do not ask. It's an order. And tomorrow, let 
there be joy - celebration and joyful marriage. It's rare 
for that to happen here... 
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Behold, it began again. This premonition of an 
inevitable end, which had not left him since that day 
when Gorthaur brought him the star gem. 

-...See, Master... 

On Gorthaur's face, once again stern, was a shy 
smile. He himself would probably not be able to explain 
why he wanted to preserve the light of the Star in the 
gem. If Melkor asked him about this, he would only say 
the same thing that Artificer Geleon had said one day: 
“The heart directed my work, Master...” But Melkor did 
not ask questions. He only took in his hands, with great 
care, the crystal in which a ray of the Star was 
imprisoned, and his face was sad, and his hands, or so it 
seemed to Gorthaur, became the same as before - young 
and strong , without heavy handcuffs. For a single 
moment. 

Had the Disciple noticed something? The 
Master's voice remained calm, and his words warmed 
Gorthaur's heart. And he simply wanted to sit at the 
Master's feet, and listen to him - as in those times when 
he was not yet the Lord of Warriors, but a simple exalted 
Maia, who was barely beginning to understand the 
beauty and wisdom of the world. .. Melkor ran his fingers 
lightly over his hair: 

- I thank you, my Disciple. 

Maia didn't ask - why. It seemed to him that he 
should now remain silent. And I didn't think about 
anything - it was too good and bitter - to just stay by the 
side. Melkor's right hand lay on his shoulder, and in his 
left the memory gem shone. 

Then Gorthaur would understand: Melkor gave 
him a part of his own power then. And he never left this 
gem again, he carried it in his chest, close to his heart. 

And then he said, almost inaudibly: 

- I will never leave you. 


Now he knew what should happen. War. Just now 
when Ast Ahe has little to oppose the army of Valinor. He 
himself knew that it would be difficult to defend himself 
even if the remnants of the Noldor kingdoms united 
against the North. Gorthaur also knew this, which is why 
he took the first chance to destroy Gondolin. Elves said - 
none of the warriors of the Hidden Kingdom would cross 
the borders of Gondolin... Possibly, but who could say 
that for sure? And a few thousand well-trained 
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warriors... Yes, Gorthaur proved to be an experienced 
commander. And it was true that the women and 
children had a chance to flee: their blood was not on the 
hands of the Lord of Warriors. True, news arrived that, 
in the mountains, they bumped into a band of Orcs, and 
one of the Balrogs was with them... It is not Ast Ahe's 
fault in this: no one knew about the hidden path, and not 
all Orcs obey the North . Eyno perished... Mocking and 
merry boy - Eyno... Great warrior of Gondolin - 
Glorfindel. 

Almost forty years of peace. Noldor are now in 
the south, just as he once wished. Here only Men 
remained. Those who come to Ast Ahe no longer seek 
combat, as it was before: these boys have not yet had 
time to learn what war is. But they won't go away if she 
starts. 

War. Now he knew, he knew for sure. 

“T won't let you...” 
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He asked that guides be sent to him - those who 
know the way through Ered Luin. While they were in Ast 
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Ahe - he sent messages to the elders of the Men of the 
East and rulers of the clans of the North. It was an 
order: all people who had nothing to do with the war - 
women, old people, children - must leave Beleriand for 
the East. Young warriors, of course, will want to fight. 
But they too must leave. Someone must protect the 
refugees. The bosses must convince him. But still: too 
many people will perish... It's inevitable... 

Arta sensed evil. When he returned from prison in 
Valinor, he saw how he had changed the face of the 
world. Sharp inlets, cracks - like scars... Now, it will be 
more terrible. Most of the Valar are strangers to Arta, 
and they don't care about the pain of the world - just 
destroy the Enemy. So that no trace remains. How then. 

He could neither forget nor forgive himself. The 
memory remained like a lump in his throat, it burned his 
chest, it chilled like a salty, red pain on his lips - as if he 
had been made to drink a cup of bitterness, a cup of 
warm blood... 

Now, I couldn't give in to my feelings: it gets in 
the way of my thoughts. And decisions need to be made 
faster. 

They will not persecute Men. “Powerful Valar - he 
smiled coldly and horribly, - need only me”. 


“T won't let you...” 


Melkor clenched his fists. “Gorthaur. My Disciple. 

If he doesn't leave - what then? Prison? 
Judgment of the Valar?!” 

Suddenly, he saw with incredible clarity 

what they would do to the immortal Maia. 

"Nol.." 

And there, beyond the border of the world - for 
there will be no place for the rebel in Arda - in infinite 
agony - not to forget for an instant - Gorthaur will be 
condemned to infinitely die and return, to die again... 

Just like in this room - almost dead, bloodied - 
Disciple, Winged Night, - unable to move, unable to 
speak, in the pale face lived only the eyes - already 
clouded by suffering, defenseless, full of supplication... 

And there will be - the dark body on the white 
rock, but he will not scream, I know, he will not scream, 
he will not allow them to see his pain, and it will go on 
infinitely, he is strong, very strong, he will die and return 
to the body, and will die again... 
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And from the crowd, the one, second, will watch, 
and on his beautiful face there will be a victorious 
smile... 

They will all watch - they know no pain, cruel 
children, and from afar that is even beautiful - a black 
cross on white, when it is impossible to see the face and 
the wounds... Then they will get bored, because he will 
not scream, and they they hadn't shouted... Boredom. 
Cruel and blind children. Omnipotent immortal children. 
But toys are alive, and would it be possible to accuse 
those who are unaware of pain and suffering of cruelty? 
One could call inhuman someone who had never been 
human... They didn't 
they deserved hate. They were pitiful. They are not 
aware of what they are doing. 

Enough. Only the most complicated remained. 

You must live, Disciple. 


...Gorthaur presented himself before the throne of 
Melkor, without looking at his face. Not that this face 
was monstrous or disgusting, no. But when he speaks, 
blood appears in the cracks of the scars. It's impossible 
to get used to it. 

- Take it. The time has come to take the oath. 

The Master's voice was calm and stern, and the 

black sword in his hands - Winged Wrath, Sword 

of Vengeance. Gorthaur touched the ice blade 
with his lips: 

- I give myself to the service of the Great Balance 

of the Worlds... 

He fell silent. He extended the sword back to 

Melkor, but he stopped him with a gesture: 

- She's yours. I won't need it anymore. Gather the 

men... 

Maia looked up: 

- I already did that, Master! And I've already sent 
messengers to the East... We're ready and we're just 
waiting for an order to start the fight! 

“Omnipotent Darkness, he is happy!.. Do you 
think you have guessed my thoughts... not with war he 
rejoices, but that he will defend me... me?! My boy, you 
are a creator... what have I done to you...” 

Gorthaur repeated, firmly, like an oath: 

- I will be your shield, Master. 

“Behold - your spirit is open to me... how can I 
tell you - it would be the same as hitting this defenseless 
face... My disciple! Will you curse yourself for something 


The Black Book of Arda 


of which I am the only one to blame? Forgive me! He 
talked about the right to choose - and I myself deprive 
him of this right... But I don't know what will happen?! 
And I won't be able to take away either pain or 
memory... But you must live... you must... I can't bear it, 
it's beyond my power....” 

"What did I do? What did you say? What 
happened to you, Master, Sir... do you feel pain?.. What 
happened, what... blood - red drops on the wounds... 
What happened, what should I do?” 

Vala Negro's face showed his feelings only for an 
instant, and Maia, without being aware of what he was 
doing, took the Master's hand and squeezed it tightly. 

The pain helped Melkor control himself. His face 
again became calm and stern, and his voice sounded 
coldly: 

- You didn't understand me, Gorthaur. Gather the 

men. Leave for the East. You must lead them. - 

What?.. 

The face of a wounded man - perplexed, 
frightened. It is impossible to misunderstand the words - 
and impossible to believe... 

“What do you mean... Why?..” 

Gorthaur sighed convulsively: 

- No no! Don't ask... and don't order... once you 

forced me to leave, and... 

- Remember the Elleri Ahe. Or do you want this to 
happen again? It is not a war against the Noldor: against 
Valinor. And I will have no more disciples. Besides these 
people. And from you. 

"Forgive me..." 

“No, no, I can't leave... what will they do to you... 
I won't allow it!... Do you think you're the only one who 
has the gift of prediction?! You think I don't 
understand?! The entire Arta is worth less than a drop of 
your blood!” 

- Let the men leave. I will stay. 

- I order. 

Only now does Gorthaur realize that he is still 

squeezing Melkor's hand. A wave of 
cold. 

“Hands... burned... what I did... it must hurt...” 

Trembling, Maia lowered her head and touched 

Melkor's hand with her lips. 

- Enough! - Vala roared. - What are you doing?! 


The Black Book of Arda 


Maia knew well that Melkor cannot stand 
gestures of veneration - especially this one. But he 
couldn't act any other way now. 

“Maybe I'm stupid, Master... maybe I'm wrong 

again - I don't know...” 


- Go away. 
Gorthaur shook his head stubbornly. 
- I won't leave you, - he replied with dark 


defiance, without looking up. 

“It is an unbearable torment... the heart refuses 
to obey the cold orders of reason... Only I am guilty of 
leaving you no choice... behold, your heart is in my 
hands, Disciple; and what do I do?!” 

- You swore, - said Melkor, slowly, - and from now 
on you are the Guardian of Arta. I will be alone here. The 
army of the Valar will not go to the East. And remember: 
I entrust you with what is most precious to me. 

“It is an unbearable torment... the heart refuses 
to obey the cold orders of reason... I believe, I believe 
that you are right again, Master, as always and in 
everything... but I cannot and I do not want to... .behold, 
my heart is in your hands, Master; do what you want... 
But leave you - to them?!” 

- Nol.. 

“No need, please..” 

- Fulfill the order: now I have the right to order 

you to make the choice for you! 

- Why do you kick me out?! If we win, we will win 

together... 

“You yourself know that won’t happen...” 

- ...and if not... 

- Take the sword. Take the Book. Go. 

“My Disciple!” 

"My master!" 

Gorthaur covered his face with his hands. 

Then Melkor rose from his throne and began to 

speak - in a cool, confident voice. 

He didn't hear his own words. In fact, the voice 
itself seemed to come from far away, strange. Hateful. It 
was just pain, bare nerves, and he hated himself - 
terribly, with all his heart. 

...Words - like needles, like nails... Gorthaur could 
not later remember what the Master had said. He only 
remembered that Melkor's every word hurt like a blade 
of ice, and he writhed in unbearable pain, mad with 
suffering, and only whispered, with lips that did not obey 
him: "Because, because..." 
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Melkor bowed over the Maia, stretched out at his 
feet. He knelt, carefully releasing the Disciple's pale 
fingers. 

The open eyes looked straight into Melkor's face. 
Vala gritted her teeth, trying to expel the memories. 

- My Disciple, Guardian of Arta... Forgive me, if 
you can, forgive me for this pain... Arta must not be left 
without protection, do you understand? Only you can do 
this, you are my only Disciple... Take the sword. Take the 
Book. It is power and memory. Go. You will remember 
this when it is all over. It's my fault - I'm leaving you 
alone... Forgive me, Disciple, I no longer have the 
strength. Goodbye. And then he lifted Maia by the 
shoulders and, looking into his eyes, said harshly: - Go 
away. 

- Yes, Sir, - Maia replied. 


He left without looking back. Decided. 

And he did not see how, behind him, awkwardly 
like a wounded man, Melkor fell to his knees. I 
didn't see the suffering on his face. 

I didn't see the condemned eyes, dry with fever, 
drowned in dark circles. 

He didn't see the arm that reached out towards 
him - a blessing or a supplication. 

I didn’t hear the dull groan: “My Disciple...” 


Melkor stood up and slowly, blindly, crawled to 

the throne. 

“Why do you expel me, Mestre?..” 

You'll never see him again. Never. 

"Because, why..." 

And those four, he will not be able to order, he 
will not be able to make them leave. They chose. But 
death will not bring them back to Valinor. 

And only for one the punishment will be life. The 

Thoughts of the inevitable sentence - indifferently 
exhausted, heavy as cold gray rock. 

“Tam worthy of eternal torment. Damn you. And 
there will be no forgiveness. Never". 

He was still looking at the corridor where 
Gorthaur had disappeared, as if he had hope that the 
Disciple would return. And red-hot tongs squeezed his 
heart... “What did I do?!” 

Got up - reach, stop... 

“T can't take it, let it stay... Stay!!” 

No. 
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He collapsed into the black armchair. 
Nothing will be changed. 
It's over. 


He was heading East, taking the Book and the 

sword. 

He would say something, without hearing himself, 
without remembering the words. They obeyed him. He 
guided the men - he moved forward without seeing 
anything around him. 

Forgetfulness. 

Only - above all this - the order-supplication: “Go 

away. Go away!.." 

Just it. 

Like a black wall. 

And then, when the torpor passed, and the 
memory returned with merciless cruelty, he continued to 
move forward, gritting his teeth and repeating to 
himself, with the strength of a condemned man: “TI will 
return. I will do everything and come back. There will be 
time - there must be time.” 

And then, the terrible thing began. 

The pain pressed his temples into an iron ring, 
the pain gnawed at his wrists, there was pain 
everywhere - he turned into pain, and he couldn't 
scream, he only moaned hoarsely, he shook like a 
wounded animal - where does it come from? this, what 
is, what?! "Teacher!.." 

The pages of the Book appear black, and in fire 
words sprout from them that make the mouth fill with 
blood... 

"Because, why..." 

The pain wraps around the throat like a noose, 

chains the chest - impossible to breathe or 

escape... “I must be by his side...” 

He ordered... 

"Whatever. May it curse. Why did I leave, how 

could I abandon you, Master...” 

Alone. Now alone. 


Word - black and_ purplish, 
pierced with bluish lightning. 
Alone. 


“Damned, traitor, monster, how could I...” 
How they tear tendons from the body... 
“Take me instead! Why..." 

In the shining dust, a black cross. 
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“Light in your palms... Broken wings... Your 
eyes... Your eyes!..” 


Despair - a word that pierces, a cold and 
transparent word. 
Too late. 


It won't even be enough to stand next to it. Alone. 

"Coward. Vile coward. Scaredy monster. He left 
him alone, hid from fate behind him, allowed him to pay 
with himself for me, cowardly and useless....” 

He groaned softly. Stood up. 

"T must..." 

The cover like immense wings. 

“Winged Darkness...” 

Sickly black wind, bitterness of absinthe on the 

lips. 

"Forgive me..." 

Eyes emptied by despair. 


“May I die...” 

Face - motionless mask of pain. 

“‘T have no power alone... because you, 
because...” 

The branches lashed his face, but he didn't feel it. 
"Why?.." 


They ripped the skin, but he didn't notice. 

“Omnipotent, why, why so?..” 

The Star shone unbearably, and the heart exploded 
day, not supporting it. 

“May they torture me eternally... I should, I 
should have faced this in your place. What they did to 
you..." 

There were no tears. 

"Teacher!.." 


Eonwe presented himself before Manwe's throne, 
head down, without looking at his face. The main hall of 
the mansion of the King of the World surprises with the 
splendor and luxury of its decorations, wonderful even 
here, in Valimar, and involuntarily a sacred fear takes 
over the spirit. It's impossible to get used to it. 

To the right of the King of the World sits Tulkas 
the Invincible, Wrath of Eru, in golden full armor and 
purple cloak, embroidered with gold, to the left - Great 
Hunter Oromée in dark green robes with gold and 
wearing a golden helmet, adorned with the horns of a 
wild bull. A war council was taking place here, so the 
only woman in the room was the Lady of the Stars Varda, 
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stern and imposing - for one of those hours that define 
the destinies of Arda had arrived. 

- Eonwé, warrior of the Valar! We summon you 
now to announce: the time of the great battle between 
the forces of Light and Dark, predicted by the Father, is 
approaching. May you be the Word of the Valar in Arda, 
and if such is the order of destiny and the rebel does not 
lay aside his pride, may you be the Sword and Valinor. 
Take your oath. d 

The voice of the King of the World is solemn and 

full of grandeur, he holds the shining sword, 

Sword of 
Justice. 

Having knelt down, Eonwé took it, and touched 
with his lips the clear blade, polished to the point of 
looking like a mirror: 

- I swear that I will not abandon the path that was 
pointed out by the Great Creator of All That Exists. I 
swear to carry out His will, wise and just, in the world 
that is under His power. But would I be worthy of the 
immense honor of being the tool of His plan, Manwé, 
Lord of the Celestial Spheres? 

- The Council of Powers judged you worthy. 
Therefore - receive Our sword as a symbol that you will 
be Our arm in the Mortal Lands, and have been 
summoned to maintain justice there. But may this blade 
be clean and not stained with blood when you appear 
again before the 
Great, because justice demands judgment, but not 
punishment. Then summon the army... 

Eonwé finally dared to look up at Manweé. r 

- I've already done it, my Lord and King! We are 

ready and await only Your order. 

Manwé nodded benevolently. Eonwé's impatience 
and his readiness to carry out the order pleased the King 
of the World. 

-But remember: you must bring peace to the 
Mortal Lands. But if the Renegade sends an army 
against you and sheds even a drop of blood - may evil be 
eradicated, and he - forcibly brought to the judgment of 
the Powers. Only then; Do you understand me, warrior? 
Only then! 

- Yes, Great One, - Eonwé bowed again and for 
the first time allowed himself to smile imperceptibly. He 
understood the main thing: what was behind the words 
of the King of the World. 
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And Manweé extended his beautiful white hand to 
his Maia, fingers covered with precious rings. Eonwé 
kissed this fragrant and well-cared for hand with 
veneration and looked with devotion into Manwé's blue 
eyes. 

Then, rising from the throne, the Queen of the 
World, who had remained silent until then, began to 
speak: 

- Also accept the banner of Valmar, warrior - may 
in the Mortal Lands see the glory and greatness of the 
immortals. 

Varda's tender and soft voice sounded in Eonweé's 
ears like magical music. The Lords of Arda themselves 
give him orders - would there be greater happiness than 
fulfilling their will? 

On the sky-colored fabric, the skilled hands of 
Weaver Vairé embroidered in gold the shining Eye - 
symbol of the omniscience of the One. The Queen of the 
World touched Eonwe's forehead with her cold lips and 
he, overcome with trembling and confusion, kissed the 
edge of her white and golden cloak. 

Orome's voice sounded like the call of war 
trumpets, and Eonwé raised his head, breathing like a 
dog in anticipation of a fine hunt: 

- Also receive a gift from me, Messenger of the 
King of the World! May the sound of this trumpet echo 
across the vastness of the Mortal lands, filling the hearts 
of enemies with dread and making the obedient tremble! 

And the white war trumpet, decorated with gold, 
diamonds and emeralds passed into the hands of Eonwé. 
The Messenger of Manweé bowed. 

The last to speak was Tulkas, and there was dark 

joy in his eyes: 

- Take this cup - may it be the will of the Lords of 
the World! By the glory of the Father, may the Enemy 
perish! 

Eonwé drank the espresso and golden wine. He 
felt a little dizzy - perhaps because of the sweet and 
strong drink, perhaps because they considered him 
worthy of such an immense honor. One of Manwé's 
Maiar, less important, bowed in silence and took the 
empty cup, disappearing almost instantly, intimidated by 
the Powers. 

- Now go, - ordered Manwé. - It will be time to 
celebrate Justice when you return. 

After bowing almost to the ground, Eonweé left. 
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...Better than anyone else, he understood: Men 
will stand against the Elves even now, when this land 
has lost so much blood in war. But they will never defeat 
the army of the Immortals. 

He knew what he could protect himself with. But 
the very thought of hurting Arta's heart was impossible, 
sacrilegious. Criminal. 

And then he ordered everyone to leave. 

Would it be possible to disobey an order from the 
Lord? And how to obey an order like that? The warriors 
of the East and North were ready to fight to the end: let 
the women and children leave, they will stay. They still 
had hope that the Lord would go to war himself, blindly 
trusting in his power. 

And he had no more strength left. 

And the warriors of Ast Ahe, his disciples, who 

saw and understood everything, only said: 

“There are no traitors among us. We will not leave you.” 
And someone added: “Master.” 

He could not order them. 

And then came the Four. And Golden Eyes, 
looking into his eyes calmly and sadly, said: “We are on 
your side, Great Vala. We are staying". This “we will 
stay”, like an oath, was repeated by the others. 

They chose. And he couldn't say - no. 

This was Angband's immense and countless army. 

And still half a hundred Demons of 
Dark Flame, Valaraukar. 

And Orcs who fled, terrified, from the army of the 

Immortals. 


Last day. Last night. Brief hours that were given 
to them before death, to him - before eternal torment. 

- Teacher! 

He raised his head. It ended up staying the same. 
For what? He cannot not understand that this is 
inevitable death... 

- Master, we decided to have a party today. I 

came to invite you... 

Sharp pain pierced the heart. Firm and calm 

voice: 

- I thank. I turned. 

He entered the room, and the warriors stood still, 
bowing to him in silence - as if they were seeing him for 
the first time. And it seemed as if the cold, bitter wind 
burst into the room following him - despite him walking 
slowly, for the first time without hiding his limp, for the 
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first time without hiding his mutilated hands in the folds 
of his heavy cloak. And he did not wear the crown, just 
as he never wore it when he came to speak to his 
disciples: only his gray hair fell over his shoulders like a 
wave of moonlight, and it looked like there was a star on 
his forehead. 

..Today, the honors go to the youngest, the 
youngest among the warriors of Ast Ahe, for whom 
tomorrow's combat will be the first. And last. Today, he 
is the one who must take the first cup to the Master, and 
the boy tries to control his nervousness. Morion chalice, 
iron details, is in his hands. It's one thing to go to the 
Master and invite him to the party; but it is completely 
different to offer him a cup in front of everyone. And the 
young man's. voice trembles slightly when he 
pronounces: 

- Drink, Master... 

This cup must be drunk in silence. The victory? - 
there will be no victory. And whoever wishes health, if 
only one will survive tomorrow - the immortal? And 
again the wine flows into the chalice. Soft and sad voice: 

- Fale, Hettar. 

Dryness in the throat. The young man desperately 
searches for words, blushes: he - speaking to everyone - 
now? What to say, how to thank, how to do justice to the 
immense honor you received? All of them - experienced 
warriors, next to whom he had always felt like a silly boy 
- await his words. And the Master awaits... 

The young, sonorous voice flew under the ceiling 

of the black room: 

- In the name of Arta! 

A slight smile touched the Master's lips; he took a 
sip of the wine, returned the cup to Hettar; the young 
man understood - this cup must be shared by all. And 
they passed the black chalice from hand to hand, 
carefully, barely touching it with their lips. 

Then there was everything that always happened 
at parties. Minstrel songs sounded, and swords crossed 
in friendly combats, and cups were raised... Today 
everything was forgotten and 
forgiven. Today, on the last day, on the last night that 
destiny has in store for them. 

And to the youngest among them, the place of 

honor, at the right hand of the Master. 


As if nothing had happened and nothing was 
going to change. Someone says - “tomorrow”, as if 
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beyond this “tomorrow” there were more days and 
days... 
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How many? So few - only five hundred Black 
Knights, and no more than ten thousand of those who 
answered the Call... It would have been better if they 
hadn't answered. But it's impossible to expel them... 

Everything seemed like a delirium. This is 
because we know: tomorrow is the last tomorrow. And 
beyond that, what has changed? 

Again a song, in honor of a beautiful lady... 

The Hunter stood up with an impossibly - now - 

happy smile: 

- Mighty Vala! Today we decide - which side we 
are on. And lo and behold, we are here. And I ask - 
marry us. Let it be today. Let it be you who does it. 

Iti nodded silently. 

The heart beat faster. For tomorrow - it ends... 
Again - two, again... What will be done with them, for 
they too will not beg for mercy, just like those, and again 
because of him... 

- No, Mighty Vala. We chose ourselves, - Ayo 
replied, reading his thoughts. 

“Again, again these same words! Until when... 

No. I will never be able to redeem myself...” 

He heard his own voice as if it were someone 

else's, as if a stranger were saying: 

- Before Arta and Ea, Moon and Sun... in life and 

in death... 

Eyes to eyes. Fingers intertwined over the silver 

chalice... I taste the wine on my lips... 

- My husband... 

- My wife... 

Lightning from drawn swords in greetings, wishes 
of happiness... And tomorrow - the end. 

In the tower, the dawn trumpet sang. And a 
minstrel stood up, and this was the last song: 


What will my song be about? - my arm has no 
strength, 

And if fighting breaks out - I will be among those 
who fall. 

But the fate of the victor is always pitiful, 

When the loser leaves as a star for legend. 

The star still shines. The path is not over yet. 

And my time has come to cross another door. 

It's scary to die, and there's no going back, 

When you cannot know, you can only believe. 

I believe there will never be an end. 

I open the door - and Eternity is beyond. 
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One step left... The Star calls me. 
The bonfire glows in the night as a symbol of a 
remote encounte-r... 


And then the singer stood up and carefully placed 
the lute on the fire - this is how they lay the dead on the 
last pyre... A warrior entered. Melkor, even without 
asking anything, understood - the time has come. 

- The time has come, - he said. Trumpets still 

roared in the distance. The attack began. 


The army of Valinor arrived in Beleriand in the 
ships of the Teleri, but none of the sailors of Tol Eresséa 
took part in the combat. 

The first to disembark was Eonwé, as was due to 
the commander of the Army of Light. And he planted the 
golden rod of the flag of Valinor in the ground. The Maia 
didn't notice how, under his feet, Arta trembled - as if he 
was in pain. And behold, the warriors of Valinor lined the 
banks. Golden-haired Vanyar, people of Ingwé, stood 
here under white banners that shone in the sun like the 
snows of Taniquetil; and those of the Noldor who never 
abandoned the Land of the Undying, under the command 
of Finarfin; and the army of the Maiar in golden armor. 

On the hill, under the blue flag, Eonwé, 
commander of the Army of Light, Messenger of Manwé, 
Word and Sword of Powers, spoke: 

- Warriors of the Valar! Powerful is the Enemy, 
and his army is fearsome. The fight will be difficult, but 
remember that we fight this war in the name of Arda and 
for the glory of the One. And I swear - the banner of 
Valinor will be planted in the ruins of the Enemy's 
stronghold. Victory is near; may the One Creator see 
how we carry out His will in the world. For the glory of 
Eru! 

He raised his sword to the sky, and thousands of 
swords were drawn at once, and thousands of voices 
joined in a war cry, and the mountains resounded with a 
menacing cry. 

The Faithful, Men of the Three Houses, went to 
fight together with the warriors of Valinor; but there 
were none of the Noldor of Middle Earth, none of the 
Elves of Beleriand in the Army of Light. Only later did 
they learn about these battles, so their legends tell little 
- only what the warriors of Valinor told them. 

This is what “Quenta Silmarillion” says: 
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“The clash of the armies of the west and the north 
is called the Great Battle and the War of Wrath. To her 
gathered all the power of the Throne of Morgoth, and he 
assumed such extraordinary dimensions, that there was 
no room in Anfauglith to contain him; and the whole 
north was inflamed with war. 

It did him no good, however. The Balrogs were 
destroyed, except for a few who fled and hid in 
inaccessible caves, rooted in the earth; and the countless 
legions of orcs perished like chaff in a great fire or were 
swept away like withered leaves before a scorching 
wind. Few were left to trouble the world for many years. 
And those few that remained of the Three Houses of Elf- 
friends, Ancestors of Men, fought on the side of the 
Valar. And in those days they avenged Baragund and 
Barahir, Galdor and Gundor, Huor and Hurin, and many 
others of their lords. However, a large contingent of sons 
of men, whether from the people of Uldor or from other 
peoples recently arrived from the east, marched with the 
Enemy. And the elves have not forgotten this.” 

The flags of the Valinor army were white, gold 
and blue. The forms of the Maiar were beautiful and 
majestic, the fair Vanyar were beautiful and majestic, 
terrible were the shining weapons of the Noldor, and in 
the hearts of Men burned the joy of combat. 


..They numbered approximately five hundred - 
warriors of Ast Ahe who marched under the banners of 
Darkness. They were doomed and they knew it. But they 
became a shield for those who abandoned Beleriand, and 
behind them advanced the warriors of their houses, 
those for whom the power of the Lord served as defense, 
those for whom he was the Master, wise and just Lord. 

There was death in the eyes of Ast Ahe's warriors, 
their swords gleamed with cold light. And the Faithful 
had the impression that these were not Men, but 
messengers from the abyss. And the Elves and Men 
trembled, and even the Maiar retreated, but Eonwé said 
- they are mortal, they can be killed... 


And a man from the East, whose name was not 
preserved by legend, made his way to the commander of 
the Black Army. Despair sounded in his voice when he 
shouted: 

- Why does the Powerful take so long? Why don't 

you engage in combat? We won't take it... 
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But the Ast Ahe warrior did not respond. He knew 
the answer; But I didn't know how to say something like 
that... 


And three winged shadows’ rose _ over 
Thangorodrim - over the Mountains of Night, Gortar Ore: 
the dragons of Fire and the dragon of Air, which the 
Elves named Ancalagon the Black. But dragons are also 
deadly, and Ahere who have fallen in combat return to 
the fire of the Earth... 


And when the last of the Black Warriors fell, the 
banner of Ast Ahe collapsed, and sank into the bloody 
mud beneath the feet of the warriors of Light. 


He was able to order Gorthaur. To these - no. 
They did not swear oaths to him. They were not his 
disciples. They simply came here because they thought 
their right place was here, and that they should fight on 
this side. There was only one path for them and for him. 

..And only these last obstructed the path of the 

army of the Valar. Among them, only the 
Hunter knew how to fight, the others held weapons for 
the first time. 

- This is against honor, - said the Warrior deafly. 

- Our place is among them, - replied his sister. 

A long time ago, almost a year ago - just a year, 
how short a time, he thought there was no death. And if 
there was, it was still so far away! A whole life ahead, so 
many things to learn and do, ahead - only happiness and 
joy... There is still everything ahead. There were only a 
few hundred steps left. A vision haunted him: the fire is 
at his heels, burning everything, and there is no turning 
back, and there is nothing ahead. Just it. That last limit, 
impossible to cross, has already been reached. He looked 
around, cornered. Alone. Absolutely alone. A sticky chill 
down your spine. Only now did he _ definitively 
understand that everything was over. He simply didn't 
dare go any further. He had no right. And there's 
nothing right in front. He will never come the nineteenth 
winter. There just won't be any this winter. At that 
moment, the perception of the end of everything 
suddenly brought joy to him, as if it took away, in an 
instant, all the common things that weighed on his mind 
on a daily basis, leaving only the most important. He 
turned around. Now, not even the sword was necessary - 
he wouldn't resist anyway. 
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- Sir! We no longer exist! - he shouted with all his 
strength, leaning on the iron door. “Now he will leave... 
No, as I dared to think... he is powerful, he is powerful. 
There is! I will see how he will avenge us. You will all get 
what you deserve, everyone!” 

The glorious army of the Blessed Realm swept 
away all obstacles in its path. The little boy leaning 
against the door was considered nothing more than a 
pitiful hindrance, and his cry - “don’t you dare!” - was 
drowned out by the sound of footsteps and the clanking 
of weapons. Someone threw a spear - the elven weapon 
that pierced the iron as if it were the bark of a tree 
easily cut through human flesh. He stayed like that, 
nailed to the door. The spear entered the middle of the 
chest, breaking the bones. The doors opened inwards. 
Fighting the torment of death, he raised his head to see. 
And he saw everything. 

It was all over - and he still lived. He hated the 
one who threw the spear - he did not kill him at once. He 
hated himself for not being able to die at all... 

He saw how they carried the defeated Vala - and 
he still lived... And, perhaps, this look of him who died in 
the deepest despair - what hope could he have if even 
the Lord, if even him - as if he were a slave - this gaze 
was noticed by the condemned prisoner. And for the first 
time, upon meeting a man's gaze, Vala could not bear 
this gaze. The last thing he could, the last thing he 
should do, last strength - he gave it to this dying 
warrior, last warrior of Ast Ahe. Gift of Death... 

There was no more sound in the deserted rooms 
and corridors. The dead warrior nailed to the door 
remained at his post until the moment the walls of the 
Dark's fortress collapsed, burying him and _ his 
companions in arms. 


“And the power of the Valar sank into the depths 
of the earth. There Morgoth was finally cornered, and 
yet he remained without courage. He fled to the deepest 
of his mines and begged for peace and forgiveness; but 
his feet no longer supported him and he fell face down 
on the ground. He was then tied with the Angainor chain 
he had used in the past; and his crown was beaten to 
serve as a collar; and they bowed their heads on their 
knees.” 


The warriors of Valinor burst into Ast Ahe's 
throne room. Melkor stood beside his high throne and 
waited. He didn't carry a sword. He looked in silence, 
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and under his gaze the Maiar remained motionless on 
the threshold. 
Young and beautiful, in full glory, knowing no doubts. 
People of the Valar. Warriors of the Valar. 
Winners. 
A slight smile on Vala Negro's lips. He took a step 
forward. 
And then the Maiar attacked him. 
They transformed the high crown into a servant's 
collar. They tied the Cursed One's arms and bent his 
head on his knees. 


He raised his head and saw the dawn of blood. 

“Tt’s all over,” he thought. 

He stood up, leaning heavily on his sword. Last of 
the Black Army. Last defender of Ast Ahe. Again - once 
again - death spared him. 

He walked slowly. He was dizzy, there was a 
ringing in his ears, his face was pale, and only one 
terrible scar - cut all over his face from left to right - 
burned like a burn left by a fire lash. 

He knew he would die. Sweating wounds were 

fatal. But one thought kept him from falling. 

They all stayed here. Your friends. Your brothers. 
Nobody ran away. Studying the dead faces, he repeated 
their names to himself. Alone. As if he were the last one 
to live on earth, forgotten by death. 

He found what he was looking for. In the mud and 
blood - the black flag of Ast Ahe. The one who had 
carried her was lying beside her, and his face was calm, 
beautiful and austere. Like the face of a dead god. 

“They will probably think that of us. They will 
create legends about the great war of the gods. Funny. 
And there is no one to remember the names. As if we 
hadn’t existed.” He knelt and touched the bloody fabric 
with his lips. He lay down and closed his eyes. “Forgive 
us,” he whispered, “forgive us...” 


They dragged him to Valinor and threw him face 
down on the ground in front of Manwe's throne in 
Mahanaxar. 

His cloak spread like flying wings; he looked like 
a star the black in the bright, burning dust. 

The Valar were silent, but the avalanche of their 
thoughts and feelings crashed into his mind, and he 
could not defend himself. Hatred. Rep lsa. Curiosity. 
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Fear. Boredom. Pain... where did the pain come from - 
here?.. 

“How beautiful this is: black star over the target 
and the brilliant... A diamond crown with a single black 
gem would probably be beautiful...” 

Tulkas and Oromeé lifted the Bane from the white, 
polished tiles in the center of Mahanaxar and placed him 
on his knees. 

Varda turned the other way: face torn with scars 

- it's ugly. Before he was better. 

Indifferently beautiful, irreproachably perfect 
face of Varda Elbereth, upon which they left neither 
marks nor pain, nor joy, nor compassion, nor hatred. 
Never. And the face of the Queen that knew no pain was 
obscured by the light that radiated from her forehead. 
Majestic and brilliant. No face. 

And suddenly a wind from beyond broke into 
Mahanaxar. He pulled aside Nienna's veil, revealing her 
beautiful sad face. He ruffled the Cursed One's gray hair, 
pulled at his cloak - like the bloody wings of a dying 
black bird... 

"Winged..." 

And behold, the King of the World rose from the 
throne and, descending the golden steps, approached his 
eldest brother. He didn't look at the Valar, but he knew 
all eyes were on him now. Taking only a moment, Manwé 
said in a low and sad voice: and 

- My brother... Get up, my brother... 

The Valar watched in fear and perplexity as the 
King of the World himself raised the rebellious Vala, as 
by order of Manwé the Great Hunter, gnashing his teeth, 
cut with a dagger the ropes that bound the arms of the 
Accursed One. 

The Lord of the Valar didn't just dare to look his 

brother in the eye. 

- The day of great joy has come for us, - continued 
Manwe, - for today all who have chosen the path of the 
Powers of Arda have gathered here, and behold, we have 
fifteen thrones in Mahanaxar... 

Only now did the Valar realize: in front of the 
thrones of the King and Queen of the World was placed 
another one. Manwé took the Accursed One to him, and 
made him sit on the golden throne. 

- You are an equal among equals, my brother, 

because here today there are neither kings nor 

servants. 
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“Equal among equals...” Namo gritted his teeth. 
The Accursed One remained motionless: mutilated hands 
on the arms of the throne, he looks ahead, and the 
omniscient eyes seem blind. How proudly he lifts his 
head... Suddenly Namo understood: collar. The blood is 
invisible on a black background, but how could he not 
have guessed... And the arms of the throne seem 
blackened - blood, blood on the ornaments of the gold 
Carvings... 

A surprised sigh from the Valar: the King of the 
World took off the crown of sapphires and laid it on the 
white floor of Mahanaxar. 

- Here there are neither kings nor servants, - 
repeated Manwé, - and I am only one of you Great Ones, 
not the King of the World. And it will not be my brother - 
it will be me - who will judge, as it is also my fault that 
the peace in Arda and the plan of the Only Creator of all 
that exists, our Father, were undone. I was unable to 
prevent my brother from making a mistake, I could not 
defend Arda from evil, I could not carry out the Father's 
will. 
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Judge me then, my brothers and sisters, judge me and be 
fair. I will obediently accept your sentence and, if you 
crown someone more worthy as King of the World, I will 
be the first to revere you... May each of you, Great Ones, 
pronounce his own sentence. And each one will be 
heard, and each one's mistakes will be measured, and all 
deeds will be considered. 

At this moment, he was beautiful in his sadness 
and resignation, and his words were wise and wise. j s 
Bowing his golden head, Manwé sat still, silent. 

Namo snapped his fingers. "To say? No, I can't, 
I'm not a judge... Only someone who is impartial can 
judge, and I like you very much, Melkor... Melkor. And 
all deeds will be weighed... Yes, heavy - here is the 
scale, and my word is enough to break its balance... but 
which of the two sides will be the heavier then? I seem 
to know; but would that be fair? And what is justice? I 
don't know. I don't know. I don't have the right. Then I 
also thought I was impartial, and anger ruled me. Now - 
love to 
my brother. And again, feelings rule me. No, I must 
remain silent.” 

Silence. 

- Will I be allowed to say my word, Powers? - 
asked Manwé, without looking up. The silent assent was 
the answer he received, and the Cursed One's younger 
brother continued: 

- Our concern is about Middle Earth, so those 
who were in the Mortal Lands are called and heard. Let 
them tell us what they saw, because, if we don't know 
this, we have no right to judge. 

And Eonwé, the glorious, sat before the thrones 
of the Powers, general of the Valar in the Middle Earth. 
And he said: 

- The Enemy's army was made up of terrible 
monsters, distorted by him; and those among them who 
resemble in form the younger Sons of the One appear to 
be begotten by the abyss. If we allow the Enemy to 
remain free, these bastards of the Dark will harass Arda 
forever. Let the Enemy be judged by the Great Ones: he 
must receive punishment from the One. 

- Do you hear these words, my brother? Why do 

not you say anything? 

Manwée's voice was full of pain. 

“Why was it so easy for you to kill these warriors, 
mighty Eonwé? Why can't the one you call the Enemy 
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defend himself? Because from you, wise and just, men 
fled to the 

East? Melkor, you know that all of Eonwe's glorious 
deeds are a lie... Why don't you say anything?” 

But Vala Negro did not respond. 

And this is what Curumo said: 

- Everything he touches becomes filthy and 
repulsive. He mutilates not only bodies but also spirits, 
and the earth knows no peace while the Enemy remains 
in the world. May the Great ones judge him according to 
his work. 

- Respond to these accusations then, my 

brother... 

“IT saw your work. What you created was 
beautiful, Melkor. Even my Maia preferred death to the 
immobile wisdom of Valinor, to become her disciple. 
Disciple of a Creator. And the Valar know that you are a 
creator, not a destroyer; they saw, they will remember, 
just tell them, don't be silent, speak, Melkor..." 

But the Cursed One didn't say a word, only his 
fingers twitched almost imperceptibly when he heard the 
Maia's voice. 

And Earendil spoke: 

- The servants of the Enemy sow enmity between 
Atani and Eldar, and in their hatred of all living things he 
has managed to divide even Men. And those who serve 
him cease to be human. Only their evil will guides them; 
They are undead-like monsters, terrifying in combat! No 
one in the world will have peace while they exist! May 
the Enemy and his disgusting creations perish, which 
only have the form of the living, but in reality are spirits 
of hatred and destruction! - My brother, don't be silent, 
answer... 

“T saw them, I saw them! These men died for you, 
their Master, and no one betrayed you, no one backed 
down... But why remain silent! Speak, are you 
listening?!..” 

And again Melkor said no word. 

And Arafinweé Ingalauré, Finarfin the Golden, 

king of the Noldor of Valinor spoke: 

- My pain and the pain of the Noldor people are 
great. I accuse him of the evils of all my brothers, of the 
death of my father Finwé, my brothers and relatives who 
now remain in the mansions of 
Mandos, of the madness of Féanaro. The Firstborn of the 
One were initially pure, but the Enemy 
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it disturbed their minds, and the dark poisoned their 
spirits. I will speak my word for the people of the 
Noldor: only the Enemy is to blame for their sufferings, 
that the Noldor dared to disobey the will of the Valar 
and the One. There is no punishment too severe for the 
Enemy and those who served him. May they then pay for 
all the torments of my people. The Powers of Arda must 
set aside their immense mercy at this hour. 

- Why don't you say anything, brother? 

“And who will pay for the blood of his disciples? 
And those same words!... Continue the work of your 
father, son of the executioner?! What did you do to 
them... What do you want to do to him?!” - blind anger 
began to take over Namo's heart: these accusations, 
humble King of the World, Melkor, immobile as a statue, 
and himself, not daring to say a single word... “Why are 
you silent?! Or did you resign yourself, decide to 
obediently receive the punishment? Why are you silent?! 
Tell them, tell them, Melkor!.. Melkor!!” 

The King of the World lowered his gaze and said 

softly: 

- Your words weigh on me, as if you were judging 
not my brother, but me. Let him say something to justify 
himself. 

But Melkor remained silent. Instead of him, the 

Queen of the World began to speak: 

- Our Father's Will and Plan are above kinship. 
My husband, you see - he has nothing to say. And if this 
is the decision of the Powers, forget that he is your 
brother. 

- Is that true and you really can't respond? Your s 
fills my heart with pain It is 
spirit... 

Red veil clouding the gaze. Vala Negro's 
motionless face. Burnt hands. Varda's stare. Manwé's 
head bowed in demonstrative resignation. Iron 
handcuffs. Tulkas smile. Oromé grimaces in disgust. 
Collar. Blood on black clothes. Golden throne. And the 
silence, this painful, incomprehensible and frightening 
silence... 

“What will I say, what? If I feel like hitting this 
beautiful and sad face... King of the World! Hypocrite, he 
lies and believes his own lie... What will I say, when I 
want to scream - I won't hand him over to you?! Will I 
say - I will not allow it? And what will happen next? Do 
you fight here in Valimar? What will happen to Arda 


The Black Book of Arda 


deposed? That will be the choice... his life or Arda's life... 
my brother, I can't... I don't want that... For Arda's sake, 
to silence her own heart... But by chance such value 
must be paid for the good of Arda?! Or must I make this 
sacrifice... me?! Why don't you say anything, Melkor? 
Because it's still possible to talk, it's still possible to 
change everything... or isn't it anymore, is everything 
predefined? Speak, say something!!!” 

- Will no one say a word in defense of him? 

- Manwé raised his voice. And in the dead 

silence, it sounded like a silver string: 

- I will say! 

The Féanturi sister stood up: 

- King of the World and you, Powers! Look at your 
brother - who felt so much pain, carried such a burden 
on his own shoulders, suffered so much? It's our fault for 
that... 

The Valar's gaze turned to Nienna: what does she 

say? Impossible! Blame them! - and what?! 

- You say he hates everything he lives. But by 
your sentence, Great Ones - by your word, King of the 
World! - Melkor’s disciples were killed: how can we 
forget that? How to forgive? Evil begets evil; and if 
Melkor hates you today, only you yourselves are to 
blame for it. Not him, we must judge ourselves, only by 
being fair to ourselves is it possible to obtain the right to 
talk about the mistakes of others. If you don’t know the 
measure of good and evil in yourself - how can you 
understand what good and evil are for others? 

You who came to Arda driven by your love for the 
world - has this love died in your hearts? If you do not 
hear the voice of Arda, not Melkor, but you who act 
balefully! You who took on the form of the Children of 
the One - or did that not help you to know their feelings? 
Or have you forgotten mercy, and compassion is just an 
empty sound to you? I say my word - clemency! If you 
call him cruel, but you yourself do not know compassion 
- how can you accuse him? How are they better than 
him? Who gave them the right to judge their brother? 

She fell silent, looking at the Valar. Most tried to 
avoid Valié's gaze. Esté pressed her fists to her chest, 
looked hopeful, listening attentively to every word. 
Irmo's pupils are dilated, his eyes appear almost black. 
Namo lowered his head, his strong arms, motionless as 
rocks, are on the arms of the throne. 

And the cold eyes of the Queen of the World. 
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- This is the will of the One, - deafly, without 

looking up, said Aulé. 

Nienna turned sharply: 

- Does the One command them to hate and kill? 
Not enough blood and pain? You hurt Arda by causing 
her brother pain! 

- What are you talking about, our sister? - Manwé 
is perplexed. On the one hand, he himself wanted this, 
he himself said that everyone will be heard. On the other 
hand, I didn't expect something like this. And in the 
thoughts of the Valar he perceives there is no longer 
unity. It seemed like everything was clear, that all you 
had to do was pronounce the words of the sentence... 
Valié Nienna says strange and cruel words. Terrible to 
hear, even more terrible - to believe... 

- It is not you, who have moved away from the 
world, who will judge the one who did not leave Arda! It 
is not you, hidden in Valinor, who will judge him who 
carried on his own shoulders all the pain of the world, on 
whose crown was all the weight of Arda! Disastrous and 
unjust is your judgment, Powers! 

He was surprised at himself for having dared to 
make these accusations in the Council of Powers. But 
with each word, the weight of her heart lessened, she 
felt both bitterness and joy, tearing the bonds of silence 
that had enveloped her for too long. And yet, as if it were 
someone else speaking with her voice, even though 
those words erupted from the depths of her spirit. 

- Our sister... - the King of the World nervously 
intertwined his fingers, - our sister, we heard those who 
came from Arda. No less than you I expected to hear at 
least one word justifying what he did: you are right, only 
then can one judge. But in vain... 

- You heard the winners, Manwé! What will the 

losers say? Would you happen to listen to them? 

- He is free to speak. You saw, I asked for it... 

- If you say something, will you listen? Will you 
believe it? Did you hear me, by any chance? And it's not 
the truth they want to hear, but words of repentance! I 
say, we won't be the ones to judge him! I say, only he 
who is impartial has the right to judge, only he whose 
hands are clean, whose heart is free from anger and 
hatred! 

Tense silence. How is it possible to say something 
like that? How is it possible to even think that? Why is 
the King of the World silent? 
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Manwe took some time to continue. It was clear 
that it was difficult for him to pronounce each word: 

- Your words are bitter, our sister, but in many 
things they are fair. I'm not the one who should decide 
and judge now. I am one among equals; and who among 
us is exempt from guilt before the One? 

Melkor's destiny, like the destiny of each of us, is in the 
hands of the Father; let the One judge him. 

Nienna was perplexed. What does Manweée talk 
about? But the King of the World's next words made her 
shudder: 

- Let a fight decide. Eru will give victory to the 
one who is right. Now choose the one who is worthy to 
be the judge of the duel, and I will be the first to revere 
him as he will become the messenger, the r of Eru's will. 

Then Curumo entered Mahanaxar, lifted from the 
shining stones the crown of sapphires, and, kneeling 
before the throne of Manweée, held it out to the Lord of 
Valinor. 

- Just and merciful! Truly you are King of the 
World by the will of the Father of All That Is! Only you 
are worthy to rule Arda. Receive now your crown, and let 
your judgment be made, for this is the judgment of the 
One! 

- No... I'm not worthy... 

Manwé lowered his head. And, taking the crown 
from Curumo's hands, the Queen of the World placed it 
on her husband's head. 

- This is the will of the Powers, - she said. - The 
burden of the King of the World is heavy, but the Father 
appointed you to carry it. 

Manweé closed his eyes. His voice sounded 

heavily: 

- Who of the Valar will do the will of the One? 

Mighty Tulkas had long clenched his fists. 
Nienna's words were incomprehensible to him: for him, 
the outcome of the trial was clear, he could not even 
imagine that someone would defend the Cursed One; 
What was happening aroused a dull irritation in him, but 
he didn't dare speak without the permission of the King 
of the World. And now, upon hearing Manwe's words, he 
jumped up. It was his time. 

- Allow me! - he roared. 

- Let it be so, - the voice of the King of the World 

was almost inaudible, but everyone heard it. 

- Mercy, Manwe! - shouted Nienna. - Melkor 
cannot fight, he is injured!.. It is against honor! 
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Tulkas shivered, his face seemed to darken. 

-Eru's judgment cannot be unfair. The fight will 
be fair. Aulé, Great Blacksmith, hand over the Sword of 
Justice to my brother, - Manwé's voice rustled. - And 
you, mighty warrior Tulkas, will fight without having any 
weapons other than a heavy punt. And may Eru's will be 
done. d 


..The Accursed One rose from his throne and 
took up his sword. Sword of Justice - elegant interlacing 
of golden signs on the blade, four-faced diamonds on the 
heavy carved red gold hilt: all too familiar work. 
Apparently, these adornments even seem comfortable 
for someone who has never used a sword: the hand will 
not slip on the smooth handle. Cute and useless toy. The 
sword of the King of the World, made to be the symbol of 
the power that punishes, but not a weapon, and the 
sharp diamonds bite the burnt palms: refined mockery. 

He soon realized that he would not be able to lift 
the sword. I simply didn't have the strength. Tulkas also 
understood, and removed his hand from the dagger's 
hilt. This will not be necessary. The great warrior took a 
step forward, smiled evilly when he met the Curse One's 
gaze. He didn't take his eyes off the face disfigured by 
hatred. 

“Whatever you are doing, end it soon.” 

A heavy blow sent Melkor back a step - from the 
sparkling central circle to the golden stones, covered in 
shining dust. 

A second blow hit him in the shoulder. Melkor 
swayed and fell to one knee; The blade of the sword 
caught between the stones, and the burned hand 
convulsively squeezed the hilt. 

- On your knees! - tulkas hissed. - On your knees, 

slave! 

He wanted to strike one more blow, but the 

World King hurriedly raised his arm: 

- Stop, warrior! Enough. Justice is done. 

Namo tightened his grip on the throne. 

“Justice... and I, crazy, expected justice! My 

brother..." 

Apparently, his desperate thought was heard by 
the Cursed One - he turned around, and the sad 
appearance of those darkened eyes was, for the Lord of 
Destiny, more terrible than any accusations. But there 
was neither resignation nor obedience in that look. 
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Nobody helped him get up. He should listen to 

the sentence on his knees, obediently. 

He looked at the sky above Manwe's head. Dome 
that burned with dead light, straight and sharp rays 
unbearably strong, painfully hurting tired eyes. 

He knew everything a long time ago. 

He didn't say anything. 

He did not want his last memory of Arda to be 
this: dead, merciless light, falling vertically from the 
deathly pale sky. 

He remembered - as if he were once again flying 
over Arta on the wings of the black wind. How the 
trembling star - Ea's heart - beat in his palms. The world 
sang, and he again heard the music of Ea, and the music 
of creation. Music by Arta. For a brief moment he was 
happy, and smiled. And this smile, now, was more 
terrible than his scars. 


And then he saw this face. 

Pale to the point of appearing transparent, 

narrow and beautiful face wet with tears. 

And eyes - immense, bottomless, black because 

of the dilated pupils. 

He felt afraid; She was afraid that, upon seeing 

him mutilated, she would turn away, horrified. u 

He wanted to hide his face with his hands, but his 
arms felt like lead - impossible to lift. 

He feared she might disappear. 

She feared what she might say. 

What she will say. 

And her lips quivered: a whisper, like the rustle of 
cold, salty stars falling into the abyss. 

Report. 
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7) 
=) 
fmt 


Pain ripped through the heart, like a steel hook: 

suddenly and terribly. 

I was about to beg; shut up! It is not necessary! 
There will be no going back, to which it is condemned, 
so, think about it, there is no need... Meldo. 

Who are you? Where did it come from? Why do 
you need this pain, why do you accept this path, why... 
You know, I see that you understand everything... Who 
are you? Did you exist? Will you exist?.. Meldo. 

Loved. 


And the vision interrupted, leaving only the 
memory of that face that, he knew, could never be 
forgotten. The pain remained, and it was the pain of 
hope. 

For an instant, the Cursed One's face became 
perplexed and helpless. But there was no one to see it: 
the Valar sat with their heads bowed, like mute statues. 

And behold, the King of the World rose from the 

throne, and said: 

- Pain fills my soul. You Powers, and you, Melkor, 
see how difficult it is for me to say this, but now I must 
announce the will of the One, our father, and let all hear 
His sentence... 

- Stop, King of the World! - Irmo's voice suddenly 
sounded strong and sonorous. - You forgot my order! 

- Not all diseases are cured with iron and fire... - 

Esté whispered. 

- Manwe! - Nienna rose again from her throne. - 
Pay attention to the words of my brother and his wife! 
Remember that Melkor's wounds have not healed for 
hundreds of years, the pain torments him... Allow them 
to heal his spirit and body! 

- My sister, - said Yavanna, sad and soft, - evil 
took over his spirit, there was not a single spark of 
kindness left in him. His wounds are our Father's 
punishment; We are not the ones who will decide 
whether the period measured by the Father is over. The 
will of the One is sacred, my sister. - Isn't this 
punishment enough?! - Nienna exhaled, desperate. 

Manwé sighed. 

- Listen to me, our sister, and you, Grandes. Arda 
is the home of Eldar and Men, there is no place in it for 
the Valar. There is no place for him either. These words 
are bitter to me, but I must say: even here he sows strife, 
and there is no longer unity among the Valar. Possibly, 
there is no fault of his in this, but this is his evil power... 
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Therefore, listen to the words of the One: may he who 
disobeyed be chained for eternity, so that he can no 
longer do evil. For the rest, we are not the ones who will 
judge you - your words are wise and fair, our sister. 
There, beyond the limits of Arda, may the Father of All 
That Is judge him. Resign yourself to the will of the 
Unique Creator, my brother, for into His hands we now 
entrust you - may He reign eternally in Ea. 

The King of the World's voice sounded solemn 
and sad. Deep down, Manwe expected his older brother 
to beg for forgiveness. He was even willing to ease the 
condemned man's sentence if he saw despair and regret 
in the Cursed One's eyes, and he looked at Melkor. 

“This is what your words resulted in, King of the 
World... Stupid, I believed it, - thought Namo, - and you 
didn't lie to me, no!... you won't be the one to execute 
the sentence... What I did !.. Impartial judge... balance... 
And behold, my sister was not afraid to throw the truth 
in the face of the King of the World, and I remained 
silent like the worst of cowards, justifying myself by the 
fact that I am not impartial, that I cannot be the 
instrument of justice... Now shut up, shut up, miserable 
creature, don't you dare humiliate him with your delayed 
repentance, with your cowardly compassion!..” 

Manweé met his older brother's gaze. What did 
you expect to see? Humiliated obedience of the defeated 
enemy? Horror? Supplication for forgiveness? Impotent 
hate? 

There was none of that. 

And the King of the World never dared to reveal 

to anyone what he saw in this look. 

Manweé covered his disfigured face with his 
palms. To onlookers, it seemed as if he could not hold 
back his tears - so immense and majestic was his pain, 
so touching and true, that Yavanna almost cried too... 

Something new, strange, terrible awakened in the 
spirit of the King of the World. There was nothing I could 
do about it. He escaped like a furious beast tearing his 
chains - where is his resolve to judge fairly? Where is 
the impartiality of the judge who never sinned? Fear, 
fear that he always had of his brother, fear that was 
hidden deep in his heart, freed itself from captivity and a 
sudden thought burned him. No, no, monstrous! 
Impossible! But the King of the World could do nothing 
against this second “I”. Fear screamed - yes! You’re 
right - yes, yes, yes! Give the order, do it! Not for 
yourself - what will happen if someone else has to live 
moments like this? You are not looking out for your own 
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good - but for others! You cannot do anything that is 
contrary to the will of the One, - whispered fear softly, - 
so this is also His will. Are you able to differentiate your 
own thoughts from those that the Father has placed in 
your heart? By chance, aren't they just one thing? - 
argued fear. - Remember, you will understand that this 
is the will of the One! Remember... 


- ...You see too much! 


“See too much, monster, damned, Damned! Too 
much, hateful creature with hideous eyes, too 
much!” 

And the last barrier that held back the hatred of 
the King of the World collapsed. 


They were taking him to Aulé's mansions when he 
saw the Six. And his heart beat faster: he understood 
what they would do to them. He did not ask for mercy for 
them - he remembered too well what happened to the 
Dark Elves. And he had nothing to pay for them, even 
though he was ready to give his own blood to the last 
drop so that they could live. And they would not accept 
this gift either. 

And little Iti uttered that word that meant the 
maximum condemnation for each of them: 

- Teacher... 

He turned around, abruptly. “Girl, what are you 
doing? What are you talking about?! That's a lie, you 
weren't my disciples! Why? What have I taught you?” 

And in that infinite instant he read the answer in 

the eyes of the Six. 

“We learned to see,” said Golden Eyes. 

“We understand the essence of balance”, - said 

Ayo. 

“We dress up as creators,” said the Hunter. t 

“We know the pain and joy of the world”, - said 

Iti. 

“We discovered compassion,” said the Warrior, 
“we understood that there is something more precious 
than life.” 

“We learned the value of honor and dishonor”, - 

said the Warrior. 

“We share with you the joy of creation,” they said. 
- There is a path just for you and us. We will also share 
your destiny.” 
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Tulkas angrily pushed him away. He turned and 
walked slowly. And shuddered when 

Golden Eyes shouted, with his clear and sonorous voice: 
- Thank you for everything! Blessed be, Winged! 


Elves are the children of Ilivatar. Maiar are the 
people of the Valar. If the first ones could be mistaken, if 
it was the Elves who judged them, with these it was 
much more serious. Powerful, like the Valar... It was 
necessary to punish them in an exemplary way, so that 
others wouldn't want to do something wrong too. Or 
force you to repent. As in the case of Ossé. So that there 
would not remain in Arda, even more so in Valinor, a 
trace of the Cursed One's plans. And the Lord of Destiny 
closed his eyes. Namo had no power to save them. Fear 
and hatred - an almost invincible force. And he ordered 
his disciples to prepare beds, six, in the same room in 
which the Messenger was... 

..And Manwé said: 

- May you take your Maiar and be fair to them if 

they regret it! 

- Sirs? We are not slaves! - growled the Warrior. - 
You yourself are a slave to Eru, coward, and imagine 
that others resemble you! But Melkor's power is a little 
greater than yours... King of the World, - he finished with 
disgust in his voice. 

- We chose ourselves, - said Ayo, softly. 


- Do you say it is against honor? - mocked Tulkas. 
- Okay, I can offer you a fair fight. If you win it - you will 
be free and forgiven. Then? 

The Warrior looked at his face with scorn. Fair 
fight. Tulkas - in armor, with shield - he, with only the 
sword, naked to the waist... 

- I accept, - replied the Warrior calmly, and 

Tulkas could not bear his gaze. 

And they fought in the circle formed by the Maiar 
of Tulkas and, despite the unequal conditions, the 
Warrior began to win. Then, at an almost imperceptible 
signal from Tulkas, one of the Maiar drew his sword, 
aiming at the Warrior's back, - and at the same moment 
he fell with his head split open - the Warrior snatched 
the sword from the guard and ran towards her brother. 

And two swords flew together... 


- And now run, - said Oromé, from the saddle. - 
Run, maybe you can save yourself. If my dogs let me, he 
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laughed. The dogs tried to free themselves from their 
collars. The Hunter didn't move. His face was calm, but 
under his gaze, the animals suddenly began to retreat; 
the horses neighed, the dogs whined... 
...His face remained calm when the archers shot 
the disobedient. 


- You know how renegades are punished, 

looking him down, said Manwé. 

- Know. I saw the Dark Elves. - Golden Eyes 
looked beyond the King of the World. It seemed as if he 
saw even through the Walls of Night. 

- And then? Understand, you have been 
bewitched. Bewitched by the Enemy. You could not have 
seen then neither stars nor Sun. It was the Enemy. 
Admit it - and it will get better! - said Varda softly. The 
brightness of her countenance faded, and Golden Eyes 
looked with revulsion at her beautiful, dead face. 

- I saw. 

What did he have to say? That it was not because 
of Melkor that he forsook the way of the Valar, that he 
followed his own path, his own heart's desire? They 
won't understand. Already tried once. What to respond? 
That he will not deny himself? He understood what this 
meant, he was terribly afraid of pain, he feared torment. 
But he couldn't deny himself, it was even more terrible. 

- There is no hope for him, - said Varda, with a 

sigh. 

- Enough. The weeds must be pulled out, - Manwé 
cut the conversation short. - You chose it yourself. 

And then Golden Eyes laughed. Manwé looked at 

him, surprised. 

- You say, I chose? He said - you will understand 
between what and what you will have to choose... Only 
Mortals have received the gift of choice... So I am a 
Mortal. And I'm free! 

- You'll see if he's Mortal or not, - hissed Manwé. 
- You will die and live again, and you will die and live 
again - until the End of Time! Then you will beg for 
death, but I will not give it to you! 

- That is not in your power. Do as you decide,” 
said Golden Eyes. He feared the pain, he feared it a lot, 
but even scarier was the thought that Manwé might be 
right. But the choice was made. 

..And the bloody footprints of bare feet on the 
sharp grains of shining sand marked their path to the 
peak of Taniquetil... 
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- Master, I can't... Because I have as much guilt 
as they do... Why do you punish me with your life? Why 
didn't you hand me over to Manwé? I must be there. He 
is dying, and I will live... Because it tortures me so much, 
Master... - a convulsive cry swallowed his words. 

He was lying face down on the floor of Valinor, 
and Irmo stood beside him silently. Then he lifted him 
up. The sadness and affection in his eyes filled the 
disciple's soul, softening the pain, transforming despair 
into hope. 

- Let's go, - he said, softly, and Ayo, head down, 

followed him... 


Silent and sad was the dark room where the black 
beds were prepared. High above, in the round dome, 
seven stars shone in the black crystal, and their 
uncertain rays caressed the faces of those who lay there. 
Irmo was between Ayo and Namo. 

- Brother, I brought him. He must be here. 

Namo nodded. Only one bed was empty. Ayo 
understood - his. He saw the pale faces and injured 
bodies of the Warriors and the Hunter. Along with them, 
next to the Hunter, lay Spring Leaf. Yavanna didn't want 
blood, she simply banished and cursed the unrepentant 
disciple. And she came here. And Golden Eyes. He was 
so afraid of pain, so afraid of blood... Pieces of flesh torn 
off by eagles' claws, chained hands crossed over his 
chest... Arms so weak, thin, transparent... So clumsy, 
terrible - these arms and the heavy handcuffs... How 
beautiful they all were! Something new blossomed 
across the cold faces - new form, new essence glowed 
within the dead bodies... “And I will stand among them. 
My friends, my brothers and sisters, why didn't I perish 
together with you, didn't I share your torments, your 
death? Why..." 

- Ayo, look at me! - said Brother. And, obeying 
him, Ayo opened her gray eyes full of tears. The world 
shook and lost its clarity, fading into darkness. He fell, 
and Irmo's voice sounded increasingly muffled: 

- Sleep, sleep, my children... The time has not yet 
come. They are not yet Mortal, but they are free. Sleep. 
The time will come when there will be no obstacles. 
Sleep, children. Sleep, not yet Mortals, but already those 
who are above the Valar... Sleep. 

..And Melkor's words were true - their spirits did 

not return to Valinor... 


... [here were no more names left. 
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He was told to forget. 

Only footprints in the diamond sand, sharp, sharp 
grains - bloody footprints of bare feet. And Ossé threw 
himself with howls and groans on the silent shores of 
Middle Earth, on the clear beaches of the land of Aman, 
kissing these footprints, begging for forgiveness, cursing 
himself for having denied his own path. But there was no 
answer. 

... That night there was a storm... 

...Nothing was left. Only vague, sad songs of the 
Elves of Middle Earth. Only incomprehensible human 
legends about the gods who perish, and whose destiny is 
to resurrect, but in a unique form. 
different... 


The mansions of Aulé were flooded with the same 
merciless, blinding light. Omnipresent - impossible to 
hide. He cruelly pricked his eyes, which hurt unbearably: 
he wanted to close them, cover his face with his hands, 
so that the darkness would soothe the pain... 

No. It's a weakness. They must not see this. 

Here, the light was golden, but it didn't get any 

warmer because of it. Dead light. 

The light reflects off the white walls, the golden 
floor, vibrates in the stuffy, still air, a fiery cloud woven 
from thousands of mercilessly brilliant sparks. Golden 
concave mirrors reflect beams of burning rays that cross 
over the table towards which they pushed the Black 
Vala, illuminating evenly and terribly the mutilated 
hands of the Bane on the golden surface. 

Behind the table, the fire burns in a wide 
semicircle, almost invisible in the glow; Finely crafted 
heavy tripods close the circle of fire. 

And, stepping heavily, the Great Blacksmith 

approached. 

“Will of the One... will of the One...” He feared 
meeting Melkor's gaze and lowered his head lower and 
lower, as if revering the Black Vala. 

Hands of the Enemy. Not those young, beautiful 
hands: now they look more like burnt roots, covered in 
wounds and scars. But strong even now. And powerless. 
Aulée involuntarily felt fear at the thought that he would 
now touch these hands. “Will of the One... will of the 
One...” Cursed words that debate in your head. 
"Forgive... I didn't want to, Melkor... I can't, forgive..." 
End this as quickly as possible and forget... It's 
impossible to forget... 
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“Executioner... coward and executioner... but the 
executioner doesn't care who executes... And me?.. 
Better to die... die?!.. And can an Immortal know death? 
- now you can... lie, I don't want... He who carries out 
the will of the One. Executioner by the will of the One. 
Tool in the hand of the One. Dull tool. Insignificant 
coward...” 

- Why is it taking so long, Great Blacksmith? 

“Eru is fair... For it cannot be otherwise... For it 
was a trial... and only Nienna... Brother... but they see... 
Eru cannot be wrong, it is impossible to even think 
that ... But why then... Or was evil in the mind of the One 
from the beginning? Crazy, of course not... but from 
where... because he isn't evil either, and Nienna was 
right... So the evil is us, our deeds, those who made him 
this way... But on the plane From the One there can be 
no harm... forget it, forget it, I don't want to, but I 
shouldn't think about it....” 


- ...by order of the One and the King of the World. 

So do it... 

“Will of the One. Will of the One. No need, don't 
look, close your eyes, I beg you... What am I doing, why 
prolong this torture... now, it will be over, it's quick... 
Eru, what am I saying?! I'm going crazy... forget, 
forget... the will of the One. Will of the One. The hands 
can't shake, I don't want any more pain for you... I must, 
damn me... I feel pain too... Pain?!.. blood... I didn't 
know...” 

The red-hot metal burned his wrists, and the pain 

disfigured the Cursed One's face. 

But he didn't scream. 

The iron chain radiated a red glow when it 
touched his arms. And there, beyond the limits of the 
world, outside of life, outside of death, the shackles will 
burn him eternally: this is the sentence.t 

Tulkas's voice seemed to come from far away: 

- Wait, - he smiled, - that's not all yet. We have 
prepared a great gift for you. You will be happy. Well, 
wouldn't you like to be Lord of All That Is? So receive 
your crown, Lord of the World - and may you never take 
it off! 

He still managed to think that Eru's Wrath 

repeats someone else's words. But whose? 

The red-hot iron from the high black crown 
enveloped his head, sharp hooks cut into his forehead, it 
seemed as if nails were being driven into his temples. 
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Do not scream. 

They pushed him towards the door, but at that 
moment the King of the World himself entered Aulé's 
mansions. His handsome face contorted slightly, he 
backed away. 

They stood two steps away from each other. Lord 
of Valinor and the Cursed Lord of Arda. The blue and 
gold robes hide Manwe's figure, his brother appears 
taller and more slender in the bloody black clothes, there 
is a crown of gold and sapphires on one's head, the other 
is crowned by opaque iron. A heavy, finely crafted collar 
encircles the neck of one, the other is unable to lower his 
head because of the collar. Bracelets that shine with 
sapphires and diamonds - and heavy red-hot handcuffs... 

Immortal Lord of Valinor and the King of Pain. 

Looking at the wall, Manweé spoke a few words, 
his voice calm and clear. Tulkas laughed, Oromé, who 
was on the side, smiled crookedly. Aulé turned pale and 
even seemed to try to argue, but the King of the World, 
suddenly losing control, roared: 

- Follow the order! 


... They pushed him back to the table. Heavy red 
and crimson roof hung over it. Tulkas held him. He felt 
nothing but hatred and joy at seeing his enemy defeated. 
But it was painfully irritating that it was beating inside 
the Cursed One's chest, on the left side. Squeeze it in 
your fist until it crushes, shatter it so that it no longer 
moves... Damn, monster!... 

The wide sleeves of the black robes were pulled 
aside, baring the arms - Oromé dug his rough fingers 
into the Damned One's mutilated wrists, feeling the 
blood running down them. The Great Hunter's handsome 
dark face reflects disgust mixed with fear; the blood falls 
in large drops onto the pale suede of Orome's boots, 
adorned with gold ornaments. For some _ reason, 
precisely this became clearer in my memory. Terrible 
and disgusting. Still looking at the wall, Manwé said: 

- You created Darkness, Enemy of the World, and 

from now on, you will see nothing but darkness. 
Darkness! - and added, -This is the will of the One. 

And he made a sign to Aulé. 

The blacksmith took a step towards the prisoner. 
Like in a nightmare. And this proud gray head on the 
golden table... 

And in the clear eyes full of pain - compassion. As 

then, in the valley of the Singing Rock. 
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And, retreating, 

Aule closed his face 

with his hands and 

exclaimed: a 1 - 

No! Iam unable!.. 

He hid himself in a corner, like a cornered 
animal, repeating gibberish with disobedient lips: 
“Anything but that... I can’t... I can’t... please, no... no...” 

- Allow me, Great! 

Soft and beautiful voice, dark and impenetrable 

gaze: Aulé's most skilled disciple. Curumo. 

Manwé nodded, fidgeting nervously with the edge 
of his cloak with white, manicured fingers. 

He did not leave soon, the younger brother of 
Melkor. He stayed to watch as the sentence was carried 
out. Your sentence. Perhaps he still hoped to hear 
humble supplications. But he didn't hear them. 

He didn't even hear a moan. 


“You will pay, you will pay for everything - 
damned, Damned! I will erase with a hot iron the 
memory that it was you who created me! No one else 
will dare say it, no one! Look, little friend, it didn't work 
out for you. You are nothing, and I am King of the Maiar, 
and Manwe will give me a high position, for I will carry 
out orders when Aulé himself gave up!” 

Curumo was in no hurry. He felt he played the 
lead role in this scene, and he didn't want to miss the 
chance to prove himself. He addressed the Maldito with 
exaggerated cordiality, observing his audience out of the 
corner of his eye: 

- Greetings, Master! Destiny reserved this 
meeting for us at the hour of its glory. See, Mighty One - 
the King of the World himself abandoned his mansions 
on the glittering summit of Taniquetil so that he could 
revere and honor him as it is due to honor the Lord of All 
That Is. We set aside all our labors to forge you this royal 
iron crown, so dear to you - see, I remember this too, for 
I have kept your words in my heart. Truly, happy we are, 
insignificant ones, for you judged us worthy of the great 
honor of seeing you! The people of Valimar bow before 
you with respect and veneration as you walk, victorious, 
in your tall crown, and the king's mantle is upon your 
shoulders. How proud and beautiful you are, Lord, who 
bows to no one, powerful and threatening! A court of 
obedient servants surrounds him, and the light of their 


The Black Book of Arda 


eyes is greater than the light of that of the Blessed 
Kingdom! 

Now his throne will rise above the thrones of the 
rest of Valar, above the countless stars of Varda herself, 
above the celestial spheres, above the Walls of Night! 
For who of the living can be compared to you in 
greatness and wisdom? And none of the Mortals nor the 
Immortals will enter your magnificent mansion, so as not 
to disturb your reflections on the destinies of the world. 
And those who helped him on his path will be glorified. 

And behold, I, your faithful disciple, have come to 
revere you and fulfill any command you have, my lord 
and Master. What will your desire be now? Why don't 
you say anything? What have I done to incur your wrath, 
Mighty One? I beg you, forgive me, Master - for I know 
that you, just, are merciful to the weak and unwise. Will I 
receive your graces in this great hour when you have 
truly achieved glory and supreme power? His wisdom is 
limitless; You probably anticipated these heights on your 
luminous path. For your eyes see further than those of 
the Lord of Destiny... and now they will see even further! 


..Soft and enveloping voice, rhythmic and 
monotonous, like the buzzing of a fly, strong and 
constant light, smell of blood - everything merged, 
pulsing in the rhythm of monotonous and unbearable 
pain... 


He came to his senses only when he saw Curumo 
who bent over him. Straight black hair down to her 
shoulders, tied with a gold hoop; a fakely flattering smile 
on his beautiful face, in his eyes - evil joy... 

Maia's gaze met Maldito's. 

The words died in his mouth. He took a 

step back, trying to control himself. His 

hands trembled treacherously. 


..Golden flames are almost invisible in the 
burning light, and it seems incomprehensible why the 
long, sharp iron needle begins to pulse with the red of 
the embers... 

Aulé's most skilled disciple spoke again, but 
something changed in his confident voice. It seemed like 
he was just talking so he wouldn't be silent, because he 
couldn't stop anymore. 

- What do I see, powerful one? Is it a chain by any 
chance? Is such an adornment worthy of the Lord, one 
who is equal to the One Himself? Show your power, free 
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yourself from the chains - and the whole world will be 
under your feet! But answer me, wise man, where is 
Gorthaur, the most faithful of your servants? Why 
doesn't he accompany you? Or was he, fearless, afraid to 
witness his greatness? Give the order for him to come, so 
that we may revere him, for among us, even the last of 
his servants will receive great honors. Who besides him 
is worthy of being by your side now? Isn't it, Master? 
How will he redeem himself from this guilt? - truly, he 
must beg for forgiveness on his knees... what a shame 
you won't see it! 

..The fact that he, stretched out on the table, 
remained silent was unbearably frightening. He felt pain: 
it was visible how his body contracted painfully, Oromeé 
held his chained arms with visible effort. 

But he didn't scream. 


- ...But, of course, your unworthy slave will be 
forgiven if you say even one word in favor of him. Why 
do not you speak? I understand, pride prevents you from 
talking to the insignificant creatures that we are. You, 
after all, are the Lord of All That Is! I hope the crown 
served you well! I invested all the knowledge I received 
from you, Master, in creating this wonderful crown. Does 
this offering please you? Are you happy, Grande? - reply! 
Shut up? Alright, now talk! O 
I will oblige!.. 


“Eyes... how much pain!.. What they've already 

done wasn't enough... How much... pain...” 

He bit his lips hard, and a trickle of blood began 
to flow from the corner of his mouth: don't scream, just 
don't scream, don't give them this joy, no, just don't 
scream... 

“Arta... And I can never... return... never... in the 
void, chained, blind... This is the punishment... the most 
terrible... not seeing, never seeing again... how much 
pain... not seeing... 

No!.." 


Curumo jumped back, grimacing: the blood of the 
Cursed One, which stained the Maia's white and gold 
robes, burned him like red-hot metal. 

Gorthaur's younger brother bent over the Black 
Vala's face, as if he wanted to see his work better: 

- Master, will you be so condescending as to look 

at your unworthy disciple? 
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Suddenly, Curumo retreated with a scream of 
terror. 

The frightening empty sockets - gaps in the 
bloody darkness - saw. 


.. They looked at him. He got up alone: no one 
helped him. The Valar tried not to look at him. s Aulé 
covered her face with her hands. 

He abandoned the Blacksmith's mansions and 
walked along the road. He knew where to go, and no one 
dared push him - no one dared touch him: he seemed to 
be surrounded by a fiery wall of pain. And the heavy 
chain on his wrists - fingers clenched with suffering - 
clanked dully in the rhythm of his steps. 

To hold on. 

El made a mistake, but straightened up and 

continued forward. It is 

Don't fall. Don't trip. To hold on. Do not scream. 

Just don't scream. Put up with it. 

The head hurts unbearably, tortured by the sharp 
red-hot iron, and blood drips slowly from beneath the 
crown - almost black on the pale face. 

Dust gets under the handcuffs, turning the burns 
on the wrists into deep wounds; and terrible mockery 
seems to be his cloak, covered with shining gems - as if 
the starry night covered his shoulders. Bright dust 
everywhere, it sticks to his blood-soaked clothes... Truly, 
he appears to be the Lord of the World - in black robes 
that sparkle with diamonds, in a tall iron crown that 
shines dully, and his gray hair, scattered by his 
shoulders, they are brighter than the moon's rays... His 
guards and executioners follow him like an obedient 
court. 

He walks with his head held high proudly. 

The sharp teeth of the iron crown are embedded 
in the skin of his neck and chin: he could not lower his 
head even if he wanted to. 

He walks slowly, as befits a Lord. 

The pain in his injured leg doesn't stop, he feels 
like he's walking on sword blades and every step, every 
movement, is torture. 

And Valar, Maiar and Elves bow before him. 

No one dares to look at your face. 

Each breath tears the lungs apart: dust, diamond 

dust... 
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The light that never goes out reflects in the 
thousands of tiny mirrors, sticking countless needles into 
the empty sockets. 

To hold on. 

To hold on. 

To hold on. 

Barely audible whisper: 

- Melkor... 

Who now dared to call him by his real name? He 

is Morgoth, Dark Enemy of the 
World. 

He took a moment and looked in the direction of 

the voice. 

Lords of the spirits, Feanturi. Este hid her face in 
Irmo's chest. Nienna's huge eyes, black with dilated 
pupils, stare at the mutilated face. 

- My brother!.. 

He turns away in silence. 


..The gates of Night opened, and Eternity 
breathed in his face... It was different, totally different, 
but he clung to these words, because what found him 
here was inexplicable. 

...One step remained. 

Maybe, for them - there, back there - it really 
was a step. Here everything was different. The road 
melted into sparks of fragments, beneath which the icy 
desert, red and brown, Valimar's sky, dissolved into fires 
and_ reflections, beneath which there was_ only 
emptiness. Or - walls and ceilings of an immense and 
immeasurably high corridor made of very thin polished 
plates - fragments of ice with reflections of blood, 
reflecting the light... here there is no light. There is no 
dark. Only the infinite corridor of thousands of mirrors. 
There is no time here. There is no space. Imprisoned 
sounds that do not generate an echo - silent sounds, 
frozen in the invincible - and thin - ice, under which the 
river of blood flows with eternal slowness... 

“As if seeing through someone else’s eyes...” 

Someone else's eyes. 

Strange words, coming out of nowhere. He was 
alone, and yet someone was walking beside him, even 
though he knew it was impossible. No, it is not your 
countless reflections in Nothingness, whose destiny is to 
remain here forever (always? never? - what do these 
words mean where there is no time?). “Who is it, who is 
with me, who?!” The words died on his lips. The voice 


The Black Book of Arda 


turned into nothing here, into the silent scream of 
mirrors, into the dead and silent echo of reflections, 
ready to collapse at the slightest noise. Here. Anything. 
Nothingness closed like a curtain behind him, and there 
was the same thing in front. In front? - where? The 
meaning has been lost... 

Walls of Night. No, not walls. Stone fog, frozen 
air, insurmountable veil of the thinnest void. He was 
painfully surprised by his own ability to perceive what he 
saw at this moment, to seek explanations... 

And the black and red incorporeal ice melted, and 
he felt, guessed, rather than saw how through the 
opaque void the faint sparks of the stars twinkled... 

..And suddenly the cloak of Nothing disappeared, 
and the wind from other worlds touched his face. The 
stars shone so close, tender, kind, cool as drops of spring 
water; so close that it seemed like it was possible to 
touch them - but the arms are chained... The soft, 
trembling light heals and washes the wounds, muffling 
the pain... As if he were on the threshold, knowing that 
they are waiting for him here, as if he had returned 
home after a long journey... 

One step remained. 

A single step. 

And he took this step. 


..The stars whirled in a crazy whirlwind and, 
along with this movement, the pain returned. The 
handcuffs and crown seemed to sink red-hot teeth into 
the flesh, harder and deeper, deeper, the empty eye 
sockets seemed filled with molten metal. The pain was 
infinite, tireless, it was impossible to get used to it. The 
ties that united him to Arda were torn so painfully, and 
he hung in nothingness, stretched out between life and 
death, lips in tatters - so as not to scream, so that those 
who saw his torments could not triumph. He turned into 
pain, without the power to leave her to death, without 
the power to escape her claws that slowly shredded his 
body. He could not even go mad, and horror enveloped 
him as he understood that he was condemned to endure 
this torment eternally, consciously, with no hope of 
liberation, and it would never end, ever... 
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Terrible words - “glory after death”: 
Impossible to justify or correct. 

True 7 

only the 

palm print 

in the lava 

And 

scream 

imprisone 

d in 

Lammoth 

Gorge. 

The names of the constellations became different. 
Name removed. Forgotten the Word. 
The waves of centuries erase memory, 
How to put out a fire with blood. 


FOURTH PART. SHOOTING STARS 
LONELINESS. YEAR 548 OF THE 1st ERA 


From Maedhros’ “diary”: 

...Behold, it's over. The Enemy has been defeated. 
And? We weren't there. Eonwé guards the Silmarils well. 
They say the Valar will forgive everyone and everything, 
just go back and repent. No. I swore. I sent a messenger 
to Eonwé to demand what belongs to us, threatening the 
Valinorean legions with war. He replied that, with our 
crimes, we lost the right to possess the gems. It's kind of 
the price of the blood of those killed in Alqualondé and 
the Havens, the blood of Dior and Nimloth and their 
children. And they are in the middle of it too! As if it 
were our fault alone, and the Enemy had nothing to do 
with it! And is there not too much blood to be paid for 
our jewels? The Enemy was also saying something... And 
they ordered us to appear for the trial of the Valar, and 
then we will possibly receive them back. Clear! By 
chance, I don't know how these trials end? 

..Maglor, apparently, has lost all strength. He 
walked up to me and, looking pitifully into my eyes, 
asked: 

- But the Oath does not prohibit us from waiting. 
Perhaps, in Valinor all is forgiven and forgotten. Maybe 
there we can get what we deserve without blood? 

- There, we will really receive what we deserve, if 
we return. Do you think the Valar will restore their favor 
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to us? Naaah... And then? The oath will remain, but we 
will never receive the 

Silmarils. And what awaits us, what punishment, if we 
dare to oppose the Valar in their own land? 

He looked at the ground and clenched his thin 

fists. 

- But Manwé and Varda denied our oath, and we 
had called them as witnesses! Does it mean that the oath 
is now just a few empty words, and we can go back? 

- And Iluvatar? We invoke him too. And if we don't 
keep the oath - remember how we asked for Eternal 
Darkness to fall upon us? And Iluvatar - cry out to him 
all you want. And the 
Dark... Do you happen to want to go and ask the Enemy 
for a favor? Now, that's not dangerous! 

Maglor lowered his head. I felt sorry for him. 

- If it is impossible to get rid of the oath, then our 

lot will really be the Darkness 
Eternal, whether you fulfill it or not. But it would be 
better to give up... 

...We must, we must get them! This is liberation 
from everything that happened... Then we can do 
whatever we want: even if it is going to Valinor... let 
them judge... take the gems, possess them at least fora 
few hours, at least like this - take them and return them 
immediately... The oath will then be fulfilled... 

..Are different! Totally different. I understand 
why Eonwé didn't touch them... why he let us take 
them... we are the sacrifice... How much pain... 
experiencing someone else's pain again... a hand like 
his... how many centuries of blood and suffering and - 
pain?.. I want to die. I don't want to go to Valinor, I don't 
want to!.. The son of the Spirit of Fire will go into the 
fire, into the fire, and beyond the fire - Darkness, the 
Eternal Darkness, flee there, flee... 


“When the fortress of Thangorodrim was 
destroyed and Morgoth fell, Sauron again assumed a 
noble form and sought out Eonwe, herald of Manwe, to 
show him his respect; and denied all his wickedness. And 
some think this way: initially his intentions were not 
false, and Sauron truly repented, even if the cause of this 
was only the fear caused by the fall of Morgoth and the 
immense wrath of the Lords of the West. But Eonwé did 
not hold the power to punish or forgive those who 
belonged to the same order as himself; and he ordered 
Sauron to return to Aman and there submit to the 
judgment of Manwé. Then Sauron was ashamed, and did 
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not wish to return humiliated, and possibly also to prove 
the truth and honesty of his repentance by many services 
according to the sentence of the Valar; for his power 
with Morgoth was immense. Therefore, when Eonwé left, 
he hid in Middle Earth; and again he gave himself over 
to evil, for the bonds of Morgoth that bound him were 
very strong..." 


That night, a rain of shooting 

stars fell on the earth... The 

branches struck his face like 

whips, but he didn't feel it. 

The thorns stuck into his skin, but he didn't 
notice. 

The Star shone unbearably and the heart, 
exploding, couldn't take it. 

He advanced, without seeing the path with eyes 
empty of despair. 

It won't even arrive in time to stand next to it, 


simply. 

“The eyes... how much pain... my eyes...” 
"Teacher!.." 

He advanced under the star-bleeding sky. 
"To die..." 

He knew - difficult and 


painful death, revive - and 

die again. But now he 

wanted it. 

“The heart of the world beat in its burnt palms...” 
He couldn't defend. He couldn't even share the 
suffering. “I curse myself!..” 


..Eonwe appeared, condescendingly, to talk to 

the Black Maia, servant of the Enemy: 
Glorious Eonwé, in blue - golden - white robes, Eonwé - 
“messenger of Manwé”, Eonwé, the Great, herald of the 
King of the World. 

- Why have you come, slave of Morgoth? - he 

said, with the disdain and arrogance of a winner. 

A heavy gold necklace, sprinkled with diamonds 
and sapphires, wrapped around Eonwe's neck, like a 
collar. 

Collar. 

Gorthaur gritted his teeth. 

Manwe's herald seemed a clot of sparkling light 
beside the Black Maia. The bright dust of Valinor coated 
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his hair; it seemed not to be in its proper place in the 
bloody gloom of Middle Earth. 

Eonwe judged that Gorthaur's silence was due to 
timidity and obedience; and raised his voice. 

- Your lord has already received what he deserved 
for all the harm he caused to Middle Earth. Your fate 
won't be so heavy - you were just following orders... Of 
course I can't make any decisions; but repent, bow 
before the mighty Valar - and they will forgive you, just 
as that rebel of Ossé was forgiven: the Great Ones are 
merciful. You understand well: strength and truth are on 
our side. Will of the One... 

He talked and talked - loudly, arrogantly, 
seeming to delight in the sound of his own voice. 

And Gorthaur didn't listen to him. 

I couldn't hear. 


- ...You say it's against honor? - mocked Tulkas. - 
Okay, I can offer you a fair fight. If you win - you will be 
free and forgiven. Then? 

- ..And now run, - said Oromé, from the saddle. - 
Run, maybe you can save yourself. If my dogs let me, he 
laughed. 

- ...You'll see if he's mortal or not, - hissed 
Manwe. - You will die and live again, and you will die 
and live again - until the End of Time! Then you will beg 
for death, but I will not give it to you! 

... Yavanna didn't want blood, she simply banished 

and cursed the unrepentant disciple. 

- ...Master, I can't... Because I'm as guilty as they 
are... Why are you punishing me with your life? Why 
didn't you hand me over to Manwé? 


“Why do you punish me with your life?!” 

He clenched his fists, digging his nails into his 
palms, but his face was motionless - a frozen mask. 

“What did they do to them, damn them, damn 
them... They weren't even your disciples, but they fought 
for you, and I... And me?! Why, why, what did I do... I 
should follow you to the end... Master, Master... I am to 
blame for everything, and you were punished - in my 
place... I can't... because ... you are omnipotent, and I... I 
don't know anything, I can't do anything... Master...” 

He seemed to sink into the depths of dull pain, 
and the mercury-heavy, gray-green water closed over 
him—slowly and indifferently. He seemed to have lost 
the ability to see and hear: only layers of expressed haze 
and pungent, thin, at the limit of hearing note that 
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gnawed at the disturbed mind; and a cruel and 
indifferent hand squeezing the heart that beat with 
infinite pain. 

When he finally managed to free himself from the 
sticky paws of despair, Eonwé's voice almost made him 
lose his hearing, muffled and burning suffering hitting 
his temples: 

- ...And the Enemy was delivered into the hands of 
the One - and may His will be done, and the master's 
severe but fair punishment befall the evil slave... 

Wrath and fury rose in a red wave in the heart of 

the Black Maia. 

“Damn you! I hate them!” 

Eonwé apparently sensed this; He moved away, 
fear fluttering in his eyes, like a trembling mouse. 

Now he was almost shouting: 

- Remember: Valar does not bid twice! Go, fall at 
the feet of the Valar - may they judge you as the others 
do! Repent - you will be forgiven! 

“Perhaps they will hear... Catch him... 

Mighty Valar, an animal, an angry 

wolf!” "I hate!" 

Strange dizziness. 

“Master... What did they do to you?!” 

It felt like a heavy hand was lying on the head, 
small sharp needles were poking the face... Eyes wide 
open saw almost nothing - the curtain of darkness in 
flames, cut by lines of fire... Lack of air, ragged 
breathing it seems too loud, and the beating of his heart 
- feverish, drowning - is reflected painfully in every cell 
of his body; the blood in his fingertips pulses in rhythm 
with these insane beats, all the sounds seem to come 
from very far away - he has lost consciousness. hearing, 
he stopped feeling his own body, in the black clouds the 
herald of the King of the World appears bloodied - a 
silhouette of dark fire... He lost consciousness - and 
himself; and only this desperate and terrible certainty of 
knowledge: there will be no mercy... 

And then he heard the voice. 

“My Disciple, Guardian of Arta... Forgive me, if 
you can, forgive me for this pain... Arta must not be left 
without protection, do you understand? Only you can do 
this, you are my only Disciple... Take the sword. Take the 
Book. It is power and memory. Go. You will remember 
this when it is all over. It's my fault - I'm leaving you 
alone... Forgive me, Disciple, I no longer have the 
strength... Goodbye.” 
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Out of nowhere, through the void of memory, 
through the heavy curtain of sadness and death, through 
despair - this voice. Like a dagger that cuts the sticky 
ball of weakness. 

“Take the sword. Take the Book. Go". 

The purple weight slowly released the body. 

“He left me so that I might live. He paid with 

himself for my freedom. For my life. 
And how dare I disobey?..” 

And Gorthaur was ashamed of having desired 

death for himself. Dying is easier than living. 

“And I don’t know why you chose life for me. It's 
difficult for me to understand, but I know, you were 
right... What suffering!... I don't understand...” and 

Regret burned through him - but it was not the 
regret the Valar had been hoping for. 

Eonweé still spoke something, but Sauron did not 

hear his words. 

Take the sword. Take the Book. Go. 
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... He went into the darkness, and the cape flew - 
black wings. 

The branches struck his face like whips, but he 
didn't feel it. 

The thorns stuck into his skin, but he didn't 
notice. 

The Star shone unbearably bright and the heart, 
exploding, couldn't take it. 

He advanced, without seeing the path with eyes 
empty of despair. 

"Teacher!" 

He advanced under the star-bleeding sky. 

.. That night, a shower of shooting stars fell upon 
the earth... 

- Forgive me, - he whispered with disobedient 


lips, - forgive me for not understanding you. I'm sorry for 
not being able to help you. In the most terrible hour for 
you, I was not by your side. Forgive me. Forgive me, 
Master. Forgive me. You have placed so many hopes in 
me - but what can I do?.. I am so weak... Forgive and 
receive me when I follow you... Master... 


... That night, there was a storm... 


Teacher!.. 
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WALKER. YEAR 547 OF THE 1st ERA 


..The army advanced through the empty 
corridors, and then he said to his brother: “I'll take a 
look...” - and walked quickly, almost ran along the 
polished steps for thousands of steps of the staircase. 
"Look at what? For what? - the fortress was deserted, he 
felt it - everyone left to stay there, in front of the high 
gate, reinforced with black iron, which was now wide 
open. He could no longer see these calm, calm even in 
death faces - faces of the Men who went out to fight - in 
such silence that it was possible to hear the rustling of 
the fabric of their flag - black flag, without symbol, 
without coat of arms, - who were fighting in silence and 
died in silence... He knew that they are there, beyond 
the black gate, all of them, those whom death could not 
close its eyes, they look at the low early winter sky, 
remembering in some way black birds slaughtered - in 
silence. As if they were waiting for him, he who saw on 
this day what death is like. 

The doors wide open. Empty. Mighty Valar, what 
an emptiness, what a silence, to the point of ringing in 
the ears, to the point of trembling - impossible silence, 
only the echo of his footsteps stirs in the corridors, hides 
in the corners of the rooms, hiding, frightened, from the 
silence. 

He stopped in front of the only closed door. He 
pushed it lightly, feeling the coolness of the carved wood 
with the palm of his hand, and took a step back, holding 
the sword. Silence. 

He entered, alert, looking around, realizing an 
instant later how strange and terrible he looks here with 
his sword crusted with dried blood. 

Because there were books here. Rows and rows 
of books, manuscripts carefully arranged on shelves - 
more books than he had ever seen in his entire life; 
books with covers of dense fabric, of thin wooden 
boards, of ornate silver... Holding his breath, he stopped 
at the threshold. Here it was not as empty and cold as 
other rooms he had entered; there was something else - 
perhaps a smell, vague sensation, he didn't know for 
sure. 

He went to the table, on which he noticed a small 
book - a green and silver cover, with a drawing of 
branches from an unknown tree - and was about to open 
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it when he realized that he was still holding the useless 
sword. He leaned his sword against a low carved 
armchair and opened the book. Greenish paper with 
drawings of herbs and flowers, light fluttering symbols, 
similar to Tengwar - very similar to Tengwar, and yet 
different, speaking more to the spirit than to the eyes - 
or did he simply have this impression? 


Paths of memory 
They cover themselves with herbs of oblivion. 
But if you move the stems away... 


He did not have time to be surprised by the fact 
that he easily deciphered what was written with 
unknown signs in an unknown language. He stood still, 
repeating the words that were burning in his mouth: 
paths of memory... He no longer thought about leaving - 
he sat down, without taking his eyes off the page, then 
slowly turned it over. And one more. And more... 

..the memory carried him like a wave, enveloped 
him, burning and cold, and salty drops of sea water ran 
down his face, clouding his eyes, a veil of fog, the world 
lost its clarity, it flowed like a river, They changed, 
transforming one into another, the contours, the shapes 
and the faces that flowed in front of them in the salty 
and iridescent mist, and in the whisper of the waves 
voices and words, melodies and the tinkling of the 
strings, and the singing of the flutes... 

He came to - and felt the taste of salt on his lips; 
He passed his hand over his face, wiping away the salty 
drops... tears?.. Word... name - his name - Ellorn. 

..and the wave receded, leaving him alone on the 
beach, and he lay with his arms open, and the white, 
lifeless sky was above him - dayless sky, nightless sky, 
empty and clear, and close to the place where he was, 
the dead waves were lazily shaking, and there weren't 
even any sea birds - heytelli, he uttered the forgotten 
word only with his lips, without a voice, - he tried to get 
up, but the sand crumbled beneath his feet. fingers in 
small sharp fragments, shiny dust, the air tore at the 
lungs - I'm sick, he thought, I'm sick... He rose and, 
staggering, walked away, into the dead, shining cloud of 
nothingness... 

He turned the last page with fingers that 
trembled slightly, and read - written with the familiar 
fluttering line: 


The Black Book of Arda 


DUBENDORUM TRIBUTO ATSTRAW 


In my heart there is sadness, 
But in the Valley 

The white iris still blooms, 

And it may take a while longer... 
No, it's the snow. 


He got up, hiding the book under its cover - 
carefully, as if it were a living creature. I felt dizzy. He 
picked up the sword, holding it awkwardly at the base of 
the blade, shivered at the touch of the cold metal in his 
palm and left without making a sound, pulling the door 
behind him. 


The brother was sitting next to the wall, holding 
his temples with his hands and swaying slightly, as if 
trying, with monotonous movements, to make the pain 
more bearable. The sword was lying next to him: he 
himself must have dropped the _ useless, already 
unnecessary weapon. And Ellorn, standing in front of 
him, pronounced another name that awakened in his 
memory: - Enneth... 

The brother raised his eyes and were empty with 

despair: s 

- You... already know... What we did... what we 

did to him... 

Ellorn knelt beside his brother, placed his hand 
on his shoulder - he tried to calm down, but he flinched 
as if he had been touched by a hot iron and began to 
speak quickly, drowning in words: 

- I watched when they took him... I wanted to 
understand who he is, why he is like that... and I saw... 
and everything they told us... everything is a lie, 
everything, everything... I I recognized him... he... he 
looked at me - he turned, as if he had felt the look... he 
shivered and said his name, my name, only with his lips, 
but I heard it anyway... And ... there was nothing left, 
they took him away, and I stood still, looking at him still 
- I wanted to run after him - my legs wouldn't support 
me... I wanted to scream, and I couldn't... 

- Enneth... alcho-eme, tayro... - the presentiment 
of an incorrigible evil in his heart, he pronounced this - 
"my blood, my brother", - with the strength of despair, - 
what... 

And, before finishing the question, he 

understood. 
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- I will, - suddenly said Enneth. 

- Where? Why?.. 

- Tayo is there. I remembered... Tayo. I must tell 
him... 

- Laure... 

- Tayo, - Enneth interrupted him sharply. - And I 
want him to remember too. 


- ...Let's go! 

The golden-haired one 

turned _ sharply; He 

frowned: - My name is 

Laure. 

- No! Listen... we can't really fix anything 
anymore, but we want to at least remember. You are 
Tayo, and you must stay here. Because there you will 
forget everything. 

- What are you saying, Noldo? 

The lips curled into a bitter smile: 

- Iam one of the Elleri Ahe. Just like you. Dark 
Elves. He was our Master. Remember - wooden town in 
Laan Gellome... 

- Dark Elves? He's insane, - the golden-haired one 

replied arrogantly. 

- ..and apple trees, and the silver pines, the 
heather-covered fields beside Helgor, and Laan Telli... do 
you remember - Feast of the Irises? Yolli was Queen of 
Irises, and the Master... 

- What?! 

- Tayo, please!.. 

- You are insane, - repeated the one with the 
golden hair coldly. - It's some lie of Morgoth's. This very 
land is poisoned by evil. The Lord of Dreams will heal 
him... 

- Again? Do you happen to remember - did it 
happen once? And now I won't go, I don't want to lose 
my memory, I won't let you go, because we are the last 
and... - he gasped, his face disfigured by suffering, - he is 
not the Enemy, he is the Master. Our Master, Tayo. 

- Get out!.. 

Ellorn closed his eyes. Alcho-eme,  tayro... 

because he went there... because you... 

He stood still, and the light flakes of snow fell on 
his shoulders and hair - first snow this winter, covering 
the field, cloaking the dead with its light cloak, and there 
were no birds, and there were no Men, no Eldar - there 
were no no one else, nothing alive, he was alone, now - 
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alone, and he only repeated with disobedient lips, 
clutching the book to his chest - like a living being that 
can freeze in the wind, - he repeated without sound, 
losing the meaning of the words: no , it's the snow that 
fell... snow... And the wind took the words as soon as 
they left his mouth, and carried them into the whirlpool 
of snow - and there were no more words, and there was 
no more pain - there was nothing, just a bottomless void 
inside, - and then he began to walk. The wind threw 
snow in his face, and he continued moving forward, not 
knowing where, because, knowing only that there was 
nowhere to return, he had to move forward. Move on. 
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- Master... Someone wants to see you. 
Melkor removed his hand from his face: 


- Who? 
- A boy... It looks like he's on a long journey. We 
couldn't not let him in; he... - the warrior fell silent, not 


knowing how to continue. 

- Deixem enter. 

Deep eyes, not at all childish, looked down at 

Vala's face: 

- Greetings, Lord Melkor. 

- Greetings... What's your name? 

- Dayolen. Dayo. I know, I shouldn't... 

- | understand. Come closer. 

The boy fearfully approached the black throne, 
stopped, then began to climb the steps, uncertainly, 
without taking his eyes off Melkor's face. Vala placed his 
hand on Dayolen's shoulder and remained silent for a 
few moments: 

- Dayolen, unfortunately I won't be able to cure 

you. 

- I had almost no hope, Lord. Forgive me. I didn't 
come for me. My aunt, with a heart of gold, when my 
mother died, took me in to raise her. And she herself has 
six mouths to feed, and I still... I don't understand, by 
any chance? She once told me: “You could walk around 
the villages, at least they would give you food in 
exchange for your songs, you would at least be of some 
use...” She said it when she was irritated, not in a bad 
way: she is a kind woman, but life is hard... He cried 
afterwards, he kept asking for forgiveness for having 
blamed me. And then I thought, what if someone can 
help? I went to the healer, and he told me: mortals don't 
have such power. I don't even know how I found the 
courage... That's fine with me, but I feel sorry for my 
aunt... Forgive me, it must really be my fate - to sing in 
the villages... I'll manage... it's nothing... . I'm leaving... 

- Let it go! 

- Sir? - again this fixed look on his face. 

- Stay. 

- Why do you need someone like me? 

- You yourself are unaware of your own power. I 

will help you, stay. Your spirit is winged, boy. - 

Do you... really want me to stay? 
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- You know how to see with your heart, Dayo. You 
see it yourself. 

- Yes... I see your eyes... I thought before: what 
are stars? How are? I know now... 


- Dayolen. 

The young man raised his head. Under 

the ceiling of the room, the last echoes of 

the song faded. - Yes Master? 

- Get ready for a trip, Dayo.i 

Dayolen shuddered: 

- Are you expelling me, Master? Don't my songs 
please you? - his face was perplexed and unprotected. 

- Your songs are beautiful, boy. They are worthy 
of being heard by everyone, not just me. You cannot live 
forever in the fortress. And you've been thinking about it 
yourself. 

- I don't want to abandon you, Master. 

- He will not abandon me, he will meet people. 

Listen to your own heart. 

- My heart orders me to stay, Master. I heard, 
there is war again... Iam restless, Master; forgive... but I 
fear for you... I will stay; I can also defend him, I know 
how to fight, I listen... 

- Why do you need a sword, Dayo? Word and song 
are stronger than steel, sharper than a blade. Go. And 
here, take this lute. 

- But I already... 

- It's a gift. 

Dayolen played the strings. He smiled, started 

playing one melody, then another... 

- She... she lives, Master!.. Sings... cries... I've 

never heard anything like it... 

- I made it for you. 

- You, Master?.. Am I worthy of a gift like this? 

- Her songs are her soul. And only your hands and 

your heart can make you live. 

- She speaks, are you listening? And the strings 
are like star rays... Master, how can I thank you? 

- It is not necessary. Keep the memory. And let 
men hear him. Don't forget anything, - Melkor's voice 
trembled slightly. 

- I will remember everything you said. From you. 
From your hands. You're right, I made up my mind a 
long time ago. But leaving is difficult. The heart hurts, as 
if we would never meet again. 

- Don't think about it. Goodbye. 
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- ...Did you talk to him? - asked the boy. - Do you 

know him? What is he like, tell me? 

- He has eyes like stars, and hands - wonder and 
pain. He is winged, but in his crown there is all the 
sadness in the world. And his voice is music... when he 
speaks, you want to just sit at his feet and listen, listen... 

Dayolen fell silent, then said, looking away: 

- Alright, that's enough, Andar. If not, I won't be 
able to leave. It's too difficult. As if it would tear your 
heart into pieces. Let's go. It's time to move on. 


They walked east - many days, many months. 
Blue mountains in clouds of late autumn fog greeted 
them with a harsh wind that whipped their faces. Here, 
Dayolen felt with painful clarity his own impotence and 
uselessness: he was not capable of hunting, he was not 
even able to gather wood for the fire. With even more 
dedication, he learned how to light a fire, prepare food, 
look for medicinal herbs and edible roots. When they 
managed to find a place to spend the night, well 
protected from the strong wind and wet snow, Dayolen 
took the black lute, and Andar remained motionless, 
sometimes in a terribly uncomfortable position, holding 
his breath, and listened... to 

When they went down to the valley, winter came. 
Dayolen now slept little: disturbing dreams tormented 
him, and he often woke up with his own groan... 

Andar woke up because someone was shaking 
him. The boy mumbled: “What do you need, what...” 

Dayolen's dark, still eyes stared at him. 

- What's going on there? - asked the minstrel. 

Andar looked and replied, sleepily: 

- Well, the dawn... 

Sleep disappeared in an instant. What dawn 

could there be in the North? And it's still night... 

But there, beyond the mountains, reflections of 
fire shone, and the sky ran with blood from the black 
peaks of the mountains... And then - as if someone cut 
the flesh of the sky with a sword - the clouds opened and 
the Star shone... A hoarse sound came from Dayolen's 
chest, like the groan of a wounded animal, and he fell 
face down, digging his fingers convulsively into the 
frozen earth... 

And the days passed - brief and foggy, and the 
nights lasted forever, and Andar sat next to Dayolen, not 
daring to leave his friend alone. And, bringing his ear 
closer to the minstrel's blue lips, he heard gibberish 
words, and muffled whining, and the repeated: “I 
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thought... stars... what are they like?... Now I know... I 
see their eyes... Your eyes...” 

He probably fell asleep. He woke up, as if from a 
blow, from a terrible scream, looked at Dayolen - and 
recoiled when he met the immobile and inhuman gaze. 
That night, a shower of shooting stars fell upon the 
earth... 


Dayolen was silent. Often he would pick up his 
black lute, and the strings would moan and cry beneath 
his fingers, but he would never sing. They headed east, 
and Dayolen kept turning back - there where the Star 
burned - so brightly that not even the sunlight could put 
it out; there where the Star struggled - like a heart that 
explodes in agony. And his 1z was the light and u of 
eyes that will never shine; and its light was pain, which 
could not be greater... 

The strange and silent spring passed, the sad 
summer wept, the autumn burned in fire and blood... The 
beginning of winter found them in the forest, which they 
reached after crossing hostile mountains and crossing a 
wide river in a clumsy raft. - Stop! 

The slender archer appeared silently, as if he had 
appeared out of nowhere: a moment ago there had been 
no one, and here he is, next to the trunk of the ancient 
tree, and his hair shines with pale gold in the weak rays 
of the sun. 

- Who are you and where are you heading? 

The archer spoke in the Sindar dialect with a 

strange accent. The 

- Who is it? - Dayolen asked softly. 

- I don't know, - replied Andar, also in a low voice. 
- It looks like an Elf... The clothes are strange... 

- We are wanderers, - said Dayolen. - We are 

heading to the East. 

- Are you a minstrel? - the archer noticed the 

lute. 

- Yes... By any chance, will you allow us to warm 
up a little? Although we have nothing to pay for your 
hospitality, only songs. 

The Elf thought briefly. 

- Follow me. I will take them to the king. 

Andar looked at Dayolen with a little fear, but he 
walked confidently, rarely touching the trunks, and the 
boy stopped worrying. 

The house of the Elf king here was decorated with 
fine wood carvings: pale and golden, as if saturated with 
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sunlight. Andar was visibly intimidated, but Dayolen 
behaved with great dignity, and the boy calmed down, 
just trying to stay close to the minstrel: who knows what 
could happen. 

The king of the Elves received them in a small 
round room. The floor was covered with soft furs, and 
the Men seemed to walk on soft, warm moss. Dayolen 
stopped and bowed respectfully. Andar followed suit. 

The Elves gathered in the room - some sitting on 
a carved bench, others on the floor, in their furs - 
studied the Men with curiosity. 

The oldest - not very tall, slender and handsome, 
dressed in black. Steel disc belt - the king's is almost the 
same, but made of silver: metal is rare here. The heavy 
wave of black hair falls over the shoulders, the face is 
dark, its features are reminiscent of a bird. But the 
strangest thing is the eyes: two dark green stars that 
glow with strange fire, staring into the king's face. 
Disturbing look: seems to read in one's own spirit. 

The youngest - almost a boy, blond and fragile; 
thin, white and translucent skin, a strong blush on the 
high cheekbones. He looks suspiciously, like a wild 
animal: black, deep-set eyes. He's not dressed in the 
local fashion, but the colors are the same - forest colors. 
And a sword, or rather a long dagger: as if he were a 
page or a bodyguard - the oldest is unarmed. 

And the dark, deep-set eyes never leave the king's 
face. The Elf's eyes are also green, but as clear as foliage 
pierced by sunlight, with golden sparks. If it weren't for 
that and the strange thing - green leaf with golden veins 
- brooch holding the cape with fur lining, the king would 
not stand out at all among the others in the room: the 
same clothes made of fine leather, gold and brown, and 
green fabric dark, perhaps a richer embroidery on the 
shirt - with green and gold threads: fine interweaving of 
flowers and leaves. 

- Greetings, Lord of the Forests, - Dayolen spoke 

in the language of the Sindar. 

- Welcome, minstrel, wanderer who came from 

the West. 

The king's voice was sonorous and soft, similar to 
the gentle sunlight that finds its way through the leaves 
- at least, Dayolen had that impression. 

- Eat and drink, warm yourself by the fire. Then, if 
you wish, tell us about your travels: you must have seen 
many things along the way... 
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Andar glanced quickly at Dayolen, but the 
minstrel only smiled and thanked him. 


- Mr. Ayonar, allow me to ask you a question... 

- Ask, minstrel. 

- Your eyes... Those of other Elves are different. 

Why? 

The ruler was thoughtful. Andar let out an 
exclamation of surprise, very quietly: where does 
Dayolen know? What if the Elf gets angry?.. The boy 
involuntarily looked around: there are many of them, if 
something happens, they won't be able to escape. And 
they look strange. 

- You asked me a difficult question, wanderer. I 
myself don't know which house my mother belonged to. I 
don't remember her well. She also arrived from the West 
in times gone by... or rather, they found her in the forest. 
She was very young, almost a girl, wild; She was always 
silent and looked like a scared animal. He was wearing 
rags, his feet were injured and calloused - he must have 
wandered a lot in the forests. She was an Elf, but 
different from us: hair like blackened bronze, and eyes 
like green stars... They say she was very beautiful. They 
say that when she sang, the birds fell silent, as if they 
were ashamed of their rustic voices. I only remember 
her hands: small and thin, warm... She had a strange 
name - Ayoni. My father loved her, and she became his 
wife. She died when I was five. He lay down on the grass 
and fell asleep... They had thought that at first. Her 
father regretted her greatly, and left within a few years. 
He said - once, just before his mother died, a black wind 
blew over the forest, and she cried and stretched her 
arms to the sky, and whispered strange words, as if she 
had suddenly remembered who she was and where she 
came from. ...But he told no one nothing, he kept 
repeating something about a people who left, about 
slaughtered black birds and about the Star... He left only 
a legacy - see... 

The master approached the king, and the brooch 
passed into his hands - a fine maple leaf, with a drop of 
dew that glistened softly. Something stirred in Dayolen's 
heart: 

- No one knew where they came from - wanderers 
dressed in black; but their cloaks resembled wings, and 
their eyes shone like stars... Strange was their speech, 
and sad their songs, they knew the names of the holy 
ones, but they did not sing about the Blessed Kingdom... 
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They spoke about stars , but they gave them other 
names... 

- Did you hear about them? Do you know anything 

about them? 

Again - looking and healing and all-seeing: s 

- Do you preserve the memory? 

- We remember... They taught us... But who were 
they? We don't know the names, minstrel... 

Hard and calm voice: 

- There were no names left. He was told to forget. 

I will sing. 

No one had time to respond: the strings of the 
black lute began to sing, and the clear voice flew 
between the golden walls... 

He sang, looking over the ruler's head, and the 
Elf lowered his head more and more. The mortal said - 
Master, without saying his name; the mortal named 
Mortals those who were known as Dark Elves, Dark 
Elves, renegades. And the lute cried, and there was a 
lofty sadness in the words, and the melody echoed with 
wormwood silver... 

The ruler remained silent, and then said: 

- That can't be... but songs don't lie... 

A new voice, lash blow: 

- Servant of the Enemy! How dare you... how dare 

you sing that! 

The Elf stepped out of the shadow. He was 
dressed with distinction: in armor, with a sword, the hilt 
of which his fingers covered in precious rings now 
grasped. 

The minstrel's gaze moved to the face of the 

speaker: 

- Sorry, I didn't see you, Noldo, - said the Man 

with a slight smile. 

- Liar! Slave of Morgoth! 

Dayolen trembled, as if he had been struck, but 

his voice remained calm: 

- I speak the truth, and you know it. Otherwise, 

my words wouldn't irritate you so much, Noldo. 

- I will make them go back down your throat, 

mortal! - shouted the Elf. 

Andar stood up and drew his sword, protecting 
the minstrel. And then the king began to speak. His low 
voice sounded sternly: 

- You, Noldo, and you, boy - put away your 
weapons. Quench your anger, warrior: for now I am still 
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the lord here, and no one will lift the sword against my 
guests - this is the law of 

hospitality. Don't make me regret allowing you to remain 
armed. 

Noldo turned sharply and left the room. The ruler 

followed him with his gaze. 

- Strange are the songs of Mortals... Truly, the 
word hurts more than a daggetr... It's bitter to hear it, 
minstrel... but still, sing. I want to hear, you know what. 
Sing, please. 

And Dayolen sang again - about what he couldn't 
see, about what he heard in the beats of the Star. And 
the king sat there, pressing his fingers to his temples, 
and then whispered: - No need... It's enough... It hurts... 

Silence invaded the room. The king looked into 
the minstrel's eyes, and his voice was reminiscent of the 
rustling of autumn leaves: 

- I have nothing I can give you as a gift... and you, 
it seems, would not accept any gift, as your songs are 
above all good... Accept at least this... 

A servant silently approached the minstrel and, 
with a bow, handed him a wooden chalice with silver 
details. 

- You send him this chalice, minstrel. 

Dayolen looked up at the Elf and held out his 

hand. This one remained in the air. 

- So why not?.. - began the king. And suddenly he 
stopped. - You can not see? 

A bitter smile touched Dayolen's lips: 
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- I see the eyes. Nothing more. 

Andar took the chalice and _ placed 
Dayolen's hand on it. The minstrel stood 
up: - A toast to you, sir! 


The Elf came over and sat down next to him. 

- Minstrel. 

- Sim?.. 

- I wanted to ask you to sing for me. 

- What do you want to hear about? - Dayolen 
seemed thoughtful. - About the enchanted forests of 
Doriath? About lord Elu Thingol and his queen Melian? 
Or about Princess Lithien, fairest among the Immortals? 
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- Yes! - replied the Elf, agitated - and at the same 
moment he looked at Dayolen with surprise. - But how 
did you... 

- You are a Sinda and, judging by the 

pronunciation, from Doriath. 

- Do you know the languages of the Elves so well? 

From where? Even if you leave it later; sing. 

- Okay, - the minstrel smiled strangely. - But I will 
sing it another way. Not the way you said. 

- It doesn't matter. 

...Only once did the Elf fail to hold back a sigh. 

- Strange song... 

Now Dayolen looked him in the face, very serious 

and serious. 

- Where do you know about this, up in the North? 

- But they went precisely there, - replied the 
minstrel seriously. - I didn't think you would listen to the 
end. 

- Now it doesn't matter anymore. Who told you 

this? 

Dayolen did not respond. 

- I would like to sing you one more song - and, 

without waiting for the assent, he began to sing. 


From the gloom of the North to the enchanted 


forests 
Your star has returned, Daeron. 
The voices of 


nightingales resound 

in the gloom of dusk - 

Your spring has fallen 

silent, Daeron... 

Weave flowers and stars into the crown, 
And the candle flame moves like a heart... 
Goodbye, my love, goodbye, 

Luthien Tintviel... 

As if he threw his heart under his feet, 

Do you sing - 

The last song, Daeron. 

Legends are created about birds 

Who sing only before death - 

But death will not heal you, Daeron. 

Like wormwood, weave the song into the crown, 
A bitter taste in the mouth 

Goodbye, my love, goodbye, 

Luthien Tintviel. 

Why drink this cup to the bottom? 
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Golden wine is bitter as guilt, 

Words rustle like autumn leaves, 

And the flute was broken - but the song lives on. 
Goodbye, my love, goodbye, 

Luithien Tintviel 

Why drink this cup to the bottom? 

Two lakes of pain on the pale face, 

And stars are like the gems in the Iron Crown, 
And the waves of the sea will not wash away the 
memory, 

In dark robes, like a sad shadow, 

Only one didn't wear the flower crown... 

Goodbye, my love, goodbye, 

Luthien Tintviel. 

And in the clear land that knows no evil, 

Will the shadow that took over the heart be 
erased? 

The pain that is like a needle in the heart will 
disappear... 

Goodbye, my love, goodbye, 

Luthien Tintviel... 

And the sight burns like poison: 

You will follow the path of Mortals 

But let there be one last look... 

The crazy minstrel sings: 

Goodbye, my sad star, 
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- Forgive me, Daeron. 

- How did you know?.. 

- | heard and understood. 

- No, not that... Now - how? 

- Eyes. And yet, as you listened. Will you sing? 

- I haven't sung... since then. Where did you hear 
about the flute? 

Dayolen made a vague gesture: 

- I don't know... I had that impression. 

- Do you want to know how this happened? 


- ..Are you going to sing more, Daeron? 

The minstrel looked at the king. He alone was 
wearing dark clothes - no precious stones, not even a 
thin silver chain. 

- No, king, - the answer sounded firm, almost 
harsh. He clutched the flute in his pale fingers, - I won't 
sing anymore. 

He didn't say never, but this was much more than 

a refusal, and everyone felt it. 

- Who will accept my flute? 
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Daeron looked almost haughtily at the others. 

Nobody moved. 

- Okay, so be it. 

The wood creaked as it broke. 

- I will never sing again, king. 

He made a slight bow - almost a simple nod - to 
Thingol and Melian, and bowed deeply before Ltthien. 
She had the impression that he had something else to 
say to her, but he remained silent and left quickly... 

“Goodbye, my love, goodbye, Luthien Tinuviel...” 

- And no more songs, no melody? 

- I will never be able to make another flute. And I 

can't take someone's. Hands hurt. 

- Can't you sing? 

Daeron's face changed. 
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- Take my lute. I will show. 


- Goodbye, Daeron. 

- Goodbye, Dayolen. I would like to sing 
something at farewell. 

- I'll be very grateful. 

- For the last time - allow me to play your lute... 

... The song was reminiscent of a sad autumn rain; 
and it sounded like I missed the afterlife: 


My cup is empty - 
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- I thank. Goodbye, Daeron. 
- Goodbye, Dayolen. We should become enemies, 
but losses equalize even enemies... 
- Could there be enmity between minstrels? We 
are not all equal before the Flame and the 
Word? 
- You're probably right... 


- Minstrel... 

- Yes sir? 

- Forgive me if my words cause you pain... I was 
trying to understand... I can't conceive what it's like: not 
seeing... But you... You always look into the eyes... 

- I understand. It was just like that - I saw the 
eyes. His eyes... - Dayolen fell silent, clenching her fists. 
Then he continued: 

- The Master's eyes. Since then... And he said he 

couldn't do anything... and I see... and the 
Star... I see... 

- Tell me, minstrel, what was his name? 

Dayolen looked up at the king, and he suddenly 
let out an exclamation of surprise: 

- No, don't say anything! I think I guessed it... I 

understood... 

- That object you showed me was made by him. 

Long time. 

- So, my mother was... 

- Yes. The last one. 

The ruler touched the minstrel's arm. His fingers 

trembled. 
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- I won't forget him. Neither do your songs. If you 

want, stay. 

- No sir. I thank. He said - go to the people. The 

road awaits me. Goodbye. 

He put on the black cloak, picked up the lute - 
that lute that he would recognize by touch among 
thousands, just as he recognized the brooch made by the 
Master. He bowed to the ruler, turned and walked 
without looking back; and Andar walked beside him - 
like a young page beside a prince. 

And, looking at them, the king spoke quietly, not 

knowing that he was repeating the words of the 

Dark EIf, 

Artificer Geleon, pronounced centuries ago: 

- I think I understand... If there wasn't the Dark, 

we would never see the stars... 


...Her house was at the end of the village, next to 
the forest. He had no relatives. Despite being twenty-five 
years old, and all the girls her age having already gotten 
married, she continued to live alone. The cause of this 
was simple. She was ugly - small, but thin and clumsy 
like a teenager; the skin on his broad face is tanned by 
the wind, his mouth is large and therefore doesn't smile 
much. Her movements were abrupt and angular like 
those of a boy, and she also cut her expressive copper- 
colored hair - as a sign of sadness for her brother, who 
perished in the forest a year earlier. Although he had 
wonderful eyes - large, velvety black, like the warm 
southern night; and the voice - soft, clear and strong... 
She had already resigned herself to the fact that she 
would spend her whole life alone. She had only one joy - 
the children loved her for her beautiful songs, and 
because she made toys for them and played with the 
little ones, transforming in those moments into almost a 
girl too. 

That morning she was preparing everything to 
bake bread, humming a simple melody, and that's why it 
took her a while to notice light knocks on the door. She 
opened it, wiping her floured hands on her apron: maybe 
the children? 

On the threshold were two wanderers, coming 
from afar, judging by their appearance. When the young 
woman looked at the older man, she even took her 
breath away, and her dark skin flushed: never before had 
she seen such a beautiful face. Certainly, such a 
handsome and distinguished gentleman wouldn't even 
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look at her... But the deep green eyes never left her face. 
She bowed shyly and awkwardly, ashamed of her 
patched and faded rustic cloth clothes and the poor 
decorations of her own house, hiding her small hands, 
calloused from work, in the folds of her apron; invited 
them in. 

At first, he didn't have the courage to ask who 
they were and where they came from. The youngest 
introduced himself - Andar, and she waited, with her 
heart pounding, for the oldest's response. His name 
sounded like music, beautiful and enchanting: Dayolen. 
He added a few more words: the young woman 
understood that they came from the North. His speech 
resembled the speech of those men who passed through 
these parts a few years ago: dark, exhausted warriors 
from distant lands. Their dialect was vaguely familiar, 
similar to here like two stems sprouting from the same 
seed. She said her own name: Hagginn. 

So the wanderers settled in the small house next 
to the forest; Hagginn quickly learned their language: he 
had an immense desire to understand the songs of the 
dark minstrel. Dayolen's keen ear and good memory 
allowed him to quickly become accustomed to the 
language of the land of Hana. 

Hagginn took a while to understand that his guest 
was blind. And he was terribly ashamed of the thought: 
who knows, maybe there is happiness for her too, so ugly 
- because he can't see her... 

Without realizing it, she changed: in her 
movements, she awakened a somewhat wild grace, a 
feline softness. She tried to dress better, forgetting that 
Dayolen can't see her. For the first time in her life, she 
felt like a woman. All the heavy work in the house was 
now done by Dayolen's apprentice, Andar, to whom she 
became attached, as if he were a younger brother. And 
the thought that the time will come when they will leave, 
that she will have to be alone again, gnaws at her 
heart... 

And then one day she saw that Andar was getting 
everything ready for the trip. She hid herself in a corner 
and cried softly, so that no one would hear. “Of course, it 
was stupid of me to hope that he... that they would stay 
here forever,” she said to herself. - My brief happiness is 
over, you are leaving, my black knight. Dayolen. Dayo.” 

- Hagi... 
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She shuddered: he entered without making 

a sound, found the bench, feeling his way. 

Sat down. - Hagi, come here... 

Her muscles contracted: right now, now he will 
say “I’m leaving.” And it's over. It would be better if she 
hadn't lived. She ended up smiling sadly when she heard 
what he called her. Once she explained to him that that 
clumsy little gray bird that sings so wonderfully in the 
forests during spring is called hagi. Since then he called 
her that. It said - “you have the same voice”. 

She came over and sat next to him, eyes 
downcast. He held her small, warm palms in his. 

- Hagi, I wanted to tell you... 

- I know, - she tried to make the answer sound 

calm. - I know, you're going to leave, Dayo... 

It froze inside: how did that one - “Dayo” escape? 

- What do you do here when you want to take a 

woman as your wife? 

She looked at him, believing - and not believing - 
his words, and he continued, quickly and ardently: 

- Wait, don't say anything, I need to finish... I love 
you, Hagi. I can't stay and I want you to go with me. 

Tears gushed from her eyes: 

- Dayo... Dayo, how... you don't know, because 

I'm... I'm so ugly... I'm not your match... 

- That's a lie, Hagi; His eyes are like black stars, 
his voice is more beautiful than the forest streams, but 
clearer than the water in the fountain, his arms are like 
the wings of a bird. 

Your soul is clearer than stars, and I love you,” he looked 
into her eyes now, and smiled. 


The Black Book of Arda 


Goeoagqun 


The Black Book of Arda 


- To walk! - shouted Dayolen. The apprentice 
appeared at the same moment, looking worriedly at the 
minstrel. Hagginn returned, carrying a wooden goblet of 
wine. Serious like a girl who wore an adult dress for the 
first time. Dayolen stood up. 

- Here they say: I want to drink from the same 
cup with you, now and always. And let men and this 
earth, the bread, the water and the fire, be my 
witnesses: I take him as my husband, - she took a sip, 
then passed the cup to Dayolen. He took it and said 
slowly: 

- Before Arta and Ea, the Stars, the Moon and the 
Sun, I say: now you are my wife, and we will be together 
in life and death. 

And he drank the wine. 

- Let it be so, - replied Andar in a low voice. 


..It was a strange marriage. There were no 
guests. Only the children, discovering everything 
somehow, came to their friend with garlands of 
wildflowers and then, quietly, sat at the table and 
listened to Dayolen's songs... They were probably the 
ones who spread the news through the village. 

They said goodbye to them with looks: some with 
joy, some with mockery, some with surprise or envy. And 
Hagginn shuddered, hearing the sweet and poisonous: 

- How lucky, there's nothing to do! Only a blind 
man could take a scarecrow as his wife and these! 

She turned around, finding the village beauty's 
mocking smile; she clenched her little fists, about to 
jump on the one who had offended her. And then Dayo, 
his Dayo, spoke in a calm and sad voice: 

- So young - and so cruel... - he looked into the 
young girl's face, and she, without meaning to, shielded 
herself with her arm from his gaze. - You are right, my 
eyes are blind; but so is your heart, that's why I see 
further than you. I see what is hidden from you, and I am 
not ashamed to speak it in front of everyone: she is 
beautiful, my nightingale, my winged song, and her 
beauty is only the shining casing, the golden shell of an 
empty nut. Years will pass, the beauty will fade, and 
what will be left for you? Well-cared for hands that have 
never known work, and a blind and cruel heart... I pity 
you. 

So they left, and no one said a bad word to them. 
And men remembered the bitter stories of the blind 
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minstrel. And the children remembered the kind and 
cheerful Hagginn and the strange songs of Dayolen. 
MEN OF MEMORY. YEAR 550 OF THE Ist ERA. 
END OF THE WAR OF WRATH AND THE 1st ERA 


Seven headed east. Six walked. They laid the 
seventh on the stretcher quickly made of crossed spears 
and a black cloak with purple lining. They were the last 
of their house, and possibly their entire clan. In front 
was night, behind - frightening, bloody and torn sky. The 
earth trembled beneath their feet, it roared and groaned 
in agony beneath the feet of the army of Valinor, and in 
their hearts there stirred, like a groan, the pleading 
order: “Go away! Go away!" 

Night ended up not coming, suffocated by the 
flames of the immense fire behind them and the roar of 
the rocks that collapsed into the abyss. They stood on 
the top of a rocky hill, and their polished black armor 
seemed covered in blood in the red reflections, and there 
were red tears on their faces. 

They all belonged to the same house, linked by 
blood, and the one who was lying on the stretcher was 
considered the head of the house, despite being the 
youngest. In that last desperate fight he led the men of 
his clan, under the black flag with the silver and purple 
wing of a night bird. The wounded man's baby brother 
carried the shreds of the torn flag on his chest. They 
stood still, looking at the sky. they saw how the sea 
stretched almost to the hill - red and red, like red-hot 
metal. 

The injured man agitated and, regaining 
consciousness, tried to stand up, supporting himself on 
his elbow. His pale face with hair darkened by sweat 
stuck to his forehead was disfigured with pain and 
despair when he saw what had happened. Biting her lip, 
she closed her eyes and fell onto her back, shaking with 
tears that she could barely contain. 

- It's over... everything is over... everyone has 
perished... and so has he, - he groaned in the agony of 
death. If he could, he would hide his face and his tears 
from others, but his right shoulder was torn by a sword 
blow, he lost a lot of blood from other wounds, and he no 
longer had any strength left. He couldn't move, raise his 
arm... 

A strong wind was blowing from the west, 
pushing the waves against the new shore. And the six of 
them, descending from the hill, lit a fire under the 
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protection of the gray basalt, trying to warm themselves. 
The injured man was no longer quiet - he was agitated in 
delirium, sometimes screaming, sometimes crying, 
trying to tear off the bandages. Sometimes he would 
calm down, lying down with his eyes open and seeing 
nothing. It was clear he wouldn't last long. "Go away! Go 
away!" - continued to resonate in their hearts. And they 
walked and walked eastward, into the dark and 
unexplored lands. 

On the third day, late in the afternoon, the injured 
man came to his senses again and ordered a halt. His dry 
eyes glowed feverishly. He asked them to lift him up and 
stared for a long time at the misty horizon. The sun 
slowly descended through the wisps of fog. And when 
the western sky blazed with unbearably bright flames, 
the wounded man shuddered and said in a voice that did 
not sound like his own: 

- Now it's really over... 

He took a convulsive breath and, turning to the 

six, looked at them with sadness and pain. 

- Go away. Don't forget anything. Preserve the 
memory and pass it on to your children... Remember! 
Remember! - he almost shouted, suddenly grabbing his 
baby brother's arm. 

- Live... Remember... Please... - he whispered, 
letting his head fall on his chest. It was death. 

The last chief's tomb was not rich. He was lying 
down, in his black armor, wrapped in the black and 
purple cloak, and his companions in arms gave him only 
four spears for the last path. The six took with them the 
heavy sword with a silver hilt and interlaced with the 
ancient Night spell on the blade and the tatters of the 
flag. And the cousin of the one who lay in the lonely 
tomb now led them, the new head of the clan - Owl Clan 
- made up of six people. 

The footprints of the last men of the Owl Clan 
were lost in the North, but probably their blood did not 
disappear and the memory of the past was not erased in 
their descendants, because many centuries later among 
the Nine there was one with an ancient sword with a 
handle of silver and the spell of Night on the blade, and 
the Owl's wing was on his black helmet. 

THOSE WHO WALK IN DARKNESS. YEAR 545 OF 
THE 1ST ERA - YEAR 7 OF THE 2ND ERA 


..How many years have it been since she 
abandoned Ast Ahe? In the dead of midnight, in the west 
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the red flames rose - she woke up from cold pain, 
instantly understanding what had happened, 
understanding - it was over. 


“But why east?” 

"Do not ask. It is my order...” 

From that night onwards, she began to see. 
Sometimes they were dreams, sometimes - vague 
visions, sometimes simply words, feelings, shapes... 

- Ahtene, dear - what happened? 


..Along endless roads, under wind and rain, 
under sun and snow, the crazy woman wanders. No one 
knows who she is, where she comes from and where she 
is going, how old she is. And she doesn't know either. Do 
not you remember. Only one thing clings to her dead 
memory - you need, for some reason, to go somewhere. 
But she doesn't know where or why. Do not you 
remember. Only sometimes something shines in the 
shadow of her oblivion, as if a ray of sunlight pierces the 
clouds on a gloomy day. And then she sings. The songs 
come from somewhere in the bottomless dark waters of 
her memory. She doesn't understand her own songs. 
People listen to his wonderful voice, marveling at the 
terrible difference between his pitiful appearance and 
the song, but they do not understand the words. And she 
cries, because memory tries to break through the 
tombstones of her insanity, and she feels pain, because 
unborn memories still fade. And then darkness comes 
again. At night, dreams come in which memory returns 
to her. She remembers everything. But the dream goes 
away, and the memory erases, leaving only a sensation. 
Memory about memory. And again - pain due to the 
impossibility of remembering. She screams and 
struggles on the floor, and people say - crazy, and walk 
around her with disgust and pity. But people are 
merciful - someone throws bread, another covers his 
thin shoulders with an old cloak... So she walks towards 
an unknown destination - from one dream to another. 


.. The room was lit. Celebrations in Ast Ahe are 
rare, so they always try to do something to make the 
party remembered for a long time. Along the walls, tall 
chandeliers, skillfully forged from iron, resemble small 
trees with thin branches, tables are arranged in a 
horseshoe shape, and high up, in the immense 
chandelier held by chains, dozens of candles burn. On 
the other side of the table, inside the horseshoe, more 
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lamps. All night long the women have picked white 
flowers, and now they are everywhere: even the ground 
is covered with petals, like snowflakes, and their fine 
scent fills the air, sparkles in the uncertain shadows, 
gives a taste bitter to wine. 

..And she herself was Ayrene, Ayre, the ray of 
light of Ast Ahe. And she was a friend of the bride, and 
she herself braided the star-flower wreaths for the bride 
and groom. It looked like she was in a fairy tale. 
Everything was magical - a sleeping beauty in the cave 
was enchanted, then a brave warrior arrived and woke 
her up, and now it was time for the wedding. 

That's what happened to your friend Ahtene. Ayre 
remembered - a strange disease that slowly killed her 
soul devoured her. Ahtene never said what happened to 
her. Never and for anyone. He simply died little by little. 
And one day Master decided to cast a magical sleep on 
her, until the cure came. Ayre often came to her friend's 
bed next to the dark lake between fir trees, sat next to 
her and sang softly - Ahtene liked her songs... And then 
this man arrived. He was a foreigner, Ayre knew how he 
ended up in Ast Ahe. The father said, he was there. 
Enemy - but a wounded and tortured man rescued from 
the Orcs could not be an enemy. Thus, the Enemy was 
the one who healed him, and then gratitude overcame 
hostility. Ayre knew that the foreigner was respected 
and that, even if he was considered a prisoner, no one 
limited his freedom here. And behold, he takes his 
beloved friend from Ayre. The young woman was a little 
jealous, despite seeing how much they love each other. 
But even so, Ahtene will leave Ast Ahe together with her 
husband - the Master decided so. That sad. 

And everyone was happy. Warriors and healing 
masters, singers and sages, minstrels and craftsmen, 
men and women today wore their best clothes. The place 
of honor was reserved for the bride and groom. They 
were not yet, just like the Master and Lord of Warriors. 
The noise of impatient waiting filled the room - and was 
suddenly interrupted by a sonorous chord from the silver 
strings. 

- It's time, - said Ayre, lightly pushing the 

strangely shy Ahtene. 

- I'm afraid, - whispered the one. 

- Now this! Are they going to eat you? 

- No, everyone will look... It's easy for you, you're 

used to it, you sing, and I... 
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- Master of healing! Could you possibly be afraid? 

Go ahead! Courage! Today you are the queen! 

Ayre was lying - he was uncomfortable too. But 
how her friend changed, as if the long enchanted sleep 
had completely reshaped her... Before, she was rarely 
like this. 

The young women entered the room, to a storm of 
greetings and toasts. Ahtene backed away, and Ayre 
dragged her to the table almost by force. Apparently, the 
groom was no better either. And then the Master 
entered. Today, Ayre would say, he was dressed 
surprisingly festively. And there was nothing special - 
just the cloak embroidered with silver and precious 
stones, like a sky sprinkled with stars. What an 
expression - almost happy, and the eyes... Don't even 
look, otherwise you'll end up falling in love. Perhaps, 
precisely because of the light of these happy eyes, happy 
little devils began to dance in Ayre's heart, and, diving 
under the Master's arm just as he was about to join 
Ahtene's hands with those of her fiancé, she cried out 
loudly. high: 

- I'm not going to hand over my friend! Pay the 

ransom, you bandit! 

Laughter rolled around the room. Everyone 

laughed, even the father. The Master himself 


smiled... 
- But... I have nothing, - stammered Hurin, 
embarrassed. 


And then one of the young warriors exclaimed: 

- Brothers! Let's pay the bride's ransom to our 

friend! 

Ayre was almost buried under precious 

ornaments. But the intelligent singer dodged: 

- Let that stay with the bride. And for me, that's 
enough, - she chose a small clasp for the cover, in the 
shape of a leaf, made of blue-green stone. 

- Here, - she pretended to wipe her tears and 

sniffle her nose. 

And then she just looked. He saw how Master 
joined the hands of Ahtene and Hurin, how they drank 
from the same cup and everyone greeted them. Only 
three in that room were in white today - the bride and 
groom and she, Ayre. The warriors presented Hurin with 
a magnificent sword. He accepted the weapon with a 
deep bow and, after touching the blade with his lips, 
said: 
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- That sword will never rise against your men, sir. 
Itis n , 
is 
children! 

A hum of approval in response. And then Master 
handed Ahtene a small enamelled copper box. 

- This crown is my gift to you. Whoever uses it 
will be loved always and by everyone. r r But remember, 
the heart of the one who uses it must be pure. And... 
don't forget me. 

- I will forget it, Master - Ahtene replied softly. J, 
And at that moment Ayre had the impression that there 
was something more behind their words, but she didn't 
know what exactly... 

The party continued. The Master sat next to her 
father, and she was surprised by their resemblance - 
they were both gray-haired, their faces were cut with 
scars. And she still knew about the burns on their 
palms... 

- ..How similar they are, - whispered the 

newlywed to the neighbor. - Who is this man? 

The young man next to him became serious: 

- It's Ulv. One of the best in Ast Ahe. He is 
commander of a hundred, and everyone wants to be part 
of it. The Master likes him. 

- But his face - what happened? 

- It's a long story. It's sad. You know, about 
twenty years ago, a young woman came here. They 
called her Irialonna, Enchantress of Fire... 


..As if the hands were once again covered in 
embers. He then clenched them tightly in his fists until 
consciousness left him. Even now this old pain doesn't 
calm down... He was unable to look at the fire for a long 
time and spent his days alone in his cold, dark room, 
stuck in a corner, until Borra took him out by force. 
Something strange was happening to Etark, and Borra 
understood that, by helping the other, Ulv could heal 
himself... Etark has been dead for almost fifteen years... 
So, blind with rage, he himself threw the torch into the 
firewood of Etark. Deyrel and himself broke. Then, upon 
realizing what he had done, he almost went crazy. He 
tried to kill himself, he asked people to kill him... He and 
Ulv understood each other very well. Outwardly, Etark 
healed - but he never laughed again. And six months 
later, he died. Ulv saw how he suddenly dropped his 
sword and stood still; an instant later, in that place 
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It 


where he was, someone lifted his head over the crowd, 
with a joyful exclamation. Ulv was blinded by fury. When 
he again began to perceive the world around him, he 
found himself among a dozen corpses, on the body of 
Etark... That day, Ulv managed to look at the flames of 
the funeral bonfire... He understood well - 

Etark simply let them kill him... 

And Ulv lived. There was a reason. 

The girl saved by Irialonna was considered her 
adopted daughter. Now she has become his daughter. 
Our daughter, - he thought. He took care of her and 
educated her; Probably, deep in his heart he lived in 
mortal fear of losing her too. That's why the father's 
word was law. Only in this way could he protect het... 
The girl grew clear and happy, luminous like a ray of 
sunlight. That's why they called her Ayrene. Fate gave 
her a wonderful voice and, even though she didn't know 
how to compose, any minstrel was happy to give her 
their own songs - as long as she sang them. So, she met 
Ahtene one day. The young healing teacher liked to sing 
and sometimes wrote verses. And Ayre once tried to sing 
some of her ballads. So, they became friends. Ahtene 
could listen to Ayre for hours, and when she did so she 
had a different air - as if the traits of another “self” were 
emerging in her, normally hidden under the mask of 
audacity and courage. One day, she said: 

- When you sing, it's as if I remember something. 
As if I had already lived before. So bitter, yet so good... 
Then the words come, and songs are born - do I 
remember them? Sing more for me, Ayre, please! 

And Ayre sang. One day, the Master heard her. It 
seemed like he had seen a ghost, he was staring into 
space, unable to believe it. He recognized that voice. He 
recognized that handwriting. 

- What are you singing, Ayre? Where?.. 

- Ahtene who composed it. She doesn't... that is, 
she sings, but her voice is very weak. She asks me to 
sing. So she writes songs - as if she simply remembers 
them, so she says. 

- Sing to me. Again, the same one. Please. 

Ayre sang, and he lowered his head more and 

more. 

- Thank you... - he said in a low voice when she 

fell silent. 

- It's Ahtene... Her song. 

- Ahtene... 
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..And Borra remained in Ast Ahe. Tork died - 
wounds exhausted him. His friends stayed by his side 
until the last moment - they spoke to him, sang to him... 
before his death, he asked for a glass of wine and drank 
it to everyone's health. Then he asked them to dress him 
like a warrior and give him the sword. He lay like that 
for a few minutes, then closed his eyes... Good death - 
among friends; good death... then left Ast Ahe after his 
father died. Now his son is here - a good and worthy V 
boy. Ulv smiled - the boy has had his eye on Ayrene for a 
long time... 


..And again - madness and wanderings. Only 
one thing in mind - follow. Where? Because... 
And again - dream... 


- ..Go away. You must leave with the others. I 

ask, I command - go. 

- But why? We will win. We will not? 

Ulv lowered his gray head. 

- No, Ayrene. We will not win. 

She felt an unpleasant cold in her chest, her 

knees felt weak. 

- And... there will be nothing more... 

- No. 

- And you? 

- Sim. 

Ayre grabbed his arm: 

- No! No, you can't die! I don't want! 

Only now did she realize that she had dug her 
nails into her palms and Ulv. With a sigh, she hid her 
face in his chest. Her shoulders were shaking. 

- I don't want... If there is nothing... what... what 

to live for... 

Ulv hugged her - she could hear his heart 

beating. 

- Ayrene, daughter, my girl... don't think I'm 
sending you away out of pity, because I'm your father... I 
want us to be remembered. We will no longer exist, our 
destiny, like that of the grains, is the earth. And you are 
a young sprout, this is your time. They must remember 
us, you understand? If not, it will all be in vain. Then we 
will really lose ourselves. Do you think the hardest thing 
is to perish in combat? No, living is much more 
complicated. I choose a cruel fate for you. But you are 
strong. You know, even though we are of different blood, 
it seems to me sometimes that a part of your adoptive 
mother's spirit has revived in you... And you are my 
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daughter. You will be able to survive. And tell us about 
us. 

- Dad, - said Ayre softly, - tell me about my 
mother. You never told me about her, you said the time 
had yet come. 

- Agora ceg ua hoWell, - agreed Ulv. 


..And the last party. Her father allowed her to 
stay with everyone that last night. This pre-death party 
was strangely bright, faces clear and uplifted - as if all 
the pettiness of everyday life had disappeared. She 
preserved them in her memory like this - clear and 
beautiful. The minstrels' songs sounded in a special way 
that night... Many of them exchanged their lutes for 
swords, and at the hour of dawn, the strings burst into 
fire... And she sang until her voice failed. He sang for 
everyone - for those who left and for those who stayed, 
for those who on this last night wore the white robes of 
bride and groom, to separate forever at sunrise - the 
women should leave. Only the warriors and some healing 
masters remained. And Ayre sang and sang... At 
midnight, the newlyweds retired. And Ayre continued 
singing. She studied the beloved faces, to remember 
them, to remember them like this. Remember the Master 
- that night he didn't hide his hands for the first time. 

Ayre was singing... The Master got up and, slowly 

going around the table, approached her. 

He placed his hands on his shoulders and placed a light 
kiss on his forehead. 

- I thank. Now rest. She's exhausted, and the trip 

will be long... 

In the morning, her father said goodbye to her. 
But he didn't know she would disobey. She did not see 
the whole fight - only the desperate fight at the gates of 
Ast Ahe. Probably, she still had hope, otherwise what 
happened would not be such a terrible blow to her. Like 
a motionless statue, she sat in her hiding place, 
clutching her head that seemed to explode with pain, 
and looked, looked, looked... Remembert... 

At night, already going crazy, she wandered 
through the dead field. She recognized the dead and 
called to them, but there was no response. Two or three 
wounded men - she didn't remember exactly - whose 
groans attracted her attention, and she carried them 
away from that place. She wandered among the dead, 
along with the wives of her enemies, and no one noticed 
her. And the sky was clear even at night - red because of 
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the fire. Ayre stopped - he had recognized a face. She 
remembered it well, it was Rayhe, the one who just 
yesterday was sitting next to her lover with a crown of 
white flowers. They were together now too... “Why 
wasn’t I here? Why didn't I fight? Or did my father teach 
me in vain? Father... Father!!!” She screamed, throwing 
herself to the ground. He was here - as if sleeping, next 
to the torn silk, covered in blood and mud of the flag. 
Next door, the young man who had carried the flag: his 
immobile face is austere and noble. The face of a deity of 
pain... 

Someone approached. 

- We should burn that rag... And all of them... Like 
the Orcs did with ours then... in the same pile! 

She lunged forward like a snake, digging her 
nails into his face with a scream. A blow with the hilt of 
the sword made her fall. 

- Your... 

- Leave it! - someone shouted. - Do you want to 

be like them? It's crazy... 

She barely managed to crawl to the wounded. 
Her bruised face was bleeding, but her eyes were dry. 
Despite all her efforts, the injured died within hours. The 
power that united everyone in Ast Ahe has disappeared. 
They died. Truly, they all maintained themselves only 
with the power of the Enemy, the wise men in Eresséa 
were right... But they also had their own wills. And in 
her spirit, sunk in the shadow of insanity, there still 
burned something that took her to some unknown 
place... 

..A clear ray in the gloom of non-existence... She 
sang, walking along the road, without seeing anything 
other than the vague shapes that appeared in her mind, 
when someone grabbed her shoulder and asked in the 
dialect that made her shudder: 

- What are you singing? Who are you?! 

She looked at the face of the speaker and 
suddenly, without herself knowing the reason, she 
uttered the word that escaped the darkness: 

- Honaht... 

- What?! You saw 

him? Do you 

remember? Who 

are you, who?.. 

She shook her 

head. 
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- Honaht... Honaht, - she repeated, clinging to 
that name, trying to escape the depths of oblivion. 

- Honaht... 

- Poor thing... She's probably from there. We must 
take her to the House, to the boss. Who knows, she will 
remember, maybe tell him about her son... 

Honaht. It seems like she was _ starting to 
remember. This name evoked in his memory the figure of 
to a young warrior, proud and beautiful, with glowing 
amber eyes. But nothing more... 

They washed and fed her, and for the first time 
she fell asleep in a bed. But there were no dreams. 
Perhaps if she stayed here a little longer they would be 
able to awaken her spirit, but she left on the third day. 
No one stopped her - in the lands of the Owls, the 
Wanderer's path is sacred. 

- Her destiny is not here, - said the healing 
master, - I see that something calls her. She must follow. 
May Illais be with her... 


..And she again walks, madly, through desert 
lands, among gray mosses and rocks, low northern pines 
and thousands of small ponds. The late autumn wind 
blows sharp grains of snow into her face, her feet are 
bruised and no longer feel the cold. The blood has dried 
on her cracked lips, and she walks, sings and cries... 
There is no one to give her bread, no one to throw her 
old clothes. Exhausted, almost naked - she walks 
towards the place where, at the end of the world, the 
crown of Seven Stars shines at night... 


..In the past, rock salt was extracted here. 
Almost a maze of corridors opened by men appeared. 
Then, when the extraction ended, those seeking solitude 
began to come here. It was their hands that created the 
bas-reliefs and columns, statues and lamps... And 
beyond, in the depths - caves, and in the largest of them 
there is a lagoon of medicinal waters. The air of the 
caves revives, and the peace and silence bring healing to 
the heart that has become sick. Slowly the drops of 
water fall. Rhythmically, like minutes counted by 
Eternity. Along the lagoon, surrounding it, there is a 
trail. Along it, some people with lamps advance - without 
making noise, avoiding disturbing the calm of this place, 
slowly - they carry the woman they just found at the 
edge of the Forest. Birds flew over the houses - they 
called... 
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..Here it was hot - in this land, volcanoes still 
spew lava sometimes, and their fire heats the ground. 
The guardian of the Warm Caves was considered one of 
the best in the art of healing, and it was a great honor to 
be among her disciples. There were few of them, as it is 
much more difficult to heal the soul than the body. Now 
she and her disciple stood silently at the bedside of the 
sleeping wanderer - motionless and unconscious; only 
her faint breathing indicated that she was still alive. 

The bluish tones of the polished walls, the soft 
carpet on the floor, the gloom barely dispelled by the 
greenish light from the glass lamps, everything created a 
feeling of peace, calm, making you fall asleep. You could 
hear the sound of drops of water falling. 

Halinn, a woman of about fifty, appeared to be 
much younger - although that was the case with all the 
people of this land. She studied the face of the sleeping 
woman, as if she were listening to the most secret 
dreams, of which the patient herself was unaware. 

- Her body is almost healed, - Halinn finally said, 
but with such sadness that the young disciple shuddered. 

- She's all gray... And she can't be much older 
than you. This is the Big World. You know - I was always 
against the Wanderers leaving our land, but I'm probably 
just incapable of understanding. 

The young man lowered his head. 

- Soon, she will wake up. I hope your 
strengthened body is able to support your soul in the 
fight against the madness and poison of the past. Her 
burden is heavy... c 

- Maybe it would be better if she forgets? - 

whispered the young man. 

- We cannot deprive her of her memory without asking 

her. Will she want to become someone else? 

By any chance, would you? - the woman looked into the 
disciple’s eyes. 

That one quickly looked away. The woman 

smiled: 

- Stay here. She will need your help. When he 
wakes up, give him hot wine with herbs and broth. 
After... 

The young man nodded, almost without listening. 
He already knew everything, he thought thousands of 
times about how she will wake up and what he should 
do... 

The woman left, leaving him alone with the 
sleeping young woman. He approached the table where, 
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since the first day, there had been the small clasp for the 
cloak - a sheet of blue-green stone. How did she manage 
to preserve it... He stood still, studying that face that had 
become so dear to him. What's beyond that? What will 
she be like when she wakes up? Will it be similar to the 
one he imagined? 

“Now, while you are still mine, if I dare to think 
so, I want to leave me something as a souvenir... Forgive 
me.” 

He bent over the sleeping woman and kissed her 

on the lips. 

“And, when she awoke in the enchanted cave of 
magical sleep, she saw the one who woke her up and 
loved him...” So the fairy tales say. 

There were no more dreams. There was memory. 
And the pain that didn't leave her - like a needle in the 
heart... On the outside, she was completely healed - only 
her hair was white. Along with the other women, she 
took care of daily tasks. Even if she couldn't call herself 
Sunbeam now, but how clear was the house of the 
healing master Halinn where the young visitor now 
lived... 

Everything would be fine if it weren't for the 
constant premonition of evil. Everyone understood that - 
especially when she sang. And she sang more and more 
frequently now, as if she feared she wouldn't have time 
to convey everything she knew. Now she talked about 
everything she remembered - simply told about her own 
life, about all those she had known and loved - 
thousands of times, in the smallest details... About Ulv, 
about her great love and great pain, about Etark - her 
father remembered him often, about Tork and Borra, 
who raised her together with the good and sad Ahett, 
about the Master, about Ahtene, about Gorthaur - 
everything he remembered, the most insignificant 
details, everything he had heard from others . And she 
sang... Ulltayr couldn't forget how she once told him: 

- They said about us that we are just shells, 
contents of the Enemy's evil and anger, and when he 
leaves, we will cease to exist... There is a grain of truth 
in that. There was something that united us all, and now 
it's hard to live without it. Like a wound in the soul, and 
life drains drop by drop. I'm afraid, I want to stay - but 
the strength abandons me. Even you, the one who healed 
me, my beloved, will not be able to close this wound... 
Don't leave me. At least while I live... 
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He still wanted to ask then - where did the 
Master go, what happened to him... He ended up not 
asking. And she never talked about it. 

... The year was coming to an end when Ayrene - 
now they called her Aerne - fell ill, never to be cured. 
Ulltayr barely moved away from her. In the Land-beside- 
the-Sea they do not die in solitude. Beside her were her 
friends - those who loved her; and would it be possible 
not to love Ayre? Sometimes she felt better, and sang 
again. This happened most often at sunset, when the red, 
copper sun slowly sank into the sea. Later, when she 
could no longer sing, others sang to her, talked about 
good things, as if ahead were not death, but long and 
happy years... 

That's how she left - on an autumn night, when 
the Star was looking through the window. Her head was 
on Ulltayr's knees, a flute was singing softly, and the 
women were singing too... 

And they didn't notice the moment Ayre's breathing 
stopped. 

So Ast Ahe's songs remained on this earth, along 
with everything Ayrene had told. Their stories were 
written down, and the Wanderers, when leaving for the 
Big World, carried with them the memory that had 
already been lost there. 

“The earth is heavy, it oppresses the chest... You 
will not stay on the earth, and the fire burns so much... 
They say that there, beyond the sea, there is a path to 
the stars, to our Star... At sunset, the boat will take us to 
the sea, at sunset the waves will lift us to the sky....” 


.. Thirteen years old... Hurin and Ahtene - now 
they called her Morwen, - had two children: the oldest, 
with greenish-brown eyes, looked like his mother, the 
youngest took after his father. Thirteen years. 

Something happened last year. No, she wasn't 
sick: a pensive tiredness simply arose in her, perhaps 
longing... She hardly left the house: she sat at the 
window with her embroidery and often, when she 
entered the room, Htrin saw that she was motionless 
with the needle in his hand, and looked into space 
without blinking - as if he saw something that he would 
not be able to perceive. 

She ate almost nothing - she shrugged her 
shoulders and said with a guilty smile: I don't feel like it. 
She hardly slept - she lay there, sleepless, staring into 
the darkness. 
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He always tried to do something with her, without 
being able to see how part, drop by drop, of her spirit: 
she just smiled with a guilty affection - look how I am... 

How I am? 

Faint... How terribly this star shines... 

My love, my dear girl, beloved, what happened? 

I don't know... It's bitter and light, it feels like 

wings will grow and I'll fly out of here... 

She didn't get up anymore. His body became 
light, face and arms - almost transparent, and he 
sometimes realized that he could not stand her gaze. My 
only one, my dear, what should I do, what?... 

Nothing... It's okay, darling... 

She wasn't crying, she was smiling, but tears 
were slowly running down her face, and she no longer 
had the strength to lift her arm and wipe them away. 

I ended up not finishing the embroidery... a 

shame, it would be beautiful... white irises - like 

at home... Stop the nonsense, calm down... 

I'm calm... Don't worry, dear, there's no need... 


... That afternoon, he sat next to her and told her, 

not even understanding what. 
Say anything, anything but this silence. 

- I would like to take a look at my wedding 

jewelry. 

He was happy that she had said something, that 
she had wanted something, and ran to fulfill the request, 
as if it were an order. 

And, upon returning, he was met with a strange 
look from surprisingly green eyes - herbs under the ice. 

- You came? 

He wanted to answer - yes, but the words stuck 
in the throat. 

- You came back... I believed, I waited... Why did 
you make me leave? Did you think it was possible to 
make people forget? That I will forget? 

She smiled again, sadly. 

- Please... don't leave now. Not long to go. 

He sat down hurriedly. 

- Give me your hand... no, you don't have to: it 

will hurt. I ended up not being able to... 

He didn't understand what was happening. He 
probably should have said something to stop the 
delirium, but he couldn't find the right words. 

She raised her arm - shadow of the gesture: 
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- There are stars in your hair, look... and your 

hair is like snow... 

He began to understand. And the face - her face - 
no, not hers, another, young, strange - almost like when 
she was asleep then... 

- It seems to me that I also have wings now... I 
will open them and fly to the sky... I always wanted to do 
this myself... and I will fly... fly... 

The voice faded. 

- But now I'm so sleepy... Just don't 

leave - it's true, will you stay?.. He 

closed his eyes. 

- But I won't fall asleep like I did then... I won't 
forget... Have pity on me, I won't be able to anymore... 
Don't go... - already falling asleep. - I'll be back... 

His breathing was so soft that it probably 
wouldn't make even a candle flame waver. It became 
lighter and lighter - and went out... 
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QUEEN OF IRISES. YEAR 512 OF THE AWAKENING 
OF THE ELVES - YEAR 32 OF THE 2ND ERA 


..For a long time - so long that she herself had 
forgotten it - it seemed to her that she had always 
compared his face with another, buried in the depths of 
her memory. But these features were softer; these eyes 
radiated tranquility; this hair fell over the shoulders in a 
wave of golden light; that voice flowed like soft music... 
And the hands - those beautiful and delicately soft 
hands, in comparison with which even hers sometimes 
seemed rough and calloused, and happiness that almost 
stops the heart - when He allows them to let her touch 
them, feel with her lips the perfumed heat of the skin 
and the chill of the precious rings - hundreds of times 
more precious, almost relics, as these rings adorn His 
hands... 

"Teacher. My beloved Lord and Master..." 

As long as she remembered - from the time she 
woke up from the infinite enchanted sleep - she was 
always by His side, and the first thing she saw was His 
face, enveloped in soft golden light, beautiful, wise and 
sweet face... And He was always kind and affectionate 
with her, she, unique among all, called him his disciple, 
and for her there was no one other than Him - unique 
and adored... 

“The Vanyar are beautiful - but the softness and 
whiteness of their ladies' faces cannot be compared with 
His face; and my beloved is beautiful, clear and blushing 
better than ten thousands of others. 

Your hair is pure gold; her curls are wavy and 

golden like the light of the Tree 
Laurelin; 

His eyes are like doves beside streams of water, 

bathing in milk; 

Your faces are a fragrant garden; her lips - red 
roses, from which an indescribable aroma gushes... 

You are beautiful, my beloved, and there is no 

blemish on You... 

And the golden-haired singers who sit on the 
steps of Your throne are ashamed of their voices and fall 
silent as soon as You begin to speak... 

If You were my brother, then I, when I met you, 

would kiss you, and they would not condemn me; 

I would take you, and I would bring you to my 
mother's house. You would teach me, and I would give 
you perfumed wine to drink... 
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Place me, like a ring, on Your hand, for my love is 
strong as the throne of the Only Creator of all that Is. 
Immense waves cannot erase love, and rivers will not 
cover it. If someone gave all the riches he possessed in 
exchange for love, he would be rejected with scorn...” 

Truly, even in the Blessed Realm, who could 
compete in beauty, greatness and wisdom with Him, 
King of the World? And what about the Abandoned 
Lands, then... Although she never saw them. 

Amarié the Beautiful was born in Valinor. 


Amarié. The name is the eternal light of the 
Blessed Kingdom, ringing of precious drops that fall 
from the leaves of the Golden Tree, whose color 
resembles that of her hair. 

He had said one day - Mireanna. The name is like 
the shine of diamonds. He called it that, and he was not 
mistaken; truly, a Precious Gift, the fairest among the 
Vanyar, whose eyes are clearer than the sky of Valinor, 
whose hair is a slow cascade of pale gold... 

Many look in wonder at Amarié, the Beautiful; she 
is like a bright spark that ignites love in hearts; but for 
her there is no greater happiness than sitting on the 
steps of the throne at the top of Taniquetil and 
composing songs in honor of Him, the only one... 
Probably only one was worthy of the honor of being at 
least sometimes at Amarie's side, the Fair: the eldest son 
of Finarfin the Golden and Earwen of Alqualondé, 
descendant of Finwé, the Elect of the Valar - Findarato. 
What? - her relative? - she doesn't care about that: what 
does kinship even with the Kings of the Eldar matter to 
the one who became a disciple of the King of the World 
himself? But Findarath's worship flatters Amarié, for he 
is one of the most skilled craftsmen and singers of the 
Noldor people. 

Yes, she was beautiful, and Curufinwé Féanaro 
himself had once looked upon her with love, but she 
feared the audacity of the indomitable Spirit of Fire: she 
avoided him. Although the fact that the proud Noldo 
quickly consoled himself and even preferred a certain 
Nerdanel to her saddened Amarié, but for a short time. 

And afterwards, the Enemy was released from the 
underground prisons of Mandos. She ended up not 
seeing him once - she was afraid for some reason; and 
the King of the World seemed not to want that. 

..And the light of the Trees went out, and the 
rebellious Noldor abandoned the Land of the Immortals, 
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and the blood cooled on the stones of Alqualondé... And 
Findarato left for the unexplored and terrible Mortal 
Lands, carrying in his heart the longing of happiness 
that was not fulfilled, because he read too clearly in the 
spirit of his beloved, and there was no place for him in 
the land that knew no sadness... 


Goodbye, my love, goodbye: 

I'm leaving for the Forgotten Lands, 

And the oath whips like a whip, 

And I carry the burden of other people's 
mistakes... 

May our punishment be death, 

Arda's call is stronger. 

I choose the sufferings of wanderings, 
You choose the quiet of obedience; 

For me - the ice teeth of Helcaraxé, 

For you - the light of Varda's smile... 

Only he will know the value of life 

Who bears pain and fear; 

And only he will know the value of beauty, 
Who saw the mud and the blood, 

And only by hating will you understand 
How heavy love is... 

Everything has a price 

Equal for the obedient and the rebellious: 
For me - to die in despair in a dungeon, 
For you - sing the beauty of the skies of Valinor. 
Death will bring me back, 

And I will look into your eyes, 

And what will I say then, 
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S, 
You will not share my sufferings... 

There will be a meeting more cruel than 
separation, 

And everyone will get what they deserve: 

For me - eternal torments of not forgetting, 

For you - 

the 

innocence of 

misundersta 

nding... 

Goodbye. 


- ...Master, I want to see you. 

Manwe affectionately stroked Amarié's golden 

curls: 

- Sweet child, why do you need this? - the soft 
voice in no way betrayed the half-forgotten fear that it 
awoke in him. 

She pouted, like a hurt child: 

- Please, Master, I want to take a look! 

- This will not bring you pleasure. He... he's ugly. 

"And why not? Could she perhaps recognize him 
now? And she doesn’t even remember anymore... and - 
what does she have to remember?” 

- But I want! 

The King of the World sighed: 

- My disciple, I will not create obstacles for you. I 
just didn't want my beautiful and charming child to be 
saddened by such a sight. Just promise me that you will 
not test the courage of your heart if it is too unpleasant 
for you. 

- I thank you, I thank you, Master! - Amarié's face 
lit up, she knelt down gracefully, took the King of the 
World's hand and kissed it with burning lips. 


...Don't trip. Don't fall. To hold on. 

A shout. 

He turned around. 

This face. These eyes. He remembered them all, 
recognized them - even adults, even transformed into 
Light Elves. 

Yolli, Queen of Irises, thin stem... Yolli?.. 

The beautiful, smooth face is disfigured by a 

grimace of anger and disgust. 
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This eyeless monster is the one who dared to call 
himself the brother of the King of the World?! If it 
weren't for the invincible - to the point of causing nausea 
- horror, I would throw a stone at the hateful and 
disgusting face, which can hardly be called a face... 
Monster, monster, creature of nightmare... and yet, this 
bastard from the abyss I turned to her and looked at her 
with the hideous black holes, looked straight into her 
eyes... 

She ran away, choking on a soundless scream, 
bumping blindly into someone, seeing nothing with her 
frightened eyes - arriving, falling at her feet, hiding her 
face in the folds of her blue and gold robes... “Master, 
my Lord, save me, help me!..” 

Everything is alright. There would be no point in 
expecting her to recognize him now: there was nothing 
left of what he had been before, nothing that Yolli could 
remember. Eyeless monster. All right, girl. He smiled 
bitterly: the King of the World himself could not conceive 
of a better revenge. What is the pain compared to this 
encounter, with the look without recognition, full of fear 
and disgust, the look of the one who had been the last 
Queen of Irises... 

To hold on. 

Don't trip. Don't fall. Don't scream, just don't 

scream... 

They must not see this. 
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- ...Master... Master... - she cried bitterly, with 

her face on his knees. 

- Stop, my child, calm down... 

- That... he... he looked at me... oh... 

A chill ran down the King of the World's spine, 
but he controlled himself: delirium, she couldn't 
recognize it. Could not! There was nothing left for her to 
recognize! 

- I had warned you, my child: you didn't need to 

see him. 

- Yes, yes, You are right, my lord, You are right... 

She raised her head, blushing involuntarily; In 
her gaze, directed from below to the King's beautiful 
face, there was no usual docility - its place was taken by 
burning hatred. She suddenly bared her teeth, clenching 
her small fists: 

- Only because he dared to call himself His... - she 
choked on the word “brother”, - only for that... if... I 
would tear out his eyes myself! 

This made Manwé shudder. And for the first time, 
his disciple's loyalty mixed with adoration, demonstrated 
by this unexpectedly furious agitation, frightened him. 
He didn't want her to stay by his side now, he almost 
feared her right now. 

The King of the World stood up abruptly. He 
walked back and forth around the room, without looking 
at her. Stopped. 

- Go to the Gardens of Irmo... Amarié. He will 
banish this terrible memory from your mind and restore 
tranquility to your heart. 

She remained motionless, on her knees, looking 
at him with her eyes wide open, and a moment later, 
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trembling, she clung to his feet and whispered, through 
her tears: 

- Master, don't expel me... Better that you kill 
me... My Lord, my King, have mercy, kill me... Because I 
love You... don't expel... 

This desperate plea touched the King of the 
World. He held her by the shoulders and lifted her up - 
pleading eyes, red with tears, silently scream for mercy, 
full and soft lips tremble, hands pressed against the 
chest in a gesture of supplication. 

"That's not it," he replied as softly as he could. - 
How could I expel my dear disciple... 


Desperately happy face: 
- True? Aren't 

you angry 

with me, 

Master? 

Manweé 

smiled 

silently. 


- If You wish, I will go to the Gardens of Irmo... I 
will come back and bring you flowers, may I? I can yes?.. 


When left alone, the King of the World began to 
measure the room with his steps, nervously interlacing 
his fingers. Amarié was not only and not so much his 
disciple, as his most perfect work. He created it himself; 
There was nothing in it that was not placed by himself in 
this beautiful and perfect form, like a precious stone in 
an elegant setting. And it was precisely she who now 
scared him. Why?.. 

- I will answer you. 

The King of the World turned around, 

shuddering. 

- The cure does not wait for the call to come, 
otherwise it may be late, - explained Irmo, looking at the 
wall. And I'm already late. - He sighed: 

- Then, Manwe, I will answer. I will say what my 
brother should say if you questioned him. 

- To us? 

- No, - Irmo smiled with an unexpected threat 
and, as if to expel the slightest shadow of doubt, added, 
clearly. - Melkor. 

The King of the World took a step back; although 
Irmo didn't see the expression on his face - he was still 
looking at the wall. 
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- And so. You really put everything into it. He 
created it again. The thoughts, feelings, all the 
movements of her spirit. You have created a mirror; but 
even that is not evil. You have created a mirror that 
reflects only one being - yourself. He was not afraid of 
her, but of himself, of his own reflection: without that 
she is empty. There's nothing left in it. 

The Dream Lord laughed mirthlessly: 

- You, you know, made a mistake... master. It is 
not disciples he needs, but servants. Shadows. Will you 
allow someone to equal you or, even more so, surpass 
you? And the disciples... although you wouldn't 
understand. And that doesn't even matter anymore now. 
You tried to cast out your own shadow... 

He became thoughtful. 

- That would make a strange fairy tale: casting 
out your own shadow. But it's not about that. It is you, 
not her, who belongs in my gardens. And I would 
probably welcome you - if you wanted it yourself. Simply 
because the one who heals cannot refuse to help. But 
you won't want to. Poor girl. Do you think she loves him? 

Manwé involuntarily raised his arm, as if trying to 
protect himself from Irmo's words - an awkward gesture, 
so different from his usual movements, smooth and 
measured. That must have been what stopped the 
second of the Féanturi: he fell silent, for the first time 
looking at the King of the World. 

- And you yourself, Manwé: do you know how to 
love?.. - Brother asked him suddenly, with compassion. 

The enchanted eyes of the Lord of Dreams met 
the gaze of the King of the World. Just for a moment. 

This look... 

- Do not fear. I won't disturb you anymore. Only 

the living need healing... 

The echoes of the voice dissolve, the fog dissolves 

- and he is no longer in the golden room. 


..She had never been to this part of Lorien 
Gardens. It was impossible to understand whether the 
air was different here, or the trees. Quiet and sad place. 
She already wanted to leave, but when she saw the 
flowers, she even clapped her hands - that's what she 
was looking for, there shouldn't be flowers like that in 
the entire Blessed Kingdom! 

The most numerous were the purple ones: dark 
stems with reddish, blade-like leaves, three soft, blood- 
colored petals forming the crown of the flower, three 
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brown and velvety beneath, and the strange, almost 
imperceptible smell awakening vague visions, a longing 
for something for d always lost. 

There were others: white, purple... But one 
seemed the most beautiful: gold and pink, the color of 
dawn. She stretched out her arm - plucked the flower: 
the stem broke with surprising ease, the petals swayed - 
as if waving. 

- What are you doing here? - the voice sounded 

so harsh that she shuddered, almost dropping her 

hand. 
flower. 

The expression of the Lord of Dreams was 

strange. For some reason she was intimidated: 

- I... nothing... I just wanted to take the flower - 

can I? 

- You've already done this; what question for? And 
why do you need these flowers - there are few others in 
the forests of Yavanna? 

- Lord of Dreams, - Amarié calmed down, - I have 

never seen anything like it among Valié's 

creations 
Kementari, and I never found these flowers in the Land 
of Aman, although they... 

She fell silent. Irmo looked at her carefully: 

- They what, child? 

- They seemed familiar to me, as if I had already 
seen them before... What are these flowers called, Lord 
of Dreams? - a light cloud that had run across her face 
disappeared almost at the same moment. 


- .. I would like to leave you something. Of 

remembrance. 

- For what? Do you think I will forget... - “my 
brother”, Irmo added in his thoughts, but he didn’t have 
the courage to say it out loud. 

- It is not an object, Brother; I will leave you 

something alive. Look... 

- What are these flowers called? - the Lord of 
Dreams was enchanted, he traced something similar to 
the flower in the air. 

- Song of Nightfall, and also - ielli. We had an Iris 

Party... 


- ,..What are these flowers called, Lord of 
Dreams? 
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Irmo was thoughtful and left Amarié's question 
unanswered, and asked himself: - Did you 
collect it for yourself? 

She was embarrassed; Understanding, Irmo 
smiled sadly again. In the end, fate is cruel in its 
mockery. But the flower will wither before the King of 
the World touches it. 

- I fear these flowers can only live in my gardens, 

- he said aloud. 

-But why, Lord of Dreams? 

Irmo didn't respond. 


..Amarié... After long years - and the years of 
Arda are long - the golden fog hid the memories of the 
Blessed Kingdom. A name, a song, a vision remained... 
Amarié. Separated by the endless sea, by the curse of 
the Lord of Destiny. Amarié - beloved - enchanted flower 
of Valimar... Her name cooled in blood on the lips of him 
who died in the dark power of the underground of Tol-in- 
Gaurhoth. Her name was the first star that lit up in the 
darkness for the awakening consciousness in the 
Mandos of Mandos. And along with this name - for the 
naked spirit is devoid of the protection of merciful 
oblivion - memory returned, and this was bitter. 

Through the dark underground rooms, a lonely 
spirit wanders. Amarié - chosen by Manwe, disciple of 
Manweée, the most beautiful among the beautiful Vanyar. 
He called her his beloved, and she smiled - patiently and 
coldly, and looked him in the eyes. And what he read in 
this look drove him far, far from the Blessed Realm, 
beyond the sea, through the ices of Helcaraxé - his eyes 
are colder than ice, - under the lash of curse and Mandos 
- a blow What burns is your gaze, - to the Forsaken 
Lands that were under the Enemy's rule - there is 
darkness in my spirit... 

He was almost happy with the curse that sealed 
the fate of the house of Finwé - a curse that sealed the 
gates of Mandos with the seal of never. But these 
opened, and the messenger of the King of the World 
summoned him to the festivities. 

He was in the middle of the circle under stares - 
like under whips - unprotected; the soft light hurt his 
eyes, and he had the impression of being in the Circle of 
Destiny, and he was the condemned one... He stood 
there, head down, not understanding why he was here, 
why they want to judge him, when he heard the voice of 
the King of World: 
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- Findarato, fearless hero, son of the wise king of 
the Noldor, descendant of Finwé, beloved by the Powers! 
We know your deeds. The wine in his cup was bitter, 
because of the Enemy. Now receive this chalice from 
Our hands, and may it be Valmar's first gift to the 
warrior who sacrificed himself in the name of the glory 
of Light! 

What is he talking about?.. Or they don't know 
anything here... it was all different... strange power, 
another truth, bitterness of incomprehensible guilt... 
Black and White tear each other apart in blood... Stones 
slippery dungeon, chains, the bared teeth of the Orc, 
blood in the throat... What?.. yes, we need to get closer... 
take the chalice... dark, espresso - blood? Wine?.. Cold 
laughter of the Cruel... the sneer of the Orc... benevolent 
smile of the King of the World... 

He approached, knelt awkwardly, almost fell - his 
legs were no longer supporting him, the world lost its 
clarity for an instant, and the wave of memories 
enveloped him, and it was terrible - instead of this 
majestic and kind face see another: cold smile or bared 
teeth... 

- Drink it! The King of the World himself honors 
you - drink! - deafening whisper-wheezing in the ears, 
on both sides. 

He brought the goblet to his lips, almost spilling 
the wine. The sweet liquid felt like a lump in my throat. 
He swallowed forcefully and stood up, feeling his legs 
soften. Everything around was not real, too colorful, too 
bright, just as the world can be seen only through the 
inflamed eyes of a dying person. He will regain 
consciousness, and around him there will be only the 
heavy, slippery walls and the damp darkness of the 
dungeon of Tol-in-Gaurhoth. And for some reason, he 
would like to regain consciousness. May it be there, may 
the mouth be filled with dark blood again - yours, 
someone else's, may there be again the Cruel's 
penetrating and icy gaze, the Cruel's incomprehensible 
words. 

Mortal... Beren?.. where are you... and chains... but 
wouldn't you be chained now?.. 

- Say something! - the same hissing whisper. 

Speak?.. yes, now... it is 

necessary to say something... 

thank you for the honor... He 

took a deep breath of the 
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insipid air that was tearing 

his lungs apart. 

- Powerful... and you, Lord of the World, luminous 

Manwé Sulimo... 

Words - strange, as sharp and insipid as this air. 

- I, Finrod, son of Golden Arafinwe... 

Without looking, he bowed to his father. 

- ..descendant of Finwé, the Chosen of the 
Valar... I thank you for the great honor bestowed upon 
me... by summoning me from the dark abode... to your 
feast... Your words... King of World... (when will this 
torment end!) in letters of gold will be... eternally 
engraved in my heart (what else to say, what?! What do 
you want from me...). I... - he coughed, took another 
breath, - I'm happy to have managed to bring... the 
expected victory... I have no words to express... what 
today... fills my heart... 

He fell silent and bowed awkwardly. 

Let me go, I've done everything... Because it 

tortures me... 

- Noble Findarato! Your words of respect are joy 
to the ears of the Great Ones. You are worthy of the 
ultimate reward - and you will receive it, for the Powers 
know how to read the depths of hearts. 

What will it be about? Isn't that all yet... 

- Today we call you here, Amarié Mireanna, so 
that you may be a precious gift to the victor, for truly 
there is no greater treasure in Valmar than the beauty of 
the Firstborn, and there is no greater joy for the Lords of 
Arda than uniting two passionate hearts that remained 
separated for so long. 

Amarié looked at the King of the World without 
understanding: how? She, disciple of Manwé himself, his 
chosen one - is suddenly handed over, like an object, to a 
wretched Noldo? B 

Affectionate smile: “It is necessary, my child.” 

“Yes, of course... I understand, this is a sacrifice I 
must make in Your name... You are merciful, you are 
good, you are noble; You could not act otherwise... I 
understand, for you will not deprive me of your graces; 
for it is not of my own will that I do this; May it then be 
His will! Then 
You are right always and in everything, You are fair, 
even if justice hurts Your heart..." 

And Amarié, with a smile of sad pride, advanced 
towards Finrod. He retreated, looking around, cornered, 
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looking for the Lord of Destiny... Brother... Nienna... 
Este... 

They weren't. 

He was totally alone in the circle of smiling faces, 
and the lower Maiar ran, filling the chalices, and these 
were already raised, to the happiness of the bride and 
groom... 

- King of the world! - hoarse and desperate voice. 
- I am unworthy of this immense honor! The years of 
Middle Earth have tired me, they have cast a shadow 
over my heart - I cannot... 

A whisper ran under the white and gold ceiling - 
to be replaced, at the same moment, by respectful 
silence: smiling paternally, Manwé came down from the 
throne and held their hands: 

- Yes, your suffering was immense, but the soft 
hands of this beautiful lady, who today we will call the 
Golden Flower of Valinor, will heal the wounds of your 
heart. From this day forward, you are spouses before the 
One and the Powers, and may your destinies unite, just 
as today We join your hands. And receive my gift... 

In silence, Manwé placed Amarié's small white 
hand in Finrod's cold ones. And at the same moment, the 
swift Maiar appeared, placed golden crowns with flowers 
of precious stones on the heads of the newlyweds - this 
was the King of the World's gift to him... and painfully 
desired - to tear off, to throw the heavy and shining 
crown that forced the head to the ground, but now the 
toasts sound, and the chalices are filled again, and 
someone again pushes a golden chalice to him - words of 
the King of the World, drink as a symbol of your union... 
He took a sip of wine, which burned his throat, lowered 
his eyes so as not to see the cold and luminous smile on 
his blonde... wife's face?... Unique, why do you punish 
me like that... 

And a gold necklace with sapphires, the work of 
the skilled craftsmen of the Noldor - by custom, a gift 
from the groom's father to the bride. 

- A song! 

The cry was repeated by many. A new smile from 

the King of the World: 

- In times of yore, more than once you delighted 
the ears of the Great Ones with your song, 
Findarato. Sing for us today too, so that our spirits are 

filled with the sounds of beautiful melodies. 

Song... no, he won't give them that, they won't 
have that! And terrible, more terrible than it was then, in 
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front of the Cruel, is to see the hopeful faces, bright and 
thirsty eyes, and all that golden crowd of a thousand 
faces waiting, holding their breath, what he will do, it 
suddenly seems to him. a pack of wild animals whose 
nostrils flare at the premonition of blood... No, they 
won't have that, he won't bare his own soul for their 
amusement, no! It's worse than death in the rotten hole, 
and almost Orcish snouts grimace and bare their teeth- 
so we're waiting! And give them the last one he had 
left?! They took love, freedom, locked it in a golden cage 
and left it for the crowd to see... Even the Enemy could 
not conceive of a worse torment... 

Enemy... Probably, he too had become like that, 
under the gazes, as under whips, he saw the same eyes 
of the Immortals, thirsty for new fun. It's easier when 
they hate; but when there is only this?.. Now he almost 
understood the Enemy, and a sudden shadow of bitter 
compassion that touched his heart not only did not seem 
sinful to him, but even did not surprise him. 

He was silent. Amarié's sharp nails dug into his 

arm: 

- Sing - the King of the World himself asks, - she 

continued smiling. 

He closed his eyes, listening to his own voice: 

- I hope that the Powers, and you, King of the 
World, forgive me, - he bowed blindly. - My hoarse voice 
is not worthy of a happy party. But everyone knows how 
beautiful my lady Amarié's songs are, so now I humbly 
ask - that she sing for the Powers; and it will be sweet 
for me to hear it after long years of separation. 

The World King nodded benevolently. Amarié let 
go of Finrod's hand, and he was finally able to open his 
eyes. No one paid attention to him anymore - all eyes 
were on her and, when the spell of the song enveloped 
everyone, he slipped out of the room unnoticed... 


- ...Lord of Dreams... 

- I know. I don't need to be there, - he waved 
towards Taniquetil, without looking, - to understand. 

- If I knew... 

- You don't need to say anything. You will sleep 

for a long time... 

- And will I dream? 

Irmo placed his hand on Finrod's shoulder in a 

reassuring gesture: 

- Stars. Eternal Stars and the Song. Just it. 

Sleep... sleep. 
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WINNERS PARTY. YEAR 32 OF THE 2ND ERA 


He asked himself thousands of times - why, why 
did he come to this party? In any case, he rarely 
appeared at get-togethers - the thoughtless joy bothered 
him; even more so today - because I knew what they 
intended to celebrate. And, despite everything, 
something was dragging him against his will. He walked 
and cursed himself - so recently he had gone mad with 
other people's pain and was, himself, begging for death, 
so recently he lit the seven stars in the silent round 
room, and now he was going to the murderers’ party. 
Why? I couldn't find an answer. And even so he went, as 
if realizing - there he will find the answer. Thus the Lord 
of Destiny ascended to the highest mountain of the 
Blessed Realm. 

Maiar of the King of the World revered him, and 
in their blue eyes there was fear and perplexity - Namo 
rarely attended the festivals of the Valar. He entered the 
room that shone with gold and whose ceiling rose almost 
to the sky; through the round window in the dome shone 
the stars of Varda - constant, too beautiful to be true. 
Eonwé announced: 

- Hail the Lord of the Destinies of Arda, the great 

Namo! 

For a moment an alert and perplexed silence 
enveloped the room, then the King of the World 
exclaimed with exaggerated joy: 

- Welcome, my brother! How happy I am that you 
came to share everyone's joy! 

Namo nodded. Neither Irmo, nor Nienna, nor 
Esté came. Clearly, he wasn't expected either. 

- There are too many visitors now in my mansions, 
- he highlighted, - and I came to stay a little. But I 
couldn't help but come at a time like this. 

Manwé had the impression that he felt a second 
meaning in both Namo's words and his discouraged 
smile. But it was necessary to accept things as they 
were. Namo was taken to a throne, a Maia brought him a 
large chalice carved in noble dark tourmaline and filled 
it with wine. Namo did not look at the chalice. Those 
who were in the room were most interested. Closest to 
Manwe's throne, on an elevation, were the thrones of the 
Valar, then were the Maiar of all ranks - those most 
important closest to the thrones, and the least significant 
were further away, and beyond them the Elves. And 
right in the center was an immense chalice full of wine, 
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and from it they drew the red drink for those who were 
celebrating. There, on the other side of the table, just to 
Manwe's right, sits Tulkas, looking like a tick that has 
gorged itself on blood. His face is already red like copper 
on hot coals, his eyes are bloodshot. Hero. Nessa and 
Oromé are together. Nessa hums something, always 
trying to hug her husband and looking gracefully into his 
eyes. Oromeé says something seriously, not paying the 
slightest attention to the fact that his brother-in-law, 
drunk with his own greatness, doesn't listen to him. 
Vana felt a little sad at the end of the table - she is not 
the center of attention. Auleé stares at the same spot, 
clutching the chalice; there is desperation on Yavanna's 
face - her husband is clearly out of favor with the King of 
the World now. Vairé stands next to Varda's throne, 
memorizing everything that is said in the room. To 
Namo's left, Ulmo spread out, frowning and with bulging 
eyes - his mustache is dipped in a cup of wine. The Lord 
of the Deep did not like to leave his underwater domains. 

Namo couldn't understand - why does he now see 
the Valar like this? Where is the beauty and grandeur of 
Eru's first creations? As if his gaze had changed, 
becoming attentive and malicious. Not a single living 
face... Perhaps only there, in front, clutching his curly- 
haired head, is a living one - the desperately drunk Ossé, 
and his eyes are filled with mortal sadness... Strange - 
Namo no longer saw a single . This one should really 
praise... Strange. Anger rose and turned to icy rage in 
Namo's spirit, but his mind was surprisingly cold and 
clear. 

And behold, Varda rose from the throne no, 
illuminating everything with his unimaginably beautiful 
face, and his magical voice gushed through the room, 
involving everyone: 

- Today we will praise our Father Eru, the most 
just and the wisest! May he reign in Ea forever! 

And the golden Vanyar sang in chorus with their 
beautiful voices, and drank their cups to the bottom, and 
no one noticed that Namo lingered and only touched the 
wine with his lips. And began. They drank in glory of the 
King of the World, of Tulkas the Conqueror, in glory of 
all the Valar, and Tulkas, 
blushing, he pushed his wife into the middle of the 
circle, and Nessa danced for everyone... 

And the King of the World stood up and clapped 
his hands. Everything went silent. And one more entered 
the room. Over the red robes, a white cape, eyes full of 
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love and exaltation, tears shine in the corners of them. 
He carried a large golden tray, on which was a large 
chalice, decorated with diamonds, rubies and emeralds. 
This chalice was beautiful, very beautiful, but too 
beautiful and heavy, and its polished interior glowed 
with a red color, and the carvings and four-sided 
diamonds were painfully reminiscent of the Sword of 
Justice for Lord of Destiny. My eyes hurt. I couldn't look 
at this red and white... I didn't even know what to name 
him. And Curumo approached the throne. He knelt 
slowly and elegantly and prostrated himself at the feet of 
the Lord of the World and the Queen of the Stars. 

- Sir, - his soft, slightly trembling voice sounded. - 
Lord... You were merciful and forgave your servant. 
Receive now from my hands this insignificant gift as a 
token of my eternal love and fidelity! 

He raised his head and, still on his knees, 
extended the cup to Manwé. The King nodded 
benevolently: 

- Get up, Curumo! It is one of the most glorious 
among the Maiar! Fill this cup, and I will receive it from 
your hands, and I will drink in your honor! 

And Namo had the impression that the golden 
chalice that the King of the World raised was full of 
blood... They drank. And Namo's fingers squeezed the 
translucent tourmaline with increasing force, until the 
calium broke, cutting his fingers and covering his hand 
with red wine like blood. u “I'm glad I didn't have to 
drink that...” In an instant, another cup was brought to 
him. 

Curumo was still there, looking proudly around; 
Namo was waiting, evilly, when Maia would finally meet 
his gaze, Lord of Destiny. Curumo did not expect to see 
him; his face was suddenly disfigured by an animal 
terror, and for an instant Namo had the impression that 
this beautiful face was just a mask, covering a skull with 
shreds of rotting flesh and dry skin. Just a moment. 
Curumo smiled again, looking scornfully into Namo's 
eyes, certain of his impunity, but, a moment later, he 
quickly looked away, cursing the Dark Ditch in his heart. 

We were unaware that the worst was yet to come. 
The time came when Manwe stood up and asked for 
silence: 

- Now, let everyone see how our Father Eru punishes 
those who rebel against Him! 

"As? But there is no more pain... Just a muffled 
pain, emptiness... Isn't everything over yet, and am I the 


The Black Book of Arda 


only one who doesn't feel anything? Could it be that he 
couldn’t escape?” Namo's forehead was covered with 
sweat, he clenched his fists. 

Meanwhile, all eyes were fixed on the immense 
chalice in the center of the room - Mirror of Varda. 
Curiosity, evil smiles... everything but a drop of 
compassion. 

The red surface darkened, becoming transparent 
and black. The stars rose to the surface from the bottom 
of the chalice, and Namo had the impression that 
darkness enveloped everything around him, and there 
was nothing left - just him and the night. And then he 
saw the face - white as lime, streaked with thin threads 
of blood that looked like pitch. Frozen face; the mouth is 
half-open in a wordless moan, lips are torn, eyelids have 
sunk, drops of blood on the eyelashes... No, that was not 
a dead mask - a face eternally marked by suffering 
overcome by a powerful force of will. Varda's face also 
appeared - much more dead and terrible, flawless and 
insensitive. 

... It seemed as if he was sinking slowly into the 
waters of an invisible river; her hair, caught by the 
burning ring of her crown, flowed along with the 
imperceptible current and her black cape moved slightly 
like immense wings. The chained arms froze in an effort 
to tear the clothing over his chest, soaked with blood 
from the wounds... “You died, despite everything. And 
never... And still it's a victory. This is not the eternal 
torment they desired. But because I didn't understand 
that, I didn't feel...” 

The vision lasted only for a few moments, but 
Namo felt them as if they were centuries. The waves of 
blood stirred, and there was wine in the chalice again... 
Manwé was displeased, but no one dared to say 
anything. And then Varda spoke: 

- Mighty Tulkas! May you be crowned as the 

Warrior of the World today! 

“Didn’t I want to be Lord of All That Is? Then 
receive your crown, Lord of the World!” - Namo 
remembered. Now he knew what he was here for. “You 
are gone, my brother. But I stayed. I can do little. But I 
swear I will do what I can. I swear, my brother..." 

He left, and few felt sorry for him - in his 
presence no one dared to go partying. And Namo walked 
without feeling the emptiness anymore. Inside him there 
was only pain; but now he knew what to do. 
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CHILDREN OF THE STARS. YEAR 15 OF THE 2ND 
ERA 


Who did he pull? Elf in whose veins ran the salt of 
the Avari and the Sindar. And of the Noldor. Youngest 
son of the king of a small kingdom, he had a strange 
nickname - Him. His father called him that - as a child, 
the boy had a surprising gift for marveling at everything, 
and what they heard from him most often was: “He !” - 
“Look!” That's what they called him ever since, almost 
forgetting the name he was given. And the nickname 
suited his big clear eyes and bright smile. Boy! Although 
that was it. 

He took after his father - in height and 
appearance: blond, not very tall, thin. The eldest son was 
the spitting image of his mother, as if he didn't even 
have the blood of the Shadow Elves in him. And he had 
pride and grandeur enough for five Noldor; It is no 
wonder that the mother was Celegorm's daughter, even 
though she was born out of wedlock. The eldest had dark 
hair, his face seemed carved from stone, lips very red: 
Féanor's blood, and his mother was proud of him. He 
didn't care about the youngest - he wouldn't be the 
king's heir. I could do whatever I wanted. 

That didn't make him very sad. He wandered 
through the forests, listened to the songs of minstrels 
and thought neither about power nor about wars. 
Glorious deeds of the Noldor in Beleriand, about which 
his mother liked to talk, seemed cruel and meaningless: 
why fight if the world is so beautiful and so kind to those 
who love it? And the Enemy of the North is more like a 
scary fairy tale: a living thing can't be that monstrous. 
The wolf kills - but only to survive, and that does not 
seem cruel: in the world there is so much harmony that 
there can be no place for cruelty. 

He rarely shared his thoughts with others - the 
forest teaches silence. But loneliness was beginning to 
weigh on him. And just then he saw the one who had 
become his friend since their first meeting. 

It is not known who was more surprised: Him or a 
fragile young man wearing a black cloak, with gray hair 
down to his shoulders. 

- Are you an Elf? - He asked. 

- No, - he shook his head. - I am Mortal. 

- What? - He didn’t understand. 

- Land-beside-the-Sea, - explained the young man. 
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They started talking. The young man was called 
Lanir, but He called him simply Wanderer. Wanderer 
was no more than seventeen years old. He was short and 
looked almost like a boy, but you could see a strange 
sadness about him. What he was telling was obviously a 
fairy tale - but it made you want to believe that 
somewhere there exists a Land-beside-the-Sea, which 
knows no wars or evil... The Wanderer was a wonderful 
interlocutor, and He did not notice how night came and 
the first stars lit up in the sky. He didn't want to part 
with his new friend at all, and offered the Wanderer to 
come with him. That one smiled and refused. 

- But how... will you sleep in the forest? You're 

not an Elf... What about animals? 

- Foyolli taught me how to talk to the forest. 
Every Wanderer knows how to do this; Is it different 
here? 

He was ashamed: 

- We know, but... there are no Wanderers here. 

And who are Foyolli? 

- Men of the Forest, people of Silence. My master 
is a Foyollo, I even wrote him verses: 


Fyolla lliayne o foyol... 
Tyeaini, irni ayvene, 
Larry Ill-yes. 


The unknown language resembles a spell. 

- What is that? - He transformed for an instant 
into that boy who was capable of studying a flower in the 
forest for hours, and when asked what was wrong with 
him, he could only whisper: “He... Look, how 
wonderful!..” 

The Wanderer thought and then translated: 


The flute sings in the silence... 
Son of autumn, your eyes 
They preserve the song of the Moon. 


He shook his head, laughed softly - his laughter 
sounded like the rustling of a stream: 

- Tomorrow morning I will wait for you, Raen. 

- What did you call me? 

- Raen - winged. Can I call you like that? 


He thought about his new friend's stories all 
night. He invented something incredibly clear and pure. 
It's sad. This is what happens when you look at the stars 


The Black Book of Arda 


for a long time. And he still kept thinking about the 
Wanderer himself - how he is there in the forest, alone... 
And, in the morning, he went to that meadow. The 
Wanderer was already waiting for him... 


Sometimes they had difficulty understanding 

each other: 

- But what if the king's eldest son is a painter? 

- In due time, he will be king. 

- I don't understand... It's not like that... The 
painter must draw, that's Ando Tael, his destiny - cyun... 
A Sage must rule, the one to whom the Star gave the gift 
of preserving the silver threads ... 

- Can it happen like this? 

- Could it happen another way? The Master said - 

it must be like this... 

It wasn’t the first time He heard from the 
Wanderer - “Master”. And finally decided to ask about 
him. 

The Wanderer no longer smiled. It was said with 
seriousness and sadness, and for some reason he felt a 
cold in his chest. The Wanderer called him Astar - 
Master, and Ello - Star, and Raeno - Winged, and also 
Aentar Ahe - Lord of the Dark. But not with the name He 
wanted and feared to hear. 

- And what did they call him? 

- Melkor... - the Wanderer lowered his head. 

He turned pale. “What do you mean... The mother 
said - Enemy that knows no mercy... Who to believe?.. It 
can’t be...” 

- Speak, Raen, do you possibly know something 

about him? 

- No... - whispered the Elf. 

- What there was? - the Wanderer was worried. - 

He is well? 

He smiled unwillingly. 

- It's just so strange... what you talk about... 

The mother told other things. About the Enemy, 
Morgoth, monster with terrible eyes. And the Wanderer 
said: “His eyes are sad stars”. His mother said: “He 
didn’t know what mercy was.” And the Wanderer said: 
“The children loved him, and the stories he told were as 
beautiful as the flowers that are called the memory star, 
ellenor.” And for some reason, He believed in the 
Wanderer. 

“Morgoth, the Dark Enemy... Melkor, He Who 
Loved the World... The Dark is evil, but the Men of the 
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Dark... If they are all as wise and beautiful as the 
Wanderer... And he was the their master... Winged 
Darkness... and chained arms... No, I cannot tell.” 


How did this happen? The older brother received 
the crown - that’s what the mother decided. The king 
and queen left Middle Earth. He grew paler and paler as 
he listened to how his brother talked about the Noldor - 
Light Elves, how he swore to preserve the honor of the 
wing and come to rid himself of the surviving servants of 
the Enemy - forever cursed! - those who gave 
themselves over to the Dark. 

- Brother... - He said softly, - but you don't know 
anything... They are different, brother... Listen, only in 
the Dark does Light arise. 

- What?! - the mother was petrified by surprise. 

- I'll tell you... I understand... listen... 

- Traitor! Renegade! - is the older brother. - 

Servant of Morgoth! 

As if he had been slapped. And what hurt him was 
not so much the insult as this “Morgoth”. 

- It is against honor to judge without seeing. 

The older man clenched his fists. 

- I will not spare the renegade, even if he is my 

own brother, - he said, restraining himself. 

He felt something explode inside him. Without 
realizing what he was doing, he attacked his brother, 
ripped off the crown, threw it on the ground and 
trampled on it. The mother's voice seemed to come from 
far away: 

- Take him. He's insane. Let the Council decide 

tomorrow what to do with it. 


The king lowered his head. 

- But why, why did he do that? His words would 
be true and our son lost his faith reason? 

- No. He is simply power-hungry, - with haughty 
condescension replied the queen. There was no emotion 
in her voice. 


Prison is an invention of the Noldor. For the 
Sindar this is as new as the royal crown, which their 
rulers had never worn. Only a few years had passed 
since those who called themselves Elves came from the 
West Light, and behind them the sky dissolved into 
blood. Only a few years - a second for the immortal 
Elves; But many things have changed, and not everyone 
is happy about it. Those who live in the immense forest 
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beyond the Misty Mountains - they now reluctantly call 
them Avari - say that the Noldor bring with them evil 
and war... 

Prison... It's difficult to call the small basement 
with a small window closed by bars that. But even this is 
enough for those who have never known non-freedom. 

He huddled in a corner. The cold seemed to 
penetrate to his bones, he wrapped himself in his cloak - 
and he was unable to warm himself at all. The air is still. 
Outside you can hear the sound of the wind in the leaves, 
birdsong, footsteps... And here - silence, a maddening 
absence of sounds. “The mother said - three centuries in 
the deepest underground... shackles... How did he 
endure it? And I can't. Easier to die. This is worse than 
death...” 

A sudden thought about the Wanderer. “What if 
they catch him? Go away, run away, please... He will 
wait... and then? Will come here? You won't be able to 
lie, Wanderer. What will they do to you? Go away, 
Wanderer...” 

He curled up into a trembling little ball. And the 
ground is river, it's never like that when you walk 
I'm barefoot in the forest... 

Light knocks on the door. He jumped up, 

remained motionless: has the time come? Advice? 
Judgment? Did you 

decide not 

to wait for 

dawn? 

Someone's 

shadow hid 

the dim 

light. I 

whisper: - 

Raen... 

He jumped to the window, shook the 

Wanderer's narrow hand, spoke quickly and 

ardently: - You're here... you're here... What 

for?... They're going to catch you, run away, 
please! 

- We will go together. 

- How?.. They locked me up... I wanted to tell 

them... 

- After. Wait... I'll let you go. 


The Wanderer let go of his hand and disappeared. 
He kept his eyes closed, his heart was _ beating 
desperately. Silence. And then the door opened without 
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a sound, and a path of moonlight fell onto the earthen 
floor. He walked over it - somehow he felt that he should 
pass just like that, through the moonbeam. 

- Faster, - whispered the Wanderer. 


He only came to his senses in the forest, and they 
both threw themselves on the ground. They 
looked at each other. 

- How did you do it? - He asked, panting after the 

race. 

- I don't know... - The Wanderer was surprised no 
less than the Elf, - my father knows... he taught me, but I 
didn't expect to be able to... 

- Is your father a wizard? Mage? 

- Wizard?.. oh, lenno... no. He simply says that it 
is necessary to listen to the metal. And then, if you feel 
like it, say a word - and the metal will obey. I probably 
really wanted to... - the Wanderer smiled embarrassedly 
and even seemed to blush - in the dark I couldn't see. 

Either they managed to get far - they walked all 
night - or they simply didn't pursue them. Time passed 
imperceptibly as they talked, and he gradually began to 
forget what happened to him. 

- Remember what you said - “preserve the silver 

threads...” What is that like? 

- It is an old custom from times when the aentar- 
ini crown was not yet created. He who became ruler 
received silver threads - onni iltanar. It was a sign that 
he is responsible for his people. Silver thread is like a 
man's destiny or his life: it is thin, it is easy to tear, and 
it is almost impossible to retie. That's why destiny is 
sometimes called onn iltane. 

- ..And all animals talk? 

- No, not all. You will see them, it is easy to 
understand. Some help us - like cyoi, others are almost 
never seen - like the White Unicorns... They are said to 
be immortal, but there are few who can penetrate the 
Valley of White Iris. There are the illi: they are 
messengers of the Silent People, and they call them illi 
because they like to dance in the sky on full moon nights. 
But their thoughts are small and smell like honey, and 
even the sap of pine trees. And lloho - he really doesn't 
know how to think. - Who is he? 

- Lloho? It is completely covered in a shell, and its 
legs are long and full of thorns. It looks like a spider, and 
its eyes look like shiny black beads on thin strands. He 
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lives at sea, but sometimes goes out to the beach. Runs 
in a funny way, sideways. You'll see, I'll show you. 

- Wait, we... are we going to your land? - He only 
now realized this, he hadn’t thought about where they 
were going. 

- Of course, - smiled the Wanderer. And winked at 

Him. 


The lagoon looked like a dark blue transparent 
stone mirror. Even the appearance of the water was 
warm and caring, and in the shallows, white stars from 
the water lilies shone. 

- Let's go swimming, - He offered, taking off his 


blouse. 
- Let's go, - agreed the Wanderer happily. And 
suddenly he became shy. - But you... turn around, 


please... 

- Why? - the Elf was surprised. 

The Wanderer looked at the ground. He studied 

his friend for a few moments. 

- Haven't you noticed? - asked the Wanderer 

softly. 

- How stupid I am, - He said instead of answering. 

- And they call me Lanire, - the young woman 

didn't look up. 

- How did your father let you go? Alone? 

Lanire became serious. He replied sadly: 

- There is only one destiny for the Wanderer, be it 
the son of the bricklayer or the daughter of the king. 
When the Star calls... - she didn't finish. 

- And you are the king's daughter? - He had the 
impression that he was dreaming, for a moment. This 
boy in a black cape is, in fact, a princess from an 
unknown and magical kingdom! 

- Yes. All we say is - pay attention, Wise Lord. If 

Madam - ishtari. 

- So... what should I call you? 


- Lanire, Wanderer, - the young woman was 
surprised by the question, - what's so complicated 
about that? 


- I don't understand, - said the Elf, - but can I at 

least come with you? 

- Of course, Raen, - she laughed softly. 

- Did I say something wrong? 

- No... It's just that your face now... Like cyoi, 
when the little ones gather around him. He, of course, 
despite being big, is delicate and smart; but he's still 
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intimidated: the hairs on the back of his neck stand up, 
and his eyes look like yours now. 

He turned red. 

- Go on, swim. I will stay here. 


Lanire placed her cold little hand on his shoulder. 

He turned around and looked a little guilty: 

- Imade you a flower crown... Here... 

She sat beside him, and he placed the crown on 
her damp gray hair. He moved his hand away, 
accidentally touching her face. 

- And what is it like in your language - little 

queen? 

- Ishtar-inni... For what? - She tilted her head. 
The crown slipped a little, making her face 
simultaneously defiant and sweet. 

- Can I call you that from time to time? Ishtar- 

inni... 


They say the Forest let them pass because they 
loved each other. They say they lived little - Wanderers 
leave early, and he decided to share her path and chose 
the path of Mortals. They say they died on the same day 
and at the same time. His children were beautiful, and 
the youngest daughter, by the decision of the Council of 
Sages, became an ishtari. Maybe it was like that. But if 
you want to ask, will the Forest let you pass to the land 
that knows neither evil nor war - Land-beside-the-Sea, 
Es-Tellia... 
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ATTACHMENTS 
NAMES TWO ELVES (NOLDOR E ELLERI AHE) 


The amilesse (“maternal name”) was considered 
one of the most important names, and was given to the 
Noldo shortly after birth by the mother. This name could 
be an essi tercenye, reflecting the child's personality and 
abilities, or an apacenye, predicting his destiny, 
sometimes being prophetic. Amilessé was considered the 
true name and was no less respected than the “paternal 
name”; sometimes, amilessé became a name _ for 
exclusively intimate use, being used only in the family 
circle, but it was frequently given in a solemn situation 
and, when naming an Elf by all his names, it was right 
after the “paternal name”. ”. 

The “paternal name” was in the solemn ceremony 
of Essecarme (Creation of the Name) and, normally, was 
based on the name of the father for a boy, and the 
mother for a girl. 

Later, when the child developed the ability to be 
happy with the pronunciation and form of words 
(lamatyave), the Essecilme (Name Choice) ceremony 
took place. The chosen name (epessé), which could be 
chosen from among the already existing names, 
although, in this case, these could be the changed 
according to personality. 

Because it is as much or more an_ individual 
characteristic of the Elf as the color of hair and eyes, 
appearance and others, Elves' epessé are rarely 
repeated. 

Often, the chosen names became a kind of “private 
property”, and could only be used by relatives or close 
friends, even if the name itself was not secret. Calling a 
Noldo by his chosen name without his permission in this 
case would be an insult. 

Over time, Noldor could also accumulate other 
names, but the existing ones remained. 

Thus, the “paternal name” of Finwe’s firstborn, 
which was initially Finwion, “son of Finwé”, was later 
changed to Curufinwé. His essi tercenye was Féanaro, 
“Spirit of Fire”. The name Féanor, mentioned in the 
manuscripts, is a composite of Féanaro and Faenor 
(Sindarin). 

The Elleri Ahe, Dark Elves, had a similar but 
simpler system of names. They did not use their paternal 
or maternal names, despite their first name being very 
similar to the Noldor maternal name. 


The Black Book of Arda 


At the age of 12-14, when choosing the path, the 
Name of the Stars, Cennen Gelie, was also chosen, which 
became a symbol of the chosen path. There was no law 
regarding the use of this or that name, and it depended 
solely on the Elf's own wishes. 

Cennen Gelie usually began with gel- or, later, with 

el- (“star”). 

Children could also be given loving nicknames, 
such as Gell or Gelli, “Little Star” (also El, Elli in Es- 
Tellia), Aeni, “Vaga-Lume”, and others. 

One of the few, or possibly the only, exception to 
this system of names was the name Elhe, “Wormwood”, 
second name, but not Name of the Stars, but equally 
defining the Path of the One who Sees. 

GLOSSARY 


But “Light”, in the original language of the Dark. 
Aeanto “He who brings the Light”; one of the names of 
Melkor among the Dark Elves and Elliri. 

Aello "Starlight"; one of the Elleri Ahe, after the War of 
the Powers of Arda, was raised among the Noldor in 
Valinor. 

Aeni "Firefly"; name of one of the Elleri Ahe. 

Ante “Day”, in the original language of the Dark. 

Aentar “Wise Ruler”; title of the ruler of Es-Tellia, 
chosen by the Council of Sages (Nastari). Feminine 
Ishtari, plural Aentar-ini. 

Aentar Ahe “Lord of the Dark”; see Melkor. 

Aerne Nome dado a Ayrene em Es-Tellia. 

He went Rune of Light, Hope and Joy, 

second in the Circle of Nine 

Runes.Ah'enn “Words of the Dark”; 

language of the Elleri Ahe. 

Ahanagger “Seven-pointed Crown of the Night”; 
fortress built by the Elleri Ahe in the year 499 after 
the Awakening of the Elves. It remained after the fall 
of Beleriand, on a small island in the Western Ocean. 

Ahe “Dark”, in the original language of the Dark. 

Aheir “Son of the Dark”; one of the Elleri Ahe, after the 
War of the Powers of Arda, was raised among the 
Noldor in Valinor. He went to Beleriand with 
Féanaro. He became one of the Shadow Men in the 
year 505 of the 1st Era. 

Hut “Flame of the Dark” (singular Ahero); name given 
by Melkor to the Fire spirits awakened by him. Also 
Balrogs and Valaraukar. 
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He could Woman from the village of Arne, who lived in 
Ast Ahe from the year 519; participated in the 
creation of Ayrene. 

Abhi “Nocturnes”; one of the Nightborn people, related 

to the Aoi, people of the mountains. 

Be greedy “Daughter of the Dark”; one of the healing 
masters of the Fortress in 544-545 of the 1st Era. 
Wife of Hurin (2). He died in year 7 of the 2nd Era. 

Ahtener “Flame of the Night”; one of the Elleri Ahe, 
brother of Tayli Miriel. Executed in Valinor in the 
year 502 of the Awakening of the Elves. 

Ahh Warrior of Ast Ahe, son of the king of one of the 
northern kingdoms, brother of Icha. In a moment of 
anger, he killed a prisoner, later committing suicide. 

Aikanaro “Cruel Fire”, also known as Aegnor; Finarfin's 
fourth son, defended the northern slopes of 
Dorthonion together with his brother Angrod and 
was killed at Dagor Bragollach. 

Ainulindale “Music of the Ainur”; elven legend about 
the Creation of the World, noted by the Noldo Rumil 
as it had been narrated by the Valar. 

Ainur “The Sacred Ones” (singular Ainu, feminine 
Ainié); the first beings created by Iluvatar, spirits 
that existed before the world and created it. 

Winged See Melkor. 

Alcar “Splendour”, “Brightness”; name given by Ilivatar 

to the first of the Ainur. 

AlchoOne of the Elleri Ahe; after the War of the Powers 

of Arda, it was raised among the Noldor in Valinor. 

Ald One of the Elleri Ahe, guardian of the Ol-aer rune. 
After the War of the Powers of Arda, he fled to the 
east and lived near the Sea of Rhin, next to Falcon 
Peak, Ayt-en-Erd. Their descendants are the priests 
of the Wolves of the people called the Brothers of the 
Wolves. 

Alluvium “Life” one of the Elleri Ahe, guardian of the 
Erth rune. After the War of the Powers of Arda, he 
fled south. In the 2nd Age, she became the wife of 
the leader of one of the ten tribes of Hanatta. 

Alma's “Happy”, “Blessed”; island in the immense side 
in the center of Endor, first home of the Valar in the 
Age of Lamps. 

Alqualonda “Swan Harbor”; chief city and port of the 

Teleri on the coasts of Aman. 

Alri One of the healing masters of Ast Ahe, around the 

year 544-545 of the 1st Era. 

VAT Elf's corruption in the speech of men of the East. 
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Safe “Blessed”, “Free from Evil”; land in the west, 
across the Great Sea, home of the Valar after the end 
of the Age of Lamps. Also Blessed Kingdom. 

Amaria “Blessed”; see Yolli. 

Amras Twin brother of Amrod, youngest of Féanaro's 
sons; perished together with Amrod in the attack 
against Earendil, at the mouth of Sirion. 

Amrod See Amras. 

Well Earth" ”; in the 2nd Age, kingdom east of the Sea of 

Rhin. Initially H’ana. 

Ancalagon First of the Air Dragons, also Ancalagon the 

Black. See Lémion (2). 

Ring from Barahir Also Disciple's Ring; It was shaped 
like two intertwined serpents of black steel with 
chrysolite eyes, one of which passed a crown with 
seven teeth to the other. The ring was made by 
Artificer Geleon; a prophecy related to this object 
says that the ring “will pass from Master to Disciple 
among those who have chosen the Path of the Dark, 
and the chain will not be broken.” After Geleon's 
death, the ring was given to Finwé's youngest son, 
Arafinwé (Finarfin). At this moment the ring is 
covered with a thin layer of gold, the chrysolites are 
replaced by diamonds and the crown by a wreath of 
flowers, which is supported and protected by one of 
the serpents and devoured by the other. It belonged 
to Arafinwe's eldest son, Findaratus; as a sign of 
friendship and gratitude, it was given to Barahir, and 
has since been called Barahir's Ring. 

Disciple's Ring See Ring of Barahir. 

To walk The young man who accompanied Dayolen on 

his wanderings. 

Ando "Gift"; also Ando Tael, “Gift of Man”: vocation, 
path, something specific to man that differentiates 
him from others. 

Andreth “Woman”, “Deadly”; woman of the house of 
Béor, daughter of Boromir and sister of Bregor, 
beloved of Aikanaro. Perished in the year 456 of the 
1st Era. 

Anfauglith “Suffocating Dust”; also Dor-nu-Fauglith. 
Ard-galen named after Dagor Bragollach. 

Angainor The chain forged by Aulé, with which Melkor 

was Chained. 

They are mando See Angband. 

Angarato “Iron Warrior”, also known as Angrod; 
Finarfin's third son, defended the northern slopes of 
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Dorthonion together with his brother Aikanaro and 
was killed at Dagor Bragollach. 

Angband “Iron Prison”; the name of Ast Ahe among the 
Elves and Men of the Three Houses. Also 
Angamando. 

Angellemar “Valley where the stars are born”; northern 
kingdom of Middle Earth in the 3rd Age. Also 
Angmar. 

An anchor Warrior of Ast Ahe around the year 517 of 

the 1st Era. 

Angrist “The One That Cuts Iron”; knife made by 
Telchar of Nogrod, taken from Curufin by Beren and 
used by him to tear the Silmaril from Melkor's crown. 

Dwarves People created by Aulé. Also Naugrim, 

Aulehini (“Children of Aulé). 

Antaelli “Gift of the Star’; one of the Elleri Ahe, after 
the War of the Powers of Arda was created among 
the Noldor in Valinor. 

Aoi “Shadow of the Forest”; one of the Nightborn 

people. Also Foyolli. 

Arafinwe “(Descendant) Nobleman of Finwé”; name 

given by his father to Finarfin. 

showing “The Exalted Ones”; the eight Valar of greatest 
powers (Manwé, Varda, Ulmo, Yavanna, Aulé, Namo, 
Nienna, Oromé). 

Arda "Kingdom"; name given by Iltvatar to the world, as 

the kingdom of Manwé. 

Ardgalen “Green Region”; prairie north of Dorthonion. 
After Dagor Bragollach, the devastated plain came to 
be called Anfauglith. 

Arne Settlement of Men north of the Mountains of 
Night, destroyed by the band of Uggard in the year 
519 of the 1st Age. 

The art "Earth"; name given to the world by Melkor. 

Arthur One of Gorthaur's disciples and warriors, killed 
by Barahir's men in the year 457 of the 1st Age. The 
name probably means “Son of Arta”. 

Arthur “The Salt of the Earth”; one of the Elleri Ahe, of 
the house of those who hear the earth; Name of the 
Stars - Gellaan. Perished in the War of the Powers of 
Arda in the year 502 of the Awakening of the Elves. 

Artanis “Noble Woman”, the name given to Galadriel by 

her father. Also Al(a)tariel, Nerwen. 

Artano “Great Blacksmith”; name given by Aulé to his 
apprentice Aulendil, the most skilled among his 
disciples. See Gorthaur. 
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Asener "Brothers"; one of the people of the Children of 
the Sun, during the 3rd Age lived in the lands east of 
Mordor.Ast Ahe “Fortress of the Dark”; fortress-city of 
Melkor in northern Beleriand. Also Angband and 
Fortaleza. 

Speed "Teacher"; name by which the Elleri Ahe and the 

Elliri addressed Melkor. 

Stellar See Melkor. 

Astelliri “People of Hope”; See Elliri. 

Atandil “Friend of Men”; Finrod's nickname. 

What are you going to do? “Second People” (singular 
Atan); Men. Most often used to indicate men of the 
Three Houses. Also Edain, singular Adan. 

AULEN Vala, one of the Aratar, creator of the Dwarves, 

husband of Yavanna. Also Great Blacksmith. 

On Aulend “Servant of Aulé”, “Faithful to Aulé”; name 

given by Aulé to Gorthaur. Also Artano. 

Avallon Porto em Tol Eresséa. 

Misers “The Reluctant”, “Those Who Refused”; those of 
the Elves who did not abandon the shores of 
Cuiviénen when summoned by the Valar. 

Avatar "The shadows"; lands on the coast of Aman south 
of the bay of Eldamar, between the sea and Pelori, 
where Ungoliant lived. 

Come on “Magic Sleep”, “Vision”; Maia, disciple of 
Irmo, who left Aman together with the one with the 
Golden Eyes; one of the Maiar Renegades. He fought 
on Melkor's side in the War of Wrath. Executed in 
Valinor in the year 548 of the 1st Era. 

Ayonar Son of Ayoni and the king of one of the groups of 

Avari (Nandor). 

Let's see One of the Elleri Ahe, guardian of the Aeth 
rune. After the War of the Powers of Arda, he fled to 
the east and lived among the Nandor in Erin Galen. 

Ayre See Ayrene. 

Ayrene "Daughter of the light"; also Ayre, “Sunbeam”, 
and Aerne. Adopted daughter of Irialonna and Ulv, 
rescued by Irialonna from a village of the People of 
Hador destroyed by Orcs. Raised in Ast Ahe; after the 
War of Wrath, a mad wanderer who arrived in Es- 
Tellia, where he died in year 5 of the 2nd Era. 


Balrogs “Strength Demons” (singular Balrog); See 

Ahere, Valaraukar. 

Baragund Father of Morwen Eledhwen, wife of Hurin 
(1). Nephew of Barahir and one of his last twelve 
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companions, killed by Orcs in the year 460 of the 1st 
Era. 

Barahir Beren's father; saved Finrod Felagund at Dagor 
Bragollach and received from him, as a sign of 
friendship and gratitude, the ring of the House of 
Finarfin (See Ring of Barahir). Died in Dorthonion, in 
the year 457 of the 1st Era. 

Beleriand “Country of Balar”’; the name was initially 
given to the lands near the Mouths of Sirion, 
neighboring the island of Balar, later extending to 
the entire territory west of Ered Luin. In the 2nd Era, 
only a part of Ossiriand remained of these lands, 
which received the name Lindon. 

Do "Vassal"; leader of the first host of Men to arrive in 

Beleriand. Also Béor the Elder. 

Their Son of Barahir, husband of Luthien and father of 

Dior. After the death of the father, dead Orcs mourn next 

to 
Tarn Aeluin, wandered the forests for seven years. 
He arrived at Doriath, where he found Luthien, 
daughter of 
Thingol. I brought one of Angband's Silmarils, as 

payment for her hand. He was killed by 
Carcharoth, wolf of Angband, but alone of Mortal Men, 
returned from death by the will of the 
Lord of Destiny. Afterwards he lived with Luthien in 
Tol-galen in Ossiriand. Also Camlost, Erchamion, 
One-armed. 

Drill Knight of Ast Ahe, one of the warriors under Ulv's 
command around 527. Perished in the year 547 of 
the 1st Era. 

riparian Father of Barahir and Bregolas. 


Hunter Maia of Oromé, one of the Renegade Maiar. He 
fought on Melkor's side in the War of Wrath. 
Executed in Valinor in the year 548 of the 1st Era. 

Caranthir "Dark skinned"; fourth son of Féanaro, lord of 
Thargelion. Died in Doriath in the year 506 of the 1st 
Age. 

Imprisonment “Red Throat”; guardian wolf of Ast Ahe, 
killed by Beren in Doriath in the year 468 of the 1st 
Age. 

Captivity of Melkor Three centuries during which the 
rebellious Vala remained imprisoned in the mansions 
of Mandos (years 502-802 of the Awakening of the 
Elves). 
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Celegorm Third son of Féanaro. Until Dagor Bragollach, 

he ruled the lands of Himlad together with his brother 

Curufin. Huan dog owner. Killed by Dior in Menegroth 

(year 506 of the 1st Era).Lichen Jelly See Name of the 

Stars. 

Circle of Nine Runes Nine main runes of Cyertar, each 
of which represents a symbol, enchantment, has a 
numerical, color and other equivalent. Rune names: 
Nien Ahe, Aeth, Tor-en, Erth, Te-esse, Ol-aer, Helre, 
Cyoth, Erath. 

Cirdan “The Shipowner”; Telerin elf, lord of the coasts 
of Western Beleriand. After the fall of the last of its 
ports, Lossellond, in the year 473 of the 1st Era, 
began to live on the island of Balar. From the 2nd 
Age, Lord of Lindon. 

Cirth Runes created by Daeron of Doriath. Also Certhas. 

Owl Clan One of the Northmen Clans, allies of Melkor. 
According to legends, the heads of the clan descend 
from the Night Goddess Illais and a mortal man. 
Traditionally, upon assuming power, chiefs take the 
name Honaht, Warrior of the Night. From the 2nd 
Age onwards, the Owl People inhabited northern 
Endoré, beyond the Misty Mountains. 

Corollaries “O Monte Verde”, “O Monte do Verao”; hill 
in Valinor upon which grew the Two Trees of Valinor. 

Cruel Name by which Gorthaur became known among 

the Men of the Three Houses. 

They live together “Waters of Awakening”; lake in 

eastern Endoré, place of the awakening of the Elves. 

Curufin Fifth son of Féanaro, also Curufin the Skillful; 
Celebrimbor's father. Killed in Menegroth (year 506 
of the 1st Age). 

Curufinwe See Féanaro. 

Curumo “Skillful”; second of the Maiar of Melkor, 

younger brother of Gorthaur, disciple of Aulé. 

Cyater “Signs of Fire” (singular cyatta); original name of 

the magical runes of the Elleri Ahe. 

Cyertar “Signs of Power born from the Flames of the 

Earth” (singular Cyerth); runes of the Elleri Ahe, writing 
“magic”, Words of Power; They were not used for 
writing itself. 

cyoi White mud-like animal; in Es-Tellia, it helps 
transport loads and can also be used as a mount. 

Cyoth Rune of the Path and Enlightenment, eighth in 

the Circle of Nine Runes. 

cyun Destiny as the path of man, chosen by himself. 
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Dagor Bragollach “Battle of the Sudden Flame”; fourth 
of the great battles in the wars of Beleriand (year 
456 of the 1st Era). 

DagornuinGuiliath “Battle under the Stars”, second 
battle of the Wars of Beleriand, fought in Mithrim 
after the arrival of Féanaro in Middle Earth. 

Daon One of the Sunset People, who inhabited the 

eastern coast of the Ahhi lands in the 3rd Age. 

Dael One of the Elleri Ahe; After the War of the Powers 
of Arda, he was raised at the court of Olwé in Valinor. 
Oyoli's brother. 

Daeron A minstrel in the court of King Thingol, creator 
of the Cirth runes, fell in love with Lithien. After 
Beren and Luthien departed Doriath (year 465 of the 
1st Age), he left Beleriand and lived in 
Laurelindorenan. 

Genius One of the Evening People, who inhabited the 

lands east of Mordor in the 3rd Age. 

Debt “City of the 

Sage”; main city of Es- 

Tellia.Let's goSee 

Dayolen. 

Dayolen Blind minstrel, arrived in Ast Ahe as a boy. He 
was raised by Melkor and became one of his 
disciples. In 546 of the 1st Age, he left Ast Ahe by 
order of Melkor to the east, to the land of H'ana. Also 
Dayo. 

Whereas One of the Elleri Ahe, youngest of the Nine, 
guardian of the Tor-en rune. After the War of the 
Powers of Arda, he lived in Dhennar-at-Ana (“Land of 
Dragons”), east of the Sea of Rhian. Also Dhenn. 

Deyrel Son of the king of one of the northern peoples, 
warrior of Ast Ahe until the year 525 of the 1st Era; 
he was expelled from the Fortress by his companions 
for acting dishonestly; tried to forcefully unite some 
peoples of Men. Executed in the year 527 of the 1st 
Era. 

Dior Also Aranel and Eluchil (“Heir of Elu”); son of 
Beren and Luthien, father of Elwing. After Thingol's 
death he became king of Doriath. After the death of 
Beren and Luthien, he received the Nauglamir 
necklace with the Silmaril through a messenger from 
the Nandor of Ossiriand. Slain in Menegroth by sons 
of Féanaro in the year 506 of the 1st Age. 

Doriath “Land of the Fence”; it received this name after 
the arrival of Maia Melian, who surrounded these 
lands with her spells; before it was called Eglador. 
Kingdom of Thingol and Melian in the forests of 
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Neldoreth, ruled from Menegroth on the banks of the 
river Esgalduin. 

Dorlomin “Land of Shadow” or “Land of Echo”; region 
in southern Hithlum, kingdom of Fingon, later 
granted as a fief to the House of Hador. 

Dorthonion “Land of Pines”; the pine-covered plateaus 
that were located in the north of Beleriand, south of 
Anfauglith (Ard-galen). Later called Taur-nu-Fuin. 

Dragons Beings created by Melkor to defend Arta from 

the Void Beings. 

Draugluin Werewolf killed by Huan in Tol-in-Gaurhoth. 
According to legend, Beren disguised himself as 
Draugluin to penetrate Angband. 


Eh "Universe"; also “Existing World”. According to Eldar 
legend, the word uttered by Iluvatar when giving 
existence to Arta (“So be it!”). 

On loan “Sea Lover”, “Sailor”; son of Idril and Tuor, 
who escaped the destruction of Gondolin. Father of 
Elrond and Elros, husband of Elwing, who sailed with 
her to Aman, to ask the Valar for protection against 
the children of Féanaro. Witness of Men and Elves at 
the Judgment of the Valar after the War of Wrath. 
Also Half-Elf, Blessed, Luminous. 

Inherit Daughter of Olwé, wife of Finarfin, mother of 

Findarato, Orodreth, Angarato, Aikanaro and Galadriel. 

Eair "Fortune teller"; one of the Elliri, aentar, who 

warned his people of Elles' approaching end. 

Edain Mortal Men (singular Adan); initially it applied to 
all mortals, then preferably to Men of the Three 
Houses. Also Atani. 

Edrahill One of Findarato's companions, he was in Ast 
Ahe in the year 391. Leader of the Elves of 
Nargothrond. He perished in Tol-in-Gaurhoth in the 
fall of the fortress in the year 464 of the 1st Age. 

yesterday Wife of Gorlim the Unhappy, killed by Orcs in 

the year 457 of the 1st Age. 

Dogs One of the Elleri Ahe, after the War of the Powers 
of Arda, was raised by Manwé and became his 
disciple. He lived at the court of Arafinwé. See 
Glorfindel. 

Elbereth “Queen of the Stars”; Also Elentari. See Varda. 

Eldain “Star City”; capital of Elles. 

Fire ladies Aman region inhabited by Elves; also the 

large bay of the same name. 

Eldar “People of the Stars” (singular Elda, feminine 
Eldé), Elves. Initially, all Elves, later it came to be 
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applied only to the three Elf peoples who came to 
Valinor: Vanyar, Noldor, Teleri. 

Eldhenn “Dragon of the Stars”; one of the Air Dragons, 
after the War of the Powers of Arda lived in Es-Tellia, 
in the Ice Dragon Islands. 

He Elf of Endoré, youngest son of one of the kings of the 
Avari. He left for Es-Tellia together with the 
wanderer Lanire (year 15 of the 1st Era), chose the 
Path of Mortals. It is a nickname, with the meaning of 
“See!”. 

Elenhel “Ice Star”; see Elhe. 

Elentary “Queen of the Stars”; see Varda. 

Elenwe Wife of Turgon, mother of Idril, perished in the 
crossing of Helcaraxé (year 871 of the Awakening of 
the Elves). 

Elgeni One of the Elleri Ahe, after the War of the 
Powers of Arda, was created among the Noldor in 
Valinor. 

Elgo Tchore “He Who Knows How to Hear the World, 
Who Came in the Night”; name of the first Master of 
Men in the legends of Es-Tellia. 

Elhe “Absinthe”; one of the Elleri Ahe, guardian of the 
Nien Ahe rune. Perished in the fall of Helgor (year 
502 of the Awakening of the Elves). Also Elenhel. 

Elhele See Elhe. 

Elion “Child of the Stars”; Noldo, prisoner in Angband, 
where he became friends with Honaht. After being 
released, he lived as an outcast in the forests of 
Beleriand. Also Shadow. 

Ahe hands “People of the Stars that Shine in the Dark”, 
also Dark Elves; Elves who followed Melkor, his 
disciples. They lived in the Gellome valley in the 
north of Beleriand. Almost all perished during the 
War of the Powers of Arda; those who were captured 
were executed in Valinor. Also Elleri Cenno, Dark 
Elves, Elleri. 

Elleri Nod Eldar Quendi na lingua dos Elleri Ahe. 

They “Land-under-the-Star”; name of the Enchanted 

Isles as the home of the Elliri. 

They “Little Star”; one of the popular “children's names” 

in Es-Tellia. 

Elliri “Children of the Stars”; proper name of the people 
of the Wanderers, one of the people of the Dawn. See 
Elles, Es-Tellia. 

It Star (only when dealing with Estrela Meltor); also one 

of the names of Melkor in Es-Tellia. 
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Ellorn “Tree of Stars”; one of the Elleri, twin brother of 
Enneth, after the War of the Powers of Arda, was 
raised among the Noldor in Valinor. He fought in the 
War of Wrath alongside the Noldor of Valinor. 

He remained in Endoré and after the War he crossed 
Ered Luin. 

Elrond “Vault of Stars”; son of Earendil and Elwing, 
brother of Elros. In the 2nd Age, vassal of Gilgalad, 
lord of Imladris. 

Elros “Star Foam”; son of Earendil and Elwing, 

elder brother of Elrond, chose the Path of 

Mortals. First king of Numenoré (years 32-442 of 

the 2nd Era).High See Elwé. 

Elves One of the leaders of the Eldar on the journey to 
Valinor; brother of Olwé of Alqualondé, king of 
Sindar, husband of Melian and father of Luthien. 
Killed by Dwarves in the year 502 of the 1st Age. Also 
Elwé Singollo or Elu Thingol. 

Elwing “Star Splash”; daughter of Dior and Nimloth, 
wife of Earendil, mother of Elrond and Elros. See 
Earendil. 

Endor Endor's widow. 

Endor “Middle Earth”, Middle Earth. Traditionally, 
lands east of Ered Luin, as far as Mordor and the Sea 
of Rhin. It can also be used to name the entire 
continent, including Beleriand. Also Endor. 

Ennir ert'Sin “Children of the Night”; one of the 

Evening People, lived in the East. 

Ennoro “Heavenly Fire”; one of the Elleri, after the War 
of the Powers of Arda, was raised among the Noldor 
in Valinor. 

Ennoth Warrior of Ast Ahe (around the year 480 of the 

1st Era). 

Enneth One of the Elleri, twin brother of Ellorn, after 
the War of the Powers of Arda, was raised among the 
Noldor in Valinor. He fought in the War of Wrath. 
Died in the year 547 of the 1st Era. 

Eonwe Maia of Manwé, Herald of the King of the World, 

commander of the army of Valinor in the War of Wrath. 

Balanced Nickname of one of the Elleri Ahe, who 
survived the War of the Powers of Arda and later 
became the leader of the Orh’teney people 
(descendants of Ohor’tenn’ayri). 

Erath Rune of Fire, Movement, Creation, ninth in the 

Circle of Nine Runes. Also the rune of Melkor.Ered 

Engrin “Tron Mountains” in the far north. 
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Ered Gorgoroth “Mountains of Terror” north of Nan 

Dungortheb, refuge of Ungoliant. 

It originates from Lomin “Resounding Mountains” 

west of Hithlum. 

Ered Luin “Blue Mountains”, eastern border of 

Beleriand. Also Gortar Gellor, “Mountains of 
Sun". 

Ered Wethrin “Mountains of Shadow”; mountain range 
that ran along the western border of Ard-galen 
(Anfauglith), separating Hithlum from West 
Beleriand. 

Ereinion “Descendant of Kings”; son of 

Fingon, better known as Gil-galad.Erraener 

“Winged Spirit of Fire’; name of Melkor 

among the Ahere. 

Erth Rune of Earth, Birth and Life; fourth in the Circle 

of Nine Runes. 

Are "Single"; initially Ere, “Flame”. Creator of the Ainur 
and, according to legend, of Arta. Also Ilivatar. 

Also Fire as a creative force, in the original language of 

the Dark. 

Ereden Warrior of Ast Ahe from the detachment 
commanded by Gorthaur himself around the year 457 
of the 1st Era. 

Erelli "Fire star"; one of the Elleri Ahe, after the War of 
the Powers of Arda, was created among the Noldor in 
Valinor. 

Sword of justice Sword used by Melkor in the duel 

against Tulkas in Valinor. 

Sword of Vengeance Also Sword of Darkvision, Winged 
Wrath; forged by Melkor in Valinor, given to 
Gorthaur before the War of Wrath. Also Grond. 

Sword of the Sun in Eclipse Black sword with an 
obsidian handle that emerged from the Corner of the 
Sun in Eclipse in the Ages of Darkness; Melkor's first 
sword. 

EsTellia “Land-beside-the-Sea” in the northeast of 
Endoré, surrounded by an enchanted forest, “which 
knew no wars and human evil” 

Estaing "Rest"; Valié, Irmo's wife. 

Etark Warrior of Ast Ahe under Ulv; died 

in the year 529 of the 1st Era.Raised 

Land near the Bay of Khand, also the 

name of a kingdom. 

Ezellohar Corollary Vein. 

Feanaro “Spirit of Fire”; name given by the mother to 
Finwe's eldest son. Creator of the Silmarils and 
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inventor of the Tengwar, leader of the Noldor who 
rebelled and left Valinor; Killed by Neere (Gothmog) 
in year 4 of the 1st Age. Also Féanor, Finwion, 
Curufinwé. 

Feanor See Féanaro. 

Feanturi “Lords of Spirits’; Namo, Lord of Destiny, 
Irmo, Lord of Dreams, and his sister Nienna. 

Felagund See Findarato. 

Finarfin Third son of Finwe. Also Ingalauré (“Laurel of 
the Vanyar), Arafinwe. After the death of Finwé and 
the departure of Féandaro and Nolofinwé from 
Valinor, king of the Noldor from Valinor. 

Findarato “Blonde Winner” or “Blonde Noble”; firstborn 
of Finarfin, also called Faithful and Friend of Men 
(Atandil). Founder and king of Nargothrond, which 
gave rise to the name Felagund, “Lord of the Caves”. 
First of the Eldar of Beleriand to encounter the Men 
who crossed the Blue Mountains (Béor's Host). 
Fulfilling the oath made to Barahir (who saved his 
life in one of Dagor Bragollach's battles), he followed 
Beren and perished in the dungeons of Tol- 
inGaurhoth (year 464 of the 1st Era). Also Finrod. 

Findekano “Blonde Commander”; eldest son of 
Fingolfin, called Valiant; rescued Maedhros from 
Thangorodrim. After the death of his father, high 
king of the Noldor of Beleriand. Killed by Neere 
(Gothmog) in the Nirnaeth Arnoediad (year 472 of 
the 1st Era). Also Fingon. 

Fingolfin Second son of Finwé. Killed by Melkor in a 
duel (year 456 of the 1st Age). Also Ingoldo, Ingoldo- 
finwé, Nolofinwé. 

Fing Veja Findekano. 

Finrod See Findarato. 

Fine Leader and king of the Noldor, he arrived in 
Valinor together with Ingwé and Elwé, answering the 
summons of the Valar in the year 502 of the 
Awakening of the Elves. One of those who 
condemned the last of the Elleri Ahe. Killed by 
Melkor in the year 867 of the Awakening of the 
Elves. 

Spring Leaf See Iti. 

Strength See Ast Ahe. 

Foyolli “People of Silence” (singular Foyollo); people 
who lived in the enchanted forest of Es-Tellia. The 
proper name of these people is Aoi. 

Formenos “Northern Fortress”; stronghold of Féanaro 
and his sons in northern Valinor, built after Finwé's 
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firstborn son was banished from Tirion, main city of 
the Noldor. 


Galadriel “Maiden Crowned with a Radiant Wreath”; 
also Al(a)tariel, Nerwen, Artanis. Daughter of 
Finarfin, sister of Findarato. He left Valinor on the 
ship he received from Olwe; in Beleriand she became 
the wife of Celeborn of Doriath and, after the end of 
the 1st Age, remained with him in Endor. 

Galls Also Galdor the Tall, son of Hador Lorindol and 
lord of Dor-lomin after him. Father of Htrin and 
Huor. Died at Eithel Sirion in the year 472 of the 1st 
Age. 

Yellow “Star”, in the original language of the Dark. 

Geleon “Child of the Stars”; one of the leaders of the 
Elves who later became known as Elleri Ahe. 
Executed in Valinor after the War of the Powers of 
Arda (year 502 of the Awakening of the Elves). Also 
Artificer Geleon. 

Gelion Great river of Eastern Beleriand, with its source 
in Himring, fed by the rivers of Ossiriand that flow 
down from the Blue Mountains. 

Gellan “Valley of the Stars”; Name of the Stars of Artais 

of the house of those who hear the earth. 

Stranger “Star Lace”, “Snowflake”; one of the Elleri 

Ahe, mother of Elenhel, lacemaker. Killed in the 

Gellome Valley in the War of the Powers of Arda (year 

502 of the Awakening of the Elves).Gellair One of the 

Elleri Ahe, Wanderer. 

Gellen “Spells of the 

Stars”; Name of the Stars 

of Naure.Gelleyn Linner's 

Name of the Stars, seer. 

You can "Little Star"; one of the Elleri Ahe, after the 
War of the Powers of Arda, was created among the 
Noldor in Valinor. 

Can be “Star Counter”; Name of the Tayr Stars of 

stargazers. 

Gellome “(Valley of) Star Mist”; see Laan Gellome. 

Gellor Um dos Elleri Ahe, Mago. 

Gelloth “Flower of the Stars”; sindé who arrived in 
northern Beleriand shortly before the War of the 
Powers of Arda. Gelnor's sister. Perished in the fall of 
Helgor (year 502 of the Awakening of the Elves). 

It doesn't come Elf of Nargothrond, brother of 
Gwindor, taken prisoner in Dagor Bragollach and 
slain beneath the walls of Eithel Sirion before the 
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entire army of Fingon before the beginning of 
Nirnaeth Arnoediad (year 472 of the 1st Age). 

gelmor "Night star"; one of the Elleri Ahe, created in 
Doriath after the War of the Powers of Arda. Also 
Gilmir. 

Gelnor “Fire of the Stars”; sinda who arrived in 
northern Beleriand shortly before the War of the 
Powers of Arda along with her sister Gelloth. 
Perished in the fall of Helgor (year 502 of the 
Awakening of the Elves). 

Gelren “Winged Star”; one of the minstrels of the Elleri 
Ahe. The name was chosen because of the symbol of 
the Path of the Minstrel (nine-pointed winged star). 
Perished in the fall of Helgor (year 502 of the 
Awakening of the Elves). 

Geltorn “Tree of Stars”; one of the Elleri Ahe, of the 
house of those who speak with herbs. The only one 
who left Helgor willingly in the year of the War of 
Powers. Killed by Fingolfin in the year 432 of the 1st 
Age. 

Gilgalad “Radiant Star”; son of Fingon. After the death 
of his father - the last high king of the Noldor in 
Middle Earth, during the 2nd Age he lived in Lindon. 
Also Ereinion “Descendant of Kings”. 

Gilmir One of the Elleri Ahe, created in Doriath after 
the War of the Powers of Arda. Minstrel, wanderer. 
He arrived at Ast Ahe in 517, and remained there 
until the year 545 of the 1st Era, when he headed 
east. Also Gelmor. 

Glaurung “The Golden One”; First of the Earth 
Dragons, also called the Father of Dragons, he fought 
in the battles of Dagor Bragollach and Nirnaeth 
Arnoediad, and the capture of Nargothrond. 
According to legend, he enchanted Turin and his 
sister, Nienor, with his gaze. Slain by Turin at 
Cabeden-Aras in the year 500 of the 1st Age. 

Glorfindel “He who has Golden Hair”; Elf of Gondolin, 
perished in Cirith Thoronath in the fight against a 
Balrog (year 507 of the 1st Age). See Eyno. 

Gondolin “Hidden Rock”; kingdom of Turgon, 
surrounded by the Encircling Mountains (Ecoriath), 
located west of Dorthonion. Also Ondolindé (“Valley 
of the Singing Rock”). 

Gonn Son of Gonn of the house of Gonnmar, one of the 

leaders of the men of the East. 

Gorlim Nicknamed “The Unfortunate One”; one 
of Barahir's twelve companions, revealed to 
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Gorthaur alcaliozation of their camp. 
Perished in the year 457 of the 1st Era. 

Gort It “Pico da Estrela”; one of the highest mountains 

in Es-Tellia. 

Gortar Ore “Mountains of Night” in the north of 
Beleriand, where the fortress of Ast Ahe was located. 
Also Thangorodrim. 

Gorthaur “Lord of the Power of Fire”, “Guardian of 

Fire”, originally Orthenner; name given by 
Melkor to the first of his two Maiar. By consonance, 
translated into Sindarin as 
“Abominable”, “Hateful”. Also Artano, Aulendil, 
Cruel, Sauron. 

Gothmog Among the Elves, the name of the first of the 

Ahere, Neere, who slew Féanor, Fingon, and Ecthelion. 

Ground Also Hammer of the Underworld, legendary 
weapon of Morgoth; probably the name given to the 
black sword of Melkor among the Men of the Three 
Houses. Also Sword of Vengeance. 

Gundor Youngest son of Hador Goldenhead, ruler of 
Dor-lémin, perished along with his father at Eithel 
Sirion on Dagor Bragollach. 

War of Wrath Last of the Wars of Beleriand, which 
ended with the victory of the army of Valinor and the 
defeat of the North (547 of the 1st Era). 

War of the Powers of Arda First war in Arda, in which 
practically all the Dark Elves perished (year 502 of 
the Awakening of the Elves, beginning of the 
Captivity of Melkor). 

Warrior, Warrior Brothers, Maiar of Tulkas. During the 
War of Wrath, they sided with the Enemy. Executed 
in Valinor in the year 548 of the 1st Era. 

Windor Elf of Nargothrond, brother of Gelmir. 


Hador Also Hador Lorindol, “Golden-head”; ruler of Dor- 
lé6min, vassal of Fingolfin. Died at Eithel Sirion in 
Dagor Bragollach (year 456 of the 1st Era), together 
with his youngest son, 

Gundor. The House of Hador was also 

called the Third House of the Edain. Hagi 

"Nightingale"; see Hagginn. 

Haggin Woman from the land of H’ana, beloved of 

Dayolen. Also Hagi, “nightingale”. 

Haldar Great-grandson of Gunnor, youngest son of 
Malach Aradan, ancestor of Hador. He lived in Ast 
Ahe for approximately five years (from the year 430 
of the 1st Era). 
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Halie "Kindness"; embroiderer and weaver of the Elleri 
Ahe. Perished in Laan Gellome in the year 502 of the 
Awakening of the Elves. 

The tail “Merciful”, “Consolation”; healing master of Es- 
Tellia, Guardian of the Warm Caves around year 5 of 
the 2nd Age. Also the name of the Valié Estée in Es- 
Tellia. 

Hanatta “Union of Lands”; country south of Mordor, 
called Harad (Near) by the Elves and Faithful. It 
received its name around the year 1000 of the 2nd 
Era. 

Hargs Corruption of Orcs in the speech of men of the 

East. 

Helcarax Strait that separates Araman and Endoré. Also 

Frictional Ice. 

Helgeayni “Ice Spirits”; created by Melkor, they lived in 
Ardis Helgeayni, Land of the Ice Spirits, in the far 
North. 

Helgor “Ice Mountains”, “Bitter Ice”; name of the 
mountains and fortress in northern Beleriand, on the 
border of the lands of the Helgeayni. Melkor's first 
abode in Arta. Also Utumno. 

A cave “Winter Song”; one of the Elleri Ahe, after the 
War of the Powers of Arda, was raised among the 
Noldor in Valinor. 

Rather Rune of Ice, Purification and Clarity of the Mind, 

seventh in the Circle of Nine Runes. 

Half Young sailor from the Land-beside-the-Sea. 

Hern One of Ast Ahe's warriors around 

the year 457, adoptive father’ of 

Ilmar.Heats up The youngest of Ast Ahe's 

warriors at the time of the War of Wrath. 

Heytel "Seagull"; daughter of Tellayo. 

Hildorien The land in eastern Middle Earth where the 

first Men awoke. 

Himlad “Fresh Plain”; lands south of Aglon, domains of 

Celegorm and Curufin. 

Himring “Eternal Ice”; high mountain west of the 
Maglor Fault, where Maedhros' stronghold was 
located. 

Hithlum “Land of Mist”; lands surrounded by the Ered 
Wethrin to the east and south and the Ered Lomin to 
the west. Also Hisilomé. 

Honaht Warrior of Ast Ahe, husband of Ilcha, friend of 

Elion. He named his son in honor of his friend. 

Females Warrior of Ast Ahe that Haldar found in one of 
the northern settlements. See Honnar er’Lhor. 
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Honnar er’Lhor “Wolf Warrior”; name assumed by the 
leaders of the Wolf Clan, one of the northern clans 
that dwelt in Altar Ireyne north of Gortar Ore. 

Huan “Big Dog”, “Hound”; immense dog that Celegorm 
received from Oromé. He helped Beren and Luthien; 
he killed Carcharoth and perished himself. 

Whore Son of Galdor of Dor-lomin, brother of Hurin (1), 
husband of Rian and father of Tuor. Killed in the 
Nirnaeth Arnoediad. 

Hurin (1) Son and heir of Galdor of Dor-lomin, husband 
of Morwen Eledhwen, father of Turin and Nienor. 
Ruler of Dor-lomin and vassal of Fingon. He lived in 
Gondolin for a year, with his brother Huor. Captured 
in the Nirnaeth Arnoediad. After liberation, in the 
year 501, he brought the Nauglamir necklace to 
Thingol from Nargothrond. The further fate is 
unknown. 

Hurin (2) One of the lords of the people of Hador. 

Rescued from the Orcs by the warriors of Ast Ahe (year 
544 of the 1st Era). He lived for some time in Ast Ahe 
and then, after marrying Ahtene, in the year 545 he 
left the Fortress and took his men beyond Ered Luin. 
Died in year 18 of the 2nd Era. 

Hyarmentir “Guardian of the South”; the highest peak 

in southern Valinor. 


Idril Only daughter of Turgon and Elenwé, wife of Tuor 
and mother of Earendil, escaped with her husband 
and son from the sack of Gondolin. He sailed with 
Tuor westward from the Mouths of Sirion (AD 524). 
Ist Era). Also Itarillé (“Bright 

Foam”), Celebrindal (“Silverfoot”).Ier 

“Moon”, in the original language of the 

Dark. 

The Irish "From the moon"; one of the Elleri Ahe, 
daughter of the Painter, beloved of Geleon. Executed 
in Valinor in the year 502 of the Awakening of the 
Elves. 

Ilcha Beloved and later wife of Honaht. 

Ilchennir “People of the Owl”; see Owl Clan. 

Enchanted Islands Row of eight islands of volcanic 
origin in the sea between the coast of Endoré and 
Valinor, also called the Necklace of Middle Earth. 
After the War of the Powers of Arda and until the 
beginning of the 1st 
It was, they were the home of the Elliri (Elles). 

According to legends, sailors who disembark on these 
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islands fall asleep, and will sleep there until the End of 

Time.IIl (Plural Illi) Animal similar to a squirrel. 

Illais Goddess of the Night in the legends of the Owl 

Clan. 

TIlluin One of the Lamps of the Valar, made by Aulé; it 
was located in the north of Endore. After the fall of 
the Lamps, the Sea of Helcar was formed there. 

The weather "Homeless"; Orphaned Noldo, found in an 
Elven settlement in Dorthonion ravaged by Orcs and 
raised by one of Ast Ahe's warriors. Minstrel. Killed by 
Caranthir in the year 476 of the 1st Age. 

Iltanir “Silver Man’; 

master jeweler in Es- 

Tellia. Iluvatar "Father of 

all"; see Eru. 

Indians Second wife of Finwe, mother of two sons, 

Nolofinwé (Fingolfin) and Arafinwé (Finarfin) and 

three daughters, Findis, Faniel and Irimé.Ingalore 

See Finarfin. 

Ingoldofinweé “He that is of the Vanyar and Noldor, son 
of Finwé”; name of Nolofinwé (Fingolfin) as king of 
the Noldor. 

Ginger Leader, later king of the Vanyar, the first 

group of Elves to arrive in Valinor; Brother of Indis, 

Finwé's second wife.EnemySee Melkor. 

Hymn "New Moon"; dancer of the people of Elliri. 

Ira Alada See Sword of Vengeance. 

Irialonna “Fire Enchantress”; warrior woman from Ast 
Ahe; burned at the stake by order of Deyrel, his 
former comrade in arms, in the year 527 of the 1st 
Era. 

Wolves Brothers One of the Evening People; In the 2nd 
Age, they lived in the forests northeast of Mordor. 
Around 1900 of the 3rd Era, they were almost 
completely decimated by Orcs. 

firmly “Creator of Visions”; Vala, youngest of the 
Féanturi, brother of Namo and Nienna. Also Lorien, 
by the place of his residence, Lorien Gardens; Lord of 
Dreams. 

A soldier “Sea Foam, Illuminated by the Moon”; one of 
the Elleri Ahe; After the War of the Powers of Arda, 
she was raised at the court of Olwé in Valinor. 

Ishtar Female of Aentar. 

In "Bud"; Maia of Yavanna, remained in Endoré against 
her lady's wishes, having fallen in love with the 
Hunter. One of the Forsaken Maiar, she fought on 
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Melkor's side in the War of Wrath. She was cursed 
and banished by Yavanna (year 548 of the 1st Era). 
Iyenellinn See Laiellinn. 


Avenue Gellome “Valley of the Mist of the Stars” or 
“Valley of the Evening Stars”; more often, Gellome; 
valley in northern Beleriand where the city of the 
Elleri Ahe was located. 

Laan Ielli See Valley of the White Iris. 

Lane Nien Laan 

Gellome's name after the 

fall of Helgor.Lair 

“Wanderer” (feminine 

laire). 

Laiellinn “Song that takes you to the stars”; violin. Also 

Iyenellinn, “Pain of the star that became a song”. 

Lammoth “Big Echo”; valley on the west coast of 

Beleriand. 

Lamps Also Lamps of the Valar, Pillars of Light, Iluin 
and Ormal, made by Aulé by order of the King of the 
World Manwe. 

Lanire “Guarded by the Moon”; wanderer of Es-Tellia 

(around year 15 of the 1st Era). 

Laure See Tayo. 

Laurelin “Golden Song”; one of the names of the Golden 
Tree of Valinor. Also Malinalda, Culurien and others. 

Layhen One of the warriors of Ast Ahe around the year 

523 of the 1st Era. 

Layten One of the Elleri Ahe tried to take the Elleri 
children away from Helgor along with Orien. Died in 
the year 502 of the Awakening of the Elves. 

Lenno "Magician"; name of two magicians from Es- 

Tellia. 

Liners One of the Elleri Ahe, seer, after the War of the 
Powers of Arda, died in the Gardens of Lorien. Name 
of the Stars Gelleyn. 

Llah Fire Rune of Arta; also Salamander. 

Run Crab. 

Lomion (1) “Born in the Dark of Night”; one of the first 
Air Dragons, later called Ancalagon the Black by the 
Elves. 

Lomion (2) “Son of Twilight”; name given to Maeglin by 

her mother Aredhel. 

Jolly “Singing”; brother of Irialonna, warrior of Ast Ahe, 
accidentally killed by Ulv during training (year 520 of 
the 1st Era). 

Lorellin Lagoon in Lorien. 
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Lorien (1) “Place of Visions”; also Gardens of Lorien, 
Gardens of Irmo. Home of the youngest of the 
Féeanturi, Vala Irmo, and his wife Valié Esté. Also 
nicknamed Brother. 

Lorien (2) Elven kingdom east of the Mist Mountains; 
also Laurelindérenan, “Valley of Singing Gold”, 
Lothlorien. 

Losselellond “Porto da Estrela Branca”; last of Cirdan's 
ports on the coast of Beleriand, destroyed by Orcs in 
the year 473 of the 1st Age. 

In Luthien Daughter of Thingol and Melian, wife of 
Beren, chose the path of Mortals. Also Tinuviel, 
“Nightingale”. 


Kelvar “Those who do not have the gift of speech”, 
animals. 

Kementar 

y “Queen of 

the Earth”; 

see 

Yavanna.A 

bove 

“World”, in 

the original 

language of 

the Dark. 

Kori (1) “Heart”; also mel kori, “my heart”. 

Kori (2) One of the healing masters of Ast Ahe, around 
the year 523 of the 1st Era. 


Stupid "Heavy hand"; Elf of Doriath, commander of 
Thingol, friend of Turgon. Killed by Dwarves in 
Menegroth in the year 502 of the 1st Age. 

Maedhros Firstborn of Féanaro, called the Tall One. He 
was taken prisoner, rescued from Ast Ahé by 
Findekano (year 4 of the 1st Era). Lord of the region 
around Himring; formed the Union of Maedhros 
(years 465-472 of the 1st Era). After the end of the 
War of Wrath, he took the two remaining Silmarils 
together with his brother Maglor but, unable to bear 
the pain of the burns, he threw himself and the gem 
into a fiery abyss and perished, while Maglor threw 
the other Silmaril into the sea. (year 548 of the 1st 
Era). 

Maeglin "Deep look"; son of Eol and Aredhel, sister of 
Turgon, was born in Nan Elmoth. He betrayed the 
location of a secret passage to Gondolin to Gorthaur. 
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Killed by Turgon during the capture of the city in the 
year 507 of the 1st Era. 

Glory be Second son of Féanaro, one of the best 
minstrels and singers among the Noldor. He was lord 
of the lands of Maglor Fault. Also Macalauré. See 
Maedhros. 

Maiar Singular Maia; people and servants of the Valar, 
created by them in their own image and likeness to 
aid the Powers of Arda, just as Eru created the Ainur. 
In elven legends, they are sometimes called Ainur of 
lesser lineage. 

Maiar Renegades Maiar who disobeyed the orders of 

their creators or masters, who 
“they moved away from the path marked by the 
One”: Gorthaur; Golden Eyes, Ayo, Iti, Hunter; 
Warrior, Warrior; Messenger of Melkor; Ossé. 

Damn you One of the names given to Melkor. 

Controls (1) “Jail”; the name of Namo's dwelling in 
Valinor. Also Houses of the Dead, Palaces of Waiting. 

Controls (2) “Jailer”, nickname given to Namo during 

the Captivity of Melkor. 

nWE One of the Ainur, younger brother of Melkor in the 
planes of Eru, became King of the World. Also 
Sulimo. 

Marv Gonn's brother. 

Mahanaxar Meeting place of the Valar, located outside 
the gates of Valmar. Also Circle of Law, Circle of 
Fates. 

Mayo “(Valley) of Visions” in Altar Ireyne (“Moon 
Forest”) north of Gortar Ore; also Laan Telli, “Valley 
of the Iris”. 

Melian Maia of Irmo, who left Valinor and lived in 
Doriath. Wife of Elu Thingol, whose enchantments 
protected the kingdom (Fence of Melian). Mother of 
Luthien. After Thingol's death in the year 502 of the 
1st Age, he returned to Valinor. 

Report Beloved, in Ah’enn. 

Melkor “He who loved the World”, “Love of the World”; 
in the Eldar manuscripts the translation “He Who 
Rises in Power” is used. The oldest of the Ainur and 
first of the Valar to enter Arta. Creator of Mortals, 
Master of the Elleri Ahe, first Master of Mortals, only 
one of the Valar to come to meet them. In the year 
502 of the Awakening of the Elves, after the War of 
the Powers of Arda, he was chained with the 
Angainor chain and imprisoned in the Mansions of 
Mandos for three centuries (Captivity of Melkor). He 
returned to Endoré in the year 869 of the Awakening 
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of the Elves. After the War of Wrath, he was expelled 
beyond the limits of Arda. Also Astar, Astellar, Ello, 
Erraener, Tennaeliayno and others. Also Morgoth, 
Enemy, Accursed. 

Meltor “Power of Love”, “Love”; eighth star in the 
Crown of Middle Earth, lit by Melkor. Also Ello, 
Heart of the Dark. 

Menegroth “A Thousand Caves”; hidden abode of 

Thingol and Melian by the river Esgalduin in Doriath. 

Messenger of Melkor One of the Renegade Maiar, 
initially Maia of Namo, who wished to become a 
disciple of Melkor. Perished in the year 871 of the 
Awakening of the Elves. 

MinasTirith "Watch-tower"; built by Finrod Felagund 
on the island of Tol Sirion; taken by Gorthaur in the 
year 457 of the 1st Age. See Tol-in-Gaurhoth. 

Mirena See Amarié. 

Miriel Also Miriel Serindé. Wife of Finwé, the most 
skilled among the embroiderers. He died after the 
birth of Féanaro. See also Tayli. 

Morgoth “Dark Enemy (of the World”; nickname that 
Féanaro gave to Melkor after the murder of Finwé. 
Moro “Dark”, “Nocturnal”. One of the Nine, guardian of 
the Cyoth rune. In the 2nd Age, he lived among Ennir 

ert’Sin men. 

Morwen Daughter of Baragund, wife of Hurin, and 

mother of Turin and Nienor. Also called Eledhwen. 


Want “Sea salt”, “Bitterness”; wife of Es-Tellia, wife of 

Tellayo. 

Us "Judge"; Vala, eldest of the Féanturi, brother of Irmo 
and Nienna. Also Lord of Fate, Lord of the Dead, 
Mandos (2). 

Nargothrond “Underground Fortress of the Narog 

River”; founded by Finrod Felagund and destroyed 

by Glaurung. Also the kingdom of Nargothrond, 

lands east and west of Narog.Nastari “Council of 

Sages” that governed Es-Tellia. 

Nauglamir “Necklace of the Dwarves”; necklace made 
by the Dwarves for Finrod Felagund; brought from 
Hutrin of Nargothrond to King Thingol. After 
Thingol's death, it was retaken by the Dwarves; and 
after these were defeated by the army of Doriath, 
commanded by Beren, it belonged to Luthien, and 
then to Dior, who in turn left it to his daughter 
Elwing. 

Naure “Of Fire”; the eldest of the Nine, guardian of the 
Erath rune. After the War of the Powers of Arda, he 
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lived in Es-Tellia, in the mountains near the Valley of 
the White Iris. 

Kidneys "Fire"; first of the Ahere 

and their leader. Also 

Gothmog.Nerdanel Daughter of 

Mahtan, wife of Féanaro, also 

called Wise. 

Nerwen “Maiden-Man”; name given by her father to 

Galadriel. Also Artanis. 

Nessa "Young"; one of the Valier, sister of Oromé and 

wife of Tulkas. 

What is it? “He Who Points the Way”; according to 
legend, lord of the Elliri who led his people to Elles. 

Nghatta “Black Earth”; land called Far Harad by the 
Elves, separated from Hanatta (Near Harad) by the 
bay of Khand. 

Nien Ahe Rune of Darkness, Pain and Memory, first in 

the Circle of Nine Runes. 

Nienna Valié, sister of the Féanturi; lives, in solitude, in 
the west of Valinor, in a high tower “whose windows 
look on the other side of the Walls of Night”. The only 
one among the Valar and Valier to not have their own 
Maiar. 

Nimloth "White flower"; wife of Dior, Eldé born in 
Doriath, mother of Elwing. Died in Menegroth (year 
506 of the 1st Age). 

NinoMaster of Healers at Ast Ahe around 1st Age 523. 

Killed by a Noldo prisoner. 

Arnoediad's jurisdiction “(Battle of) Countless Tears”; 
fifth battle in the wars of Beleriand (year 472 of the 
1st Era). Also Nirnaeth. 

Noldor “Sages” (singular Noldo, feminine Noldé); the 
second people of the Eldar to arrive in Valinor, 
people of Finwée. 

Nolofin reasons “Noldo, son of Finweé”; the name given 

by his father to Fingolfin. 

Name of the Stars Also Cennen Gelie, second name of 
the Elleri Ahe, chosen according to the chosen Path. 
Traditionally, it began with gel- or el- (“star”). 

New ones Nine Dark Elves, guardians of the Circle of 
Nine Runes (Naure, Ayoni, Onnele Cyolla, Aldh, 
Allua, Dene, Moro, Ollo, Elhe). They were chosen to 
preserve the wisdom and memory of the Elleri 
Oh yes; all but Elhe departed Beleriand before the 
War of the Powers of Arda. 
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Ohor'tenn'ayri “Those Who See and Preserve”; one of 
the Nightborn people, also Ancient People who lived 
in the lands west of the Misty Mountains, later called 
Dunland. 

Olaer Rune of Wing, Wind and Thought, 

sixth in the Circle of Nine Runes.Olf One 

of Ast Ahe's warriors around the year 

458. 

Golden Eyes Maia de Manwée; one of the Renegade 
Maiar, departed Valinor along with Ayo. He fought on 
Melkor's side in the War of Wrath. Executed in 
Valinor in the year 548 of the 1st Age. 

Eye "Dreamer"; one of the Nine, guardian of the Helre 
rune. After the War of the Powers of Arda, he lived in 
the east, beyond the Sea of Rhtn, in the vicinity of 
Soot-urg-at-Ana. 

Reading That which grows with roots in the earth; 

collective name for all plants. 

Olwe Together with his brother Elwé (Thingol), he was 
leader of the Teleri on the great journey west from 
the banks of Cuiviénen. King of the Teleri in Valinor; 
lived in Alqualondé. 

Onn iltane Silver thread (plural onni iltanar); initially, a 
symbol of power among the Elliri; also destiny or 
human life. 

Onnele Cyolla Quinta dos Nove, guardian of the Te-esse 
rune. After the War of the Powers of Arda, he lived in 
the north of the Misty Mountains, in the land of 
Angellemar. Also Lady of the Mountains. 

Orcs Elves who were horrified by the Darkness and 
dissipated into the forests, transforming themselves 
into the Elves of Fear. 

Ore “Night”, in the original language of the Dark. 

Oreyn “He Who Possesses the Power of Seeing”; one of 
the Elleri Ahe, Armorer. Perished in the fall of Helgor 
(year 502 of the Awakening of the Elves). 

Orien “Noturna”, “Born in the Night”; One of the Elleri 
Ahe, Moro's beloved, tried to take the elleri children 
away from Helgor along with Laytenn. Died in the 
year 502 of the Awakening of the Elves. 

Ormal One of the Lamps of the Valar, made by Aulé; it 

was located in the south of Endoré. 

Orodreth Second son of Finarfin; guardian of the Tower 
of Minas-Tirith in Tol Sirion; king of Nargothrond 
after his brother's death. Killed from the battle of 
Tumhalad. 


The Black Book of Arda 


Oromo “Sound of horns”; Vala, brother of Nessa, 
husband of Vana, guided the leaders of the Three 
Hosts of Elves, Ingwé, Finwé and Elwe, to Valinor. 
Also Araw, Great Hunter. 

Orr One of the warriors of Ast Ahe around the year 523 

of the 1st Era. 

Osse Maia of Ulmo, one of the Forsaken Maiar, was an 
ally of Melkor in the Dark Ages. After the War of the 
Powers of Arda, he repented and was forgiven. 

Orthenner See Gorthaur. 

Joy One of the Elleri Ahe, after the War of the Powers of 
Arda, was raised at the court of Olwé in Valinor. 
Dael's sister. She returned to Beleriand together with 
her husband, a Noldo, and lived at the court of 
Ingoldo-finwé. Perished in the year 456 of the 1st Era 
after Dagor Bragollach. 


Pelori “Surrounding (Mountains)”; mountains on the 
east coast of Aman, stretching from north to south. 
Powers of Arda See Valar. 


Of course “Those who speak with voices”; self- 
designation of the Elves, differentiating themselves 
from other beings, who do not know how to speak. 

Hot Silmarillion “The story of the Silmarils”; elven 
legend whose main themes are the deeds of the 
Noldor of the house of Finwé and the history of the 
1st Age. 

Quenya Language of the Elves, in the form it adopted in 

Valinor. 


Reena Beloved of Ilmar, Mortal of the people of Hern. 
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Rochallor Fingolfin Horse. 

Rumil Sage of the Noldor, lived in Tirion; creator of the 
first version of the Eldar writing of Valinor. 


Saw “Sun”, in the original language of the Dark. 

Sauron “Fire of the Sun”; name chosen by Gorthaur in 
the 2nd Age. By consonance, translated into Sindarin 
as “Abominable”, “Hateful”. Also Saurianna, 
“Messenger of the Sun”, in Hanatta. 

Lord of Warriors Gorthaur's title as military 

commander of Ast Ahe. 

Serinda “Embroiderer”; see Miriel. 

Silmarils Three gems created by Féanaro, which 

contained a portion of the light of the Trees of Valinor. 

Sindar “Gray (Elves)” (singular Sinda, feminine 

Sindé); A related people of the Teleri, they lived 

mainly in Doriath, under the rule of Thingol. Also 

Twilight Elves.Sirion “Great River”, separated 

Western and Eastern Beleriand. 
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Smaug Also Smaug, the Golden Dragon, 
one of the last Fire Dragons.Shadow 
Nickname by which Elion was known after 
abandoning his own name.Sulimo“Lord of 
the Winds”; one of Manwe's titles. 


Language Man; unit; set of all the qualities that define 

the human being as an individual. 

Taniquetil “Alto Pico Branco”; the highest of the Pelori 
Mountains, on whose summit are Ilmarin, mansions 
of Manwé and Varda. Also Holy Mountain, Oiolossé 
(“White of eternal snows”). 

Tarn Aeluin Lake in Dorthonion next to which Barahir's 
last camp was located. According to legends, the 
waters of this lake were blessed by Maia Melian. 

That's right Warrior of Ast Ahe, twin brother of Vell, 

orphan, raised by Gorthaur and his disciple. Killed by 

Barahir's men in the year 457 of the 1st Age.Hand “He 

who flies”. 

Tayan “Hand that flies”; writing system of the Elleri 
Ahe, which served as the basis for the Tengwar. The 
signs were preferably drawn with a brush, which 
gave rise to the name. 

Tayli "Deer"; name of one of the Elleri Ahe, who later 
became Finwe's wife under the name Miriel. 

We One of the Elleri Ahe, after the War of the Powers of 
Arda, was raised among the Vanyar in Valinor, in the 
court of Ingwé, under the name Laure. At the end of 
the 1st Age, he landed in Beleriand along with the 
army of Valinor; He fought in the War of Wrath, then 
returned to Valinor. 

Tayr One of the Elleri Ahe, of the 

stargazers; Name of the Stars - Gellir.Te- 

esse Rune of Water and Time, fifth in the 

Circle of Nine Runes. 

TV “Reluctant”, “Those who refused” (singular Teler, 
feminine Teleré). People of Olwé, the last to arrive in 
Valinor, where they initially settled in Tol Eresséa; 
The people's proper name is Lindar, “Those who 
sing”. Many of those who initially made up the people 
of the Teleri remained in Beleriand (Sindar and 
Nandor). Pronunciation similar to Telliri, “Children of 
the Sea”. 

Tellayo“ Marine Mist”; 

name of the Sailor of Es- 

Tellia.Tellor Spells or Sea 

Power. 
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Telperion The oldest of the Two Trees of Valinor. Also 

Silver Tree, Silpion, Ninqueloté. 

Tengwar Script of the Eldar, created by Féanaro based 

on Tay-an. 

Tennaeliayno “The wind that carries the song of the 
stars in its palms”; name of Melkor among the 
Helgeayni. 

Tenno "Guardian"; one of the Elleri Ahe, after the War 
of the Powers of Arda, was raised among the Noldor 
in Valinor. 

Abandoned Lands Also Middle Earth, Endor, Endoré. 

Tiiayn “City of the Calm Sea”; port of Es-Tellia. 

Tie line “Singing Star of the Sea”; one of the Elleri Ahe, 
after the War of the Powers of Arda, was raised at 
the court of Olwé in Valinor. 

Tinuviel "Nightingale"; the name Beren gave Luthien. 

Thangorodrim “Mountains of Tyranny”; Elvish name of 

Gortar Ore. 

Thingol “Grey Cloak”; Also Singollo. See Elwé. 

Thorondor “King of Eagles”; messenger of Manwe. 

Tol Eresséa “Lonely Island” in the bay of Eldamar, near 
the coast of Aman, where the Teleri lived for a long 
time, until the construction of Alqualondé. Also 
Eresséa. 

TolinGaurhoth “Werewolf Island”; name of Minas-Tirith 
after its conquest by Gorthaur (year 457 of the 1st 
Era). 

Toren Rune of Iron, Power and Resistance, third in the 

Circle of Nine Runes. 

Tork One of Ast Ahe's warriors under Ulv's command. 

He died of wounds in the year 542 of the 1st Era. 

Torn One of the Elleri Ahe, after the War of the Powers 

of Arda, was raised among the Noldor in Valinor.Came 

The last Vala to arrive in Arda. It was called Wrath of 

Eru. Nessa's husband. Also Astaldo, Tulkas the 

Invincible. 

Tuor Son of Huor and Rian, raised by the gray elves of 
Mithrim; Ulmo's messenger in Gondolin. Husband of 
Idril, father of Earendil; together with his wife and 
son, he escaped the destruction of the city in the year 
507 of the 1st Age. Aboard the ship Earramé (“Wings 
of the Sea”), he sailed to Valinor with Idril (year 524 
of the 1st Age), but only reached the coasts of 
Enchanted Islands. 

Turgon “Lord of the Rocks”; second son of Fingolfin, 
also called Sage. Ruled the hidden kingdom of 
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Gondolin (years 52-507 of the 1st Era). Perished in 
the destruction of the city. Idril's father. 

Turin Son of Htrin and Morwen, he was born in the 
year that Beren Erchamion found Luthien in the 
forests of Neldoreth (year 464 of the 1st Age). 
Created in Doriath, in the court of Thingol. 
Afterwards, he became the leader of one of the 
outcast bands, under the name of Neithan, 
“Wrongful”. Afterwards, he lived in Nargothrond 
under the name of Agarwaen, son of Umarth 
(“Stained with Blood, son of the Unhappy”); also 
known as Mormegil (“Black Sword”, for the sword he 
carried, Anglachel); Among the Elves he was called 
Adanedhel, “Elf-like” Man. He married his own sister, 
not knowing her true identity. He killed Glaurung 
and committed suicide, throwing himself on his own 
sword (year 500 of the 1st Era). 


Uggard Son of Uld, milk brother of Utrad, man of the 
people of Uldor whose band destroyed the settlement 
of Arne on the slopes of Gortar Ore. Executed in Ast 
Ahe in the year 519 of the 1st Era. 

Uldor Also Uldar the Accursed; leader of the Men of the 
East who betrayed the allies and attacked the army 
of Elves and Edain from behind during Nirnaeth 
Arnoediad. Killed by Maglor in the year 472 of the 
1st Era. 

Ulf Man of the East, messenger Melkor sent to the sons 
of Féanaro after Maedhros was imprisoned. Killed by 
Maedhros' brothers in Year 5 of the 1st Era. 

Ulfang Also Ulfang the Black; leader of the men of the 
East. He swore allegiance to Caranthir, along with 
his three sons, Uldor, Ulfast, and Ulwarth, and 
betrayed him in the Nirnaeth Arnoediad. 

Ulfast Son of Ulfang. Killed by the sons of Bor in the 

Nirnaeth Arnoediad, along with his _ brother 

Ulwarth.Ulhard Son of Darh, leader of the Ulfast clan 

around the year 519 of the 1st Era. 

Ullayr Ghellah “Men of the Midnight Stars”; also 
Ancients; people who lived beyond the Sea of Rhtin at 
the end of the 1st and the beginning of the 2nd Era. 

Ulltayr Young man from Es-Tellia who loves Ayrene. 

Elm “What Spills”, “What Makes It Rain”; Vala, lord of 
the waters of Arda. Also Lord of the Waters. 

Wolf Man of the East, commander of a detachment of 
Ast Ahe warriors. Perished in the War of Wrath. 

Unification Creature of the Void that lived in Avathar, 
in the south of the Land of Aman. It took the form of 
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an immense spider after Melkor trapped it with the 
Shape Spell. 

Uterus Young man of Uggard's band (year 519 of the 1st 
Age), he remained in Ast Ahe after Uggard's 
execution. 

Outed Son of Hyorn, leader of the Ulfast clan around 

the year 519 of the 1st Era. 

Utumno Name of the Helgor mountains and the fortress 

of Helgor between the Valar and the Eldar. 


Oil “The Weaver”; one of the Valiers, who recorded 
everything that happened in Arda, wife of Namo. 
Valacirca “Scythe of the Valar”; constellation. Also 
Crown of Middle Earth, Seven Stars.Valaquenta 
“Report of the Valar’; elven legend that tells about 
each of the Valar. 

Valar “Those who have the Power”, “The Powers” 
(singular Vala), name given to the fifteen Ainur who 
came to Arda at the Beginning of Time, to become 
guardians and lords of the world (Melkor, Manwé, 
Namo, Irmo, Aulé , Oromé, Tulkas, Ulmo; Varda, 
Yavanna, Nienna, Esté, Vairé, Vana, Nessa). Also 
Great, Powers of Arda. See Ainur. 

Valaraukar “Force Demons” (singular Valarauko). Also 

Ahere, Balrogs. 

Valley of White Irises (1) Also Laan Ielli; valley in the 
south of the Es-Tellia forests. Also Mayo - valley of 
the irises in the north, beyond Gortar Ore. 

Valley of White Irises (2) Also Mayo - Iris Valley north 

of Gortar Ore. 

Valier Feminine of Valar (singular Valié), “Queens of the 
Valar” (Varda, Yavanna, Nienna, Vairé, Esté, Nessa, 
Vana). 

A choice “Abode of the Valar”, 

capital of  Valinor. Also 

Valmar.Valinor The land of the 

Valar in Aman. 

Valmar Veja Valimar. 

Bathtub Valié, sister of Yavanna and wife of Orome. 

Vanyaar “Blonde” (because of hair color); the first Eldar 
to arrive in Valinor, people of Ingwé. 

Varda “The Exalted”, “The Sublime”; most powerful 
among the Valier, wife of Manwe, lives with him at 
the top of Taniquetil and, according to Eldar beliefs, 
sees everything that occurs in Arda. According to 
Eldar legend, it lit the stars, which gave rise to one of 
her names, Tintalle. Also Elbereth, Queen of the 
Stars, Queen of the World. 
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Old One of Melkor's disciples, seer, twin brother of 

Tavyo. 

Vent Son of the king of men who lived northeast of Ered 
Luin, knight of Ast Ahe, one of the warriors under 
Ulv around 527 of the 1st Age, master of healing. He 
left Ast Ahe after his father's death in 538. 


Yavanna “Fruit Provider”; Valieé, wife of Aulé. Also 

Kementari. 

Yolli "Stalk"; one of the Elleri Ahe, last Queen of the 
Irises; After the War of the Powers of Arda, it was 
created among the Vanyar in Valinor. Also Amarié, 
Mireanna. 
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THE TALE OF THE YEARS 


Days Before Days. Ainulindalé. Creation of Arta. 

Beginning of Time. Arrival of the Valar in Arta. Creation 
of the Maiar. Melkor Creates the Helgeayni and 
builds Helgor's fortress. 

Age of Lamps. Spring of Arda. Destruction of the Lamps 

and creation of the Ahere. 

Age of Darkness. Golden Eyes wanders through Arta and 
returns to Valinor to tell of what he saw. Creation of 
the Two Trees of Valinor. Creation of the Dwarves. 
Artano's arrival at Helgor. 

Age of Trees. Maiar Renegades flee Valinor. Awakening 

of the Elves. 


1872 Years of Awakening of the Elves: 

10 Melkor's meeting with the Elleri Cenno. 

15 Creation of winged horses. 

23 A wooden city is built by the Dark Elves in Laan 

Gellome. 

178 The fortress of Ast Ahe is erected in Gortar Ore. 

485 Birth of Elhe 

488 Curumo leaves Valinor for Beleriand. 

495 Curumo begins training the Orcs. 

499 Construction of Ahanagger's fortress. 

500 Curumo is expelled and returns to Valinor. 
Council of the Valar. Melkor chooses the Nine 
Guardians of the Circle of Runes from among the 
Elleri Ahe. 

501 Second birth of Gorthaur. 

502 War of the Powers of Arda. Judgment of the Elleri 
Ahe and Melkor in Valinor. Beginning of the 
Captivity of Melkor (years 502-802 Awakening of the 
Elves). 

572 Elleri arrive in the land of Elles. 

652 Birth of Féanaro. 

654 Death of Miriel. 

775 Féanaro creates the Tengwar based on Tay-an. 

792 Creation of the Silmarils. 

802 Release of Melkor. 

867 Ungoliant destroys the Trees of Light. Finwé is 
killed by Melkor. Melkor departs from Valinor. Oath 
of Féanaro. 

869 Melkor returns to Beleriand. Meeting with 
Geltorn. Reconstruction of Ast Ahe. 

870 Maia from Namo arrives in Ast Ahe. 

871  Melkor's messenger is killed in Valinor. 
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872  Noldor take ships from the Teleri at Alqualonde; 
Nerwen leaves for Beleriand. Noldor of the house of 
Féanaro arrive on the shores of Beleriand. The 
Teleri's ships are burned at Losgar. Beginning of the 
1st Era. 


1st Era: 

1 Elles is destroyed by the fire of volcanoes; Elliri move 
to the Land-beside-the-Sea in northeast Endore. 
Valinor is surrounded by a wall of enchanted fog, the 
islands of Elles transform into the Enchanted Isles. 

1-50 Emergence of the Noldor kingdoms. 

4 Dagor-nuin-Gileath; Féanaro is dead. Maedhros is 

arrested. Findecano frees Maedhros. 

5-251 Melkor is in Es-Tellia. 

20 Arrival of Fingolfin in Beleriand. Commemoration of 

the Return. 

50 Construction of Nargothrond. 

52 Foundation of Gondolin. 

65 Dagor Aglareb. Beginning of the “Siege of Angband”. 

102 Construction of Gondolin ends. 

154 Caranthir establishes good relations with the 
Dwarves. 

155 Attack on Ingoldo-finwé's domains. 

260 Fight of Findekano against Glaurung. 

310 Finrod meets the Atani. 

367 Retorno de Melkor a Ast Ahe. 

391 Edrahil is brought to Ast Ahe. 

432 Geltorn is killed by Fingolfin. Birth of Beren. 

456  Dagor Bragollach. Hador and Gundor are dead in 
Eithel Sirion. Morte de Angarato e Aikanaro. 
Fingolfin dies in the duel against Melkor. Ard-galen 
is burned. 

457  Minas-Tirith is conquered by Gorthaur. Barahir is 
killed by Orcs, on Gorthaur's orders; Beren becomes 
an outcast. 

463 Arrival of the Dark Men of the East. 

464  Beren arrives in Doriath and finds Luthien; by 
orders of Thingol, Angband leaves; together with 
Finrod and his ten companions, Elves. of 
Nargothrond, he is imprisoned by Gorthaur in Tol- 
inGaurhoth. Death of Finrod. Fall of Tol-in-Gaurhoth. 
Beren and Luthien in Ast Ahe. Return of 
Beren and Luthien to Doriath, with Silmaril. Born in 
Turin. 

465 Beren's death and resurrection. Beren and 
Lithien depart from Doriath for Tol-Galen in 
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Ossiriand. Daeron heads east to Laurelindérenan. 
Creation of the Union of Maedhros. 

467 Birth of Dior. 

471. Eol takes Aredhel as his wife. 

472  Nirnaeth Arnoediad. Death of Galdor in Eithel 
Sirion. Hurin is taken to Ast Ahe as a prisoner. Bites 
from Findekano. Ulfast, Ulwarth and Ulfang are 
killed, Uldor's people take Hithlum. Turin goes to 
Doriath, and Thingol receives him as a foster-son. 

473 Fall of the Ports of Cirdan; Cirdan and Gil-galad 
along with the rest of Cirdan's people settle on the 
island of Balar. Birth of Nienor, sister of Turin. 
Messengers from Thingol bring Menegroth the 
Dragonhelm of Dor-lémin. 

476 Ilmar is killed by Caranthir. 

482 Turin returns to Doriath. After killing Saeros, one of 
Thingol's advisors, in a fit of rage, flees and wanders 
the forests along with a band of outcasts. 

485 Turin comes to live in the house of the Dwarves in 

Amon Rdidhr. 

488 Turin is captured by Orcs and rescued by Beleg. 
Death of Beleg. Turin arrives at Nargothrond along 
with Gwindor, an Elf who had fled Angband. 

493 _ Elion is brought to Ast Ahe. 

494 Nargothrond is destroyed by Glaurung. Finduilas, 
daughter of Orodreth, is killed by Orcs. Morwen and 
Nienor set out in search of Turin. Having lost his 
memory, Nienor lives, under the name Niniel, in 
Brethil. 

495 Elion departs Ast Ahe and joins one of the outcast 
bands in the forests of Dorthonion. 

495 Nienor (Niniel) becomes Tutrin's wife. 

499 __— Birth of Earendil. 

500 Death of Turin and Nienor. Release of Hutrin. 

501 Hurin trace Nauglamir for Thingol. Death of 
Morwen Eledhwen. Chegada from Gonn to Ast Ahe. 

502 Thingol is killed by Dwarves. Melian returns to 
Valinor. Dior becomes king of Doriath. Maeglin is 
captured and shows Gorthaur the secret path to 
gondolin. 

505 Here comes the Ast. 

506 __— Sons of Féanor destroy Doriath. Dior and Nimloth 
are killed. Death of Celegorm, Caranthir and Curufin. 

507 ~=Fall of Gondolin, death of Turgon and Maeglin. 
Glorfindel (Eyno) is killed by a Balrog in Cirith 
Thoronath. Idril and Tuor, along with their son 
Earendil, flee. 


The Black Book of Arda 


515 Death of Honaht; the sword of the chiefs of the Owl 
Clan passes to Elion, son of Honaht. ElionNoldo takes 
the name Shadow of the Forest. 

517 Gilmir (Gelmor) comes to Ast Ahe. 

519 Uggard of the people of Uldor destroys the 

settlement Arne in Gortar Ore. 

521 Chegada from Irialonna to Ast Ahe. 

524 Tuor and Idril, on board Earramé, part for Valinor of 

the port at the foz of Sirion. 

527 Irialonna is killed by Deyrel. Deyrel is executed. 

532  Earendil sails towards the shores of Valinor; 
Elwing follows him, having transformed into a 
seabird, according to legend. 

533 Council of Powers. Valar decide to start war 
against Melkor. 

538 Vent part of Ast Ahe. 

544 Hurin (2) is saved from the Orcs. 

545  Ahtene with her husband Hurin departs from Ast 
Ahe. Gelmor goes east. 

546 Dayolen and Andar, by order of Melkor, depart 
Ast Ahe eastward, crossing the Ered Lithui. 

547 War of Wrath. 

548 Judgment of the Valar. Execution of the Maiar 
Renegades. Eonwé returns to Beleriand to warn the 
Elves and Men of the Three Houses of the coming 
end of Beleriand's lands. 550 Destruction of 
Beleriand and end of the 1st Age. 
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CALENDARS 


Because the lives of the Eldar were much longer 
than those of Mortals, the unit of time called the yén in 
Quenya, which is often translated as “year,” was a 
period of 144 years of the Sun. A solar day (re) indicated 
the period between one sunset and another; yén lasted 
52596 days. Traditionally, Eldar also had the concept of 
a six-day week (enquié). In Middle Earth, Eldar also 
measured time by briefer periods - years of the Sun 
(coranar, or "circle of the sun"), more often called léa, 
"growth", especially in the northwestern lands, where 
seasonal changes in nature were more significant. Loa 
was divided into similar periods with slightly longer 
months or something similar to times of the year. The 
calendar was made up of six of these “times of the year”, 
whose names in Quenya are tuilé, lairé, yavié, quellé, 
hrivé and coiré (spring, summer, autumn, wither, winter, 
awakening). Their names in Sindarin are ethuil, laer, 
yavas, firith, rhiv, echuir. “Withering” was also called 
lassé-lanta, “falling of the leaves,” or, in Sindarin, 
narbeleth, “withering of the sun.” 

Lairé and hrivé lasted 72 days, the other “times of 
the year” lasted 54 days. The first day of loa was called 
yestaré, the day immediately before tuilé, and ended on 
the day of mettaré, the day after coiré. Yavié and quellé 
were divided by three endi, or “middle days”. In this 
way, the year had 365, to which, in every twelfth year, 
three more enderi were added. 

Later, in Numenor, léa began to be divided into 
shorter periods; Also, following the customs of the Men 
who lived in the northwest in the 1st Era, the year began 
in the middle of winter. 


Elleri Ahe and, later, the people of Es-Tellia used the 
star calendar. The year (eloa, 

Circle of the Stars) was also divided into six periods: 
hellin (28 November - 20 March), ite 
(March 22 - April 21), yoll (April 22 - June 21), saer 
(June 23 - August 15), ayven (October 16 - October 22), 
soot (October 23 - November 27). The Circle of Stars 
was composed of eighteen signs, as seen below: 


Star Day, Ello 22from December 
Altheya, Silver Fox 23December - January 14 
Illayn, Coruja January 15th - January 
31st 
Yutti, Doninha February 1st - February 
Corroh, Crow 11th 
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Tchenn, Dragon 


God give Prata to them 
Geello, the Unicorn 
Byorg, Urso 
Heytell, Gaivota 
Yahhi, Gato Dourado 


Feast of the Iris, Ielle 
Tai, Yuilli 
Butterfly, 
Gecko 
Tayli, Deer 
Tagonn, Deer 


Aytii, Falcao 
Fire Day, Neyre 
Lokie, 
Snake 
Hea, Bat 
Linhh, Lince 


Alchor, Black Wolf 


February 12 - March 1(2) 
March 2(3) - March 20 


21 March 

22 March - April 21 
April 22nd - May 15th 
May 16 - June 2 

June 3 - June 20 


June 21-23 

June 24th - July 

7th July 8th - July 

17th 

July 18th - August 14th 

August 15th - September 

13th 

September 14th 

September 20th 

21o0f September 

22September - October 
22 

October 23rd - November1 

Ist 

November 2nd 

November 27th 

November 28th 

December 21st 


In the Es-Tellia tradition, the Telle (Dolphin) sign 


corresponds to the Byorg sign, and the Foyo sign - to the 
Linhh sign. 

Each sign in the Circle of Stars corresponded to a 
stone, tree or flower, color, metal or metal alloy, aroma 
and others. 

From the 2nd Age onwards, in the lands east of 
the Sea of Rhin, the star calendar became the “sacred” 
calendar of wizards and healers. 
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